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	1. Something Crazy!

The Lone Rider

"I can't do it." Hiccup mumbled as he stumbled through the empty paths that weaved in between the huts and houses of Berk. Any sane person would be fast asleep at this hour of the night, but not Hiccup, he had far too much on his mind. It has been about two weeks since he joined Dragon Training, and with each day his fear of killing a Dragon was getting him increasingly close to getting himself killed. Hiccup brushed his long brown hair out of his eyes and stared out at the full moon that hung suspended over the crystal clean ocean. Berk had everything that the boy wasn't: a tightly knit band of Vikings, who thought every problem ever known, could be solved with the swing of a hammer of axe. Almost every night he dreamed of being free, to be out _there_, where wouldn't have to worry about Vikings mocking him, and his father regretting him.

A dream that was now entirely possible, thanks to his Dragon, Toothless.

Hiccup's Night Fury also shared his desire for adventure and exploration. He would always want to just keep on flying, to not stop and to never return to Berk. It was times like these when Hiccup fantasied about such a situation: to leave Berk on the back of his Dragon, leaving faces of shock and awe, to fly farther than any Hooligan had ever traveled before and to start a new life, maybe even a new tribe. He also imagined how his father would feel, how his shock and anger would soon turn to pride as he realized his 'useless' son had the courage to ride the most dangerous Dragon ever known. He also thought about telling them all the truth, that Dragons and Vikings can co-exist, even work together. Hiccup came to a stop by a large tree on the outskirts of the village, slumping down against it. Who was he kidding? How could he convince these people that Dragons weren't what they thought they were? He new the truth all too well, soon enough they would realize how he'd gotten so good in the ring, and he'd be named a traitor and an Outlaw. After staring at the stars for what seemed like an eternity, Hiccup got up and walked deeper and deeper into the forest. Toothless mattered to him more than ever now, and knew he would manage at least a _little_ sleep by his side.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup eventually found himself in the grove where Toothless slept. The moonlight revealed the distinct outline of a Dragon resting besides an overhanging tree.

"Hey bud, you sleeping there?" Hiccup asked, breaking into a short yawn. Toothless gave no response, just a steady purr he often gave when he was scratched under the neck. "Come on, I know you're in there" Hiccup smiled as he gently nudged his friend. Toothless finally woke up, opening his deep green eyes and staring at the boy in a confused state. "Yeah, sorry I woke you, I couldn't sleep again", Toothless gently hit his friend over the head with his half-tail. "It's not my fault!" Hiccup protested, rubbing the spot he was hit, "I can't sleep knowing I might have to kill a Monstrous Nightmare". Toothless looked at him for a second, and then up at the star filled sky.

"**Why don't we leave?"**

"I know, I know. We should leave before this gets out of hand." Hiccup sat down against Toothless and let his heat warm him up. "But maybe if I let Astrid win this next battle then I won't have to kill the Dragon". The Dragon placed his head on Hiccup's lap, making that same purring sound he did earlier. "I reckon we should make a tribe of our own, Toothless. I'll be the chief and everyone will ride Dragons, we won't need boats to travel and I can finally have some well-earned respect!" The more Hiccup thought about it, the more ridiculous it sounded. He didn't want to become chief, not in Berk or anywhere for that matter, he wasn't cut out for that kind of responsibility. "If we leave, you think we'll survive out there? I mean, how will we live?" Toothless nudged Hiccup's belt, where his small dagger rested in its hilt.

"**You could learn to use that thing, for a change."**

"Yeah yeah, I admit I'm lacking when it comes to fighting" Hiccup stood up and took out his dagger, pretending to strike down imaginary foes in the near-darkness. Toothless let out a frustrated groan, burying his head in the cold soil.

"**You need some serious practice, and soon."**

"Do you judge everyone you meet like this?" Hiccup frowned, sheathing his blade and sitting facing his friend. "Okay Toothless, I think I've got a plan:" The Dragon's ears perked up as his companion explained. "I'll make preparations for us to leave Berk. Ill get myself a new weapon, a _real _weapon that I can hold my own with in a fight. My Dad will be home in the next few days, I hope he doesn't show for my test against Astrid" Hiccup shuddered at the thought, in the past week tensions between those two had gone from bad to worse, especially with Hiccup's success in the Kill Ring. "If Astrid is the victor, we're in luck. We can take our time and make sure that we leave without suspicion. _If I win, however…" _Hiccup lay down flat and took a deep breath. "Then we run. We run and we never come back."

o~0~O~0~o

"Well! If it isn't the legendary Dragon master! Too busy to show up to work, aye?" Gobber joked as his apprentice staggered into the workshop. It was obvious that Hiccup hadn't slept much the previous night, heavy bags rested under his dark green eyes and his posture slouched even more than usual.

"Hello to you too, Gobber" he muttered, standing next to the forge to try to warm up. The boy slept next to Toothless the night before, hoping his presence would put him at ease. Much to his surprise, the opposite happened; his Dragon's snoring was deafening, and the grove was freezing beyond belief

"Rough night there, boy? You look like a mess!"

"Yeah, I don't..." Hiccup let out a loud yawn, "… think I slept at all last night"

"That's a shame, lucky you've got a couple more days 'til your next fight." Gobber put down the sword he was sharpening and faced the boy. "So, you here to do some work, or ya here on business?"

"Business, I guess. I'm looking for a new weapon, a proper one this time" Gobber's eyes lit up, a smile crossing his bearded face. "Something larger than my dagger, but not something that'll slow me down". The one-handed blacksmith grabbed Hiccup by the shoulder and let him further into the shop.

"I remember me first proper weapon" He grinned "A two-handed axe that my 'ol man gave me after my first Dragon kill. I called her 'Valkyrie' and by Thor, you should 'a seen the steel she was forged from." Gobber pointed at several large weapon racks, stocked with tools and gear. "The shop's overflowin' with stuff these days. I'm sure you'll find what you're looking for around here, if you see anything you like or wanna try out, give me a holler". Gobber soon returned to his work at the grindstone, leaving his young apprentice to search through the dozens of swords, axes and maces the place had to offer.

o~0~O~0~o

It didn't take long for Hiccup to completely loose track of time. He insisted on trying out every single weapon available, from the tiny wood hatchets to the colossal Great-swords and Halberds. Hiccup wasn't just choosing a weapon to fight with, this was a weapon he would live with, survive with and fly with. The weapon had to suit his needs in every way. It couldn't just be good, it had to be _perfect_.

But that perfect weapon never came.

By late afternoon, Hiccup had tried every weapon Gobber owned, leaving his arms exhausted and his body covered in small cuts. He was terrified that if- _when_ he ran away, he would only have his dagger to rely on, he couldn't have Toothless around to protect him forever, could he?

"Any luck, lad?" Gobber asked over the constant clanging of his hammer.

"No even slightly, Gobber" Hiccup shook his head, collapsing into a chair beside his old friend. "They're all great weapons, really. They just don't suit me, y'know?"

"Aye, I know how ya feel. But, what are you looking for exactly?"

"I don't know! All these weapons are a bit too… bulky. I want something large, yet I don't want to loose any of my speed. How can a person like _me_ haul around one of those hammers into every fight?" Gobber stared back at Hiccup, thinking about what he could use with that fishbone body of his.

"Hmmm. Tell you what, Trader Johann should be arriving tomorrow. He's got all that foreign gear, and whatnot. If I see anything you might like, ill bring it back here for ya". Hiccup grinned at the thought, coming back here tomorrow to find a stash of exotic and beautiful weapons that he could master and use on his adventures.

"I like the sound of that, Gobber" He gave the one-handed Viking a pat on the shoulder and left through the shop entrance, "I'll be back here around midday, catch 'ya later!" Hiccup began a light jog on his way back to the forest. The sun was beginning to set over Berk and he couldn't wait to be back in the sky with Toothless.

"Oi Toothpick!" Someone yelled from behind him. Hiccup cursed under his breath, it wasn't hard to figure out who could be annoyed with him at this point in time. He turned around to face a furious looking girl around his age, holding a large axe in her hands.

"Oh, hey Astrid, I was just heading down for some, y'know, practise and stuff." Hiccup knew he wasn't getting out of this easily, so all he could do was just stare at the ground and hope that it wouldn't take too long.

"Listen here, _Hiccup_" She spat out his name as if it was a rotten piece of fish, "you may have all these people fooled, but not me". Astrid stared at the cuts and grazes that covered Hiccup and let out a short snicker, "I'll find out how you're getting so good. And when I do" She turned and headed back the way she came from, "Everyone will see the truth about you, that you're nothing but a trickster and a liar", she turned around the corner and was gone in an instant. For a brief moment Hiccup just stood there, unable how to react to someone saying that. Was she really _that_ jealous of his newfound skills? Or could she actually have an idea of what was really going on? He eventually pushed those thoughts aside, and continued jogging; he knew thinking about them wouldn't get him any place happy.

o~0~O~0~o

"How'd it go, Astrid?" Snotlout asked as the fierce shield-maiden returned to the group of teenagers.

"Not as I'd hoped. He wasn't carrying anything suspicious, all he had on him was that little dagger" She stood in-between the twins and let out a deep breath. "He was covered in cuts through, could have something to do with his training" She mused.

"Guys, why are we doing this?" Fishlegs asked, clearly nervous about defying Astrid. "Don't you think spying on Hiccup is wrong? Even if we discover how he's gotten so good?"

"He's kinda right, Astrid" Ruffnut said "I mean, what if it's not all a trick and he really knows his way around the Dragons-"

"You're wrong, both of you" Astrid snapped "Everyone knows he's weak and useless. There's no way he gets that good in a matter of weeks." She stared menacingly at the group. "We're going to get to the bottom of this. And I'm going to remind all of Berk who the best Dragon-slayer really is". She stormed off back to her house, leaving the remaining trainees in a slightly shocked state.

"You really think he's hiding something?" Snotlout raised an eyebrow

"He probably is. But Astrid is just over exaggerating" Fishlegs replied, "I Reckon Stoick just gave him a lesson or two before he left for Helheim's Gate".

"Y'know, we _could _run into the forest now and catch up with Hiccup to see what he's doing" The twins both flashed each other a mad grin before turning to run.

"No! Don't do it!" Snotlout and Fishlegs yelled at once. Ruffnut and Tuffnut both turned to face the boys.

"Why can't we? I'm sure we could find him by nightfall" Tuffnut said with an annoyed expression.

"I'm sure we could, Tuffnut." Snotlout retorted "What do you think Astrid would do to you?"

"Hate to admit it, but Snotlout is right" Fishlegs added "If there is something in there, making Hiccup as good as he is, Astrid wants to be the one who uncovers it".

o~0~O~0~o

"Okay bud, ready for another flight?" Hiccup grinned as he approached the Night Fury by the lake. Toothless looked up from the water and squinted at the human.

"**What the Hel happened to you?"**

"Oh, you mean these?" Hiccup pointed at the many small marks on his arms, "Yeah I decided to try out some of those weapons i forged in Gobber's shop. Turns out I'm not that good with a spiked mace". Toothless rolled his eyes and lowered himself so Hiccup could jump on. "How about we avoid separating from each other in this time?" The last time Hiccup flew with Toothless, he lost his cheat-sheet while flying, and nearly killed himself and his Dragon in the process.

"**Agreed, now let's get going"** Toothless snorted happily, before shooting out of the tree line.

"Oh gods- YES" Hiccup yelled as the duo soared into the afternoon sky. Hiccup felt his troubles abandon him the second his Dragon left the ground, all that was left was true happiness. After several hours of flying around Berk's many landforms, Toothless and his rider were left high above the ocean, staring down a magnificent sunset. "Wow, would 'ya look at that" He breathed, giving his Dragon a good scratch along the neck. "I swear we'll be out there soon. No more Vikings, no more abuse, and no more Dragon Training. It'll just be you, me and a whole world full of adventures". Toothless grunted in return, showing off his signature smile.

"**I like the sound of that!"**

"I knew you'd enjoy the sound of that" Hiccup grinned. Below him he could see several ships sailing for Berk. It was clear that all the ships were unarmed, most likely on a trading route. Toothless gave a deep chortling sound, as if to laugh.

"**Want to have some fun, Hiccup?"**

"I really hope you're thinking what I'm thinking" He grinned, "C'mon bud, lets show them what we're made of!" Toothless let out a roar of joy, before plummeting down towards the sea. "How 'bout we give those boats a nice fly-by. That outta impress them!" Toothless' wings began to make a banshee-like scream as the wind moved past them at incredible speeds. Within only a few seconds of flying straight down, people on board the boat began to see and hear the infamous Dragon.

"Is that what I think it is?" A Viking asked dumbly. Soon enough all eyes were on the beast as it flew straight towards them.

"NIGHT FURY! Get down!" Another yelled instinctively. None of the people on the ships had witnessed the power of this Dragon, but the rumours that surrounded it were more than enough evidence to be scared. Every Viking in the trading fleet hit the floor and covered there ears, praying to Odin that the beast would spare them or miss its shot. For several intense seconds they waited for their deaths to greet them, but nothing happened.

"What the- no way!" People watched in a mix of awe and horror as the Night Fury pulled out of its steep dive and flew over the boats in a stylish barrel-roll. Jaws dropped and eyes widened as each and every Viking made out the small figure of a man on the back of the Dragon. Toothless stared down at flashed a mischievous grin at the shocked faces, before launching him and his rider back into the deep orange clouds.

"That was amazing!" Hiccup howled like a wolf once they were clear of the trade boats, "Beard of Thor, did you see the looks on their faces?" Toothless smiled back at his friend, sharing his excitement.

"**I sure did, it's not everyday you catch someone riding a dragon"** Hiccup lay down on his back as the Night Fury cruised through the clouds.

"Wow, we shouldn't have done that." He chuckled, shaking his head "What would we do if they recognised me?"

"**Don't worry, there's no way they caught your face going that fast" **The Dragon reassured, despite knowing Hiccup couldn't quite understand him.

"We really should get back to Berk. Not that anyone is missing me at the moment" Hiccup rolled his eyes. Toothless replied with a frustrated groan, clearly annoyed at his response. "I'm sorry Bud, but I ain't ready to leave yet! A few more days of preparing and I promise we'll be on our way."

"**I hope you're right. This island is no place for you or me"**. Toothless could make out Berk in the horizon and flew towards it, hoping it would be the last time he ever did.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup managed to land Toothless back in the grove under the cover of darkness, taking a long de-tour to avoid flying over any houses. He knew that the traders would tell stories of what they saw, and Berk would be left on edge for weeks after.

"Sorry Bud, but after that scare we gave those people, I don't think we should go flying for the next few days" Hiccup said glumly as he dismounted the Dragon. Toothless nodded in agreement, he didn't want to be discovered this close to leaving Berk, or risk the life of his companion. "Don't worry though, I'll still come down here every opportunity I'm given. We'll find some ways to pass the time."

"**Don't forget to bring some fish!" **Toothless grunted happily as his friend began the long walk home.

"I know, I know. I'll bring plenty of food for you. No eels this time!" Hiccup laughed back, before turning away and leaving the grove which he secretly called home. Hiccup couldn't help but feel a stab of guilt as he weaved in-between the trees in the pitch-black. Toothless was a Dragon, he wasn't accustomed to staying in the same spot for days on end. His Dragon was the only thing on Berk that wanted to leave more than him, and Hiccup was stopping that from happening. "I promise, Toothless" Hiccup murmured to nobody in particular, "I'll let Astrid win, and then we're outta here". The small teenager finally reached the outskirts of the village, much to his surprise, not a single person could be seen, despite being the evening feast hour.

"Hiccup, there you are!" Gobber hobbled over to meet him, flailing the hammer attached to his arm.

"Oh, hey Gobber, what's up?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow

"Where in Odin's name have you been? We've been looking for you for hours now!"

"I've been um, training- Gobber is something wrong?" The look on the man's face was a clear sign that something wasn't normal this evening. Had someone spotted him landing?"

"We need your skills in the arena; a Dragon has broken in and is wreaking havoc down there!" Hiccup's blood went cold; he knew this couldn't turn out well. He broke out into a jog along side his ex-teacher towards the source of the chaos.

"Broken IN? Surely only a small dragon can fit through those chain walls?" Gobber shook his head.

"It didn't use the chain walls, it walked right through the front door when nobody was watching," Gobber finished the sentence before Hiccup could question; "It's a Changewing". Hiccup stopped dead in his tracks, letting the severity of the situation grab hold of him. A _Changewing_ was in the arena. How was He supposed to stop something can't be seen and sprays acid! Hiccup sprinted past Gobber, if he didn't stop the Dragon peacefully, the Vikings would likely kill it.

"Hiccup, wait! What are ya gonna do?" Gobber panted

"Something crazy" He yelled back, continuing onwards.

o~0~O~0~o

From the moment Hiccup arrived at the Kill Ring, he could tell this wouldn't be easy. Vikings swarmed around the walls of the Arena with weapons in hands, searching for any sign of the Changewing. Bright green acid was stained all over the area, even melting some of the stones nearby. Before Hiccup could react, the twins had found him and were yelling at the rest of the crowd.

"Here he is everyone! I've found him!" the twins yelled in union. Many Vikings cheered and clapped as the tiny boy approached the stone walls of the Kill Ring, and stared down at the scene before him. It was obvious that something was down there, acid lay splattered on the floor and a constant hissing sound was present.

"Has anyone been down there in the Ring?" Hiccup stammered, trying not to let his nerves get the better of him.

"Are you crazy, Hiccup?" Fishlegs squeaked, visibly terrified, "It'll kill anything that steps foot in there!"

"Someone's got to try" He replied bleakly, stepping away from the edge and walking toward the gate.

"I'm going down there with you" he turned to face the person who said that, Astrid. She wore a stern expression, yet it was clear that even _she _was a little frightened. Hiccup felt anger brewing inside of him, there were lives at stake, and she was going to risk it in an attempt at looking better than him.

"No Astrid, you can't. This isn't a competition, and if too many people go down there it'll only make things worse" He said firmly.

"I _wasn't _asking" She growled, showing him aside and turning the crank to open the gate. The crowd turned deathly silent as Astrid walked in the Kill Ring, holding her trusty axe and shield. People stared at her in disbelief, how was she going to kill something that can't be seen? She isn't even a proper Viking! The gentle sound of claws tapping on stone echoed throughout the arena, along with a slithering sound that sent shivers down the spines of everybody who dared to watch.

'Remember you're training, Astrid' She thought to herself. Very few people had taken down a Changewing, and she hadn't read any of its weaknesses in the Dragon Manual. She began smashing her weapon and shield together, Gobber's voice rattling inside her head.

'Noise: make lots of it!' She was beginning to seriously regret this decision; the sound could enrage it for all she knew.

But Astrid was determined to prove her worth. No way was she backing down.

Hiccup watched in horror from the open gate. He knew full well that making noise only threw off a Dragon's aim. The Changewing could still attack her in a hundred different ways.

"Astrid!" Hiccup yelled madly, "Get back here before you get yourself killed". He could see that she wanted to; she was just as terrified as everyone else. But she was also stubborn, and was willing to risk it all to graduate first in the class.

"Shut up, Hiccup" She hissed "This Dragon-". A bright red tail swung out of thin air, knocking Astrid to the ground with a sharp _crunch_. The people watching gasped in horror as she tried to defend herself from her invisible attacker with a clearly broken arm. Hiccup could make out the slight outline of a Dragon circling his long-time crush, helpless to stop it. The Dragon struck a second time, knocking her down from behind with its muscular front legs. Astrid writhed in agony as the Changewing exposed itself at last.

'It's smaller than I thought' Hiccup thought numbly, unable to fully comprehend what he was seeing. The Changewing was unlike any other Dragon he'd seen before. It was a wash of spikes, talons and claws, with a set of large jaws and two huge horns at either sides of its head. The Dragon stalked its way up to Astrid, with its red skin matching the colour of Astrid's blood.

"Someone do something!" A woman screamed desperately as the Dragon loomed over the defeated Viking. Hiccup knew he was the only person who could stop it killing her, and he had a matter of seconds to act.

"STOP" Hiccup roared, running madly onto the Ring without any weapons. The Changewing took a step back, snarling viciously. It had never met a creature stupid enough to openly defy it. Hiccup put himself in between the Dragon and Astrid, doing his best not to show any weakness. "I'm not going to hurt you, just leave her alone." He held out both his hand to show that he was no threat to the beast, cautiously taking steps towards it. The Dragon noticed a strange smell about the boy; it had been around other Dragons besides itself. "Yes, that's right" Hiccup let out the smallest smile as the Changewing realised "you can smell him, can't you?" He had now pushed the Dragon back against the wall; it knew this person was anything but ordinary; the boy had bonded with a Dragon even more dangerous than itself. Hiccup reached out with a single hand, and closed his eyes the same way he did when he bonded with Toothless. After holding his breath for what seemed like hours, the teenager felt a soft skin push up against his hand; he let out a deep exhale, stunned at what he'd just done to save the girl who hated him. "Okay, get out of here now before they hack you to pieces" He whispered to the beast, gesturing to the wide open door behind him. Hiccup watched as the Changewing completely ignored the wounded Astrid, and flew out of the Kill Ring as if it had simply grown bored of tormenting her.

For almost a solid minute nobody said a thing, everyone just gaped at Hiccup as he fought for his breath. Several weeks ago, nobody would have guessed that H_iccup Horrendous Haddock the third_ would have been able to save a fellow Viking from one of the most reclusive and dangerous Dragons ever known. Hiccup bent down to make sure Astrid was all right. He could tell that she had a few broken bones, and her face would have some serious scaring, but she'd live and that's all that mattered.

"S-someone get her… get her some help" Those were the last things he said before fainting in front of the Village.

o~0~O~0~o

Stoick the Vast let out the tiniest smile as their boat sailed into Berk's rugged docks. For almost four weeks he and his Vikings had searched for the Dragon's nest, with no such luck. He could make out Gobber in the early morning light, waving at him with a paddle attached to his wrist. Seeing his old friend reminded him of where he left of with his son, Hiccup. Stoick hoped that Gobber would bring good news of his son's road to being a Viking like himself. Gobber held out his one good arm, giving Stoick a clumsy grin.

"So… I take it you found the nest, eh?"

"Not even close" The Chief shook his head in frustration

"Oh. Excellent" Gobber muttered in return

"I hope you had a little more success than me?"

"Well, if by success, that your parenting troubles are over, then yes." Stoick stared at Gobber in confusion, then at the many cheerful Vikings that approached him.

"Congratulations, Stoick! Everyone is _so _relieved"

"Out with the old, and in with the new, right?"

"No-one will miss that old nuisance!"

"The village is throwing a party to celebrate!" Stoick stared back at Gobber in disbelief, what the Hel had happened to his son?

"He's gone…?"

"Yeah, most afternoons, I mean who can blame him? The life of a celebrity's very rough. He can barely walk through the village without being swarmed by his new fans." The ginger-haired Chief grabbed his friend by the shoulder and drew him to a halt, unsure of whom he was talking about.

"Is this Hiccup we're talking about? What in Odin's name did he do?"

"Stoick, you'd better take a seat. This is quite a story you're gonna hear…"

o~0~O~0~o

"You think he's dead" Tuffnut asked casually

"You can't die from fainting, Tuff. I think he just went into shock" Fishlegs rolled his eyes

"Well, when will he wake?" Snotlout said, giving Hiccup a gentle tap on the shoulder

"Gothi said it would be soon, I'm sure he just needs a bit of rest" Gobber said. Hiccup slowly opened his eyes, having heard most of the conversation.

"I'm alive, don't worry" He gave a clumsy grin, staring at the five people before him. Hiccup was glad to be back in his bed, more comfortable than ever.

"Hiccup! There's my apprentice, how ya feeling?"

"I'm good thanks, Gobber" He yawned "How's Astrid holding up?"

"She's fine, Hiccup. She actually woke up several-"Tuffnut pushed Gobber aside and gave Hiccup a light punch in the gut.

"That was the coolest thing ever! I was so sure that Changewing was going to eat you, but you sure showed him!" Ruffnut agreed by madly nodding.

"Um, thanks you two. Did I faint or something?" He asked Fishlegs curiously

"The healers seem to think so. Then again, who wouldn't after doing what you did last night"

"Wait, I was out all night?" Hiccup asked, slightly stunned. "Gobber, has Trader Johann arrived?"

"Yeah, turned up late last night with quite a story to tell," Gobber stared uncomfortably at the teenagers who gathered around Hiccup's bed. "Erm, lads I'm gonna need you to wait outside. I've got to have a private word with Hiccup". The teens nodded and filed out of the room, wishing the boy a speedy recovery.

"What do you need to talk about?" Hiccup asked curiously

"Oh, nothing" Gobber grinned, holding out a large metal tool, wrapped in cloth. "I just wanted to give you this as a gift". Hiccup shakily got out of bed and accepted the gift with a smile.

"What is it?" he asked as he slowly removed the cloth surrounding it.

"Well, I gave Trader Johann a visit this morning, and told him about your quest to find yourself a real man's weapon. He gave me this". The weapon Hiccup held wasn't quite like anything else he'd seen before. The weapon was like a spear, having a large wooden shaft that took up most of its enormous length. At the very tip of the weapon there was a deadly looking blade, one side perfectly edged and the other serrated like a wood-saw. Hiccup put the base of the weapon at his toes, the weapon was slightly taller than him, yet was about as light as a short sword.

"Is this some sort of harpoon?" Hiccup asked, gently trying out the long weapon in each hand.

"Sort of, Johann called it a 'Glaive' or something like that. He said it's from the desert cities down south, and will work wonders in the right hands". Hiccup stared closely at the beautiful weapon he held, it was everything he needed and so much more. With this weapon he would still be fast, but with the range of any other Viking.

"I… It's wonderful Gobber," He breathed "I can't thank you enough for something like this". Gobber gave his apprentice a rough pat on the shoulder.

"Thank me later kid, you're gonna need it for the Nightmare fight next week-"

"Hang on, what? Isn't there still one more fight before the graduation?" Hiccup felt his stomach drop when Gobber laughed and shook his head

"Not anymore. After last night Astrid's in no condition to fight, and you showed the village that you've got what it takes". Hiccup dropped the glaive on the floor and sagged back onto his bed, Gobber's voice rattling inside of his head.

"Congratulations Hiccup, _you get to kill the dragon_"
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	2. Leaving No Evidence

Hiccup felt a lump well up in his throat. His blood turned to ice and he fought for his breath.

"I'm going to kill the Nightmare?" He asked Gobber, doing his best to look pleased at the news.

"You sure are! Astrid even conceded defeat. She said her actions were foolish and dangerous and that you deserved to kill the beast more than any other Viking."

"Well uh, isn't it the chief who decides whether the rules are changed like this?" Hiccup was desperate to avoid the fight. No way was he prepared to leave Berk within the week.

"Stoick gave the all clear this morning after Astrid spoke" before Hiccup could ask how, Gobber smacked himself on the forehead, "how stupid of me. Your father sailed into port several hours after Trader Johann".

"Oh. Well, has he paid me a visit yet?" He raised an eyebrow at the old blacksmith.

"Nah, sorry lad, he's been trying to talk some sense into Trader Johann." Hiccup had almost forgotten his little stunt with Toothless the previous evening.

"Why would he need to talk some sense into Johann?" He asked, pretending to be confused. "Did something bad happen on their trip here?"

"I wouldn't call it bad news, but it certainly isn't good news" He muttered "Johann and his crew bumped into a Night Fury on their way here". Hiccup faked shock at this news.

"Odin's Beard, are they all right? Did it attack them?"

"Sorry lad, but I aren't allowed to tell you what happened. I don't think he's telling the truth, it's a bit too crazy, even for someone like Trader Johann". Gobber seemed especially nervous about someone riding a Night Fury. Did he and his Stoick think this 'Dragon Rider' was preparing to attack? Hiccup got up of his bed and picked up his new 'Glaive', courtesy of Gobber.

"Well, I'd best get back to my training, after all, I've got a Dragon to kill!" Hiccup chuckled nervously, walking past the broad Viking "thanks for the weapon, Gobber" giving it a shake in his hands, "you have no idea how much this will help me". Hiccup left the house in a hurry, leaving Gobber by his lonesome

'Kids these days' Gobber thought to himself, 'who knows how their minds work?'

o~0~O~0~o

"Toothless!" Hiccup yelled as he entered the grove "where are you, Bud?" The black Dragon came bounding up the boy within seconds of him calling out his name, sniffing his body for any traces of food. Instead of fish, he smelt a much more sinister odour.

"**Hiccup I can smell another Dragon. Has something bad happened?" **Toothless let out a low growl, checking behind his friend to make sure nothing had followed him.

"Toothless relax. The Dragon didn't hurt me and I think he's gone for now, just hear me out" The Night Fury sat down on his hind legs and let Hiccup go into detail about everything that happened. For almost an hour Toothless listened to his rider explain how he defended that jealous girl from the Changewing, and how she pulled out of the competition to kill the Monstrous Nightmare. When Hiccup had finished telling everything, Toothless got up and ran around the grove with his tongue hanging out the side of his mouth. "Toothless, this isn't good news! I'm not ready to leave yet and you know it!" The Dragon stopped joking about and sat back down next to Hiccup. He wished that his friend could understand him like he did, then he'd be able to explain that he _was_ in fact ready to leave, he just wasn't ready to admit it. "Look bud, i know you're excited to leave, I am as well. But I don't want to leave without them knowing I could still be out there. I mean, what would my father do?" Hiccup put down his weapon and reached into his jacket to pull out his book and stick of charcoal. "We need to make it look like I died fighting a Dragon or something. Otherwise he'll search for me and we can never be at peace". Toothless nodded in agreement, he knew it had to be done.

"**What about that spear you've got there? Is that the weapon you promised to get?"** The Dragon gestured to the Glaive on the ground, and Hiccup shot him a grin.

"Oh, you mean this? Gobber gave me this when I woke up. Pretty nice, don't you think?" He dropped his journal and picked up the weapon, giving it a few slow twirls in his hands "Trader Johann called it a 'Glaive'. I think it suits me perfectly, I can attack nice and fast without sacrificing any of my range!" he adopted a fighting stance and pretended to skewer an imaginary opponent, "plus it looks pretty cool, you gotta admit"

"**Keep on dreaming, you're worse with that than your dagger!" **Toothless rolled his eyes as his companion continued to make a fool of himself. Eventually Hiccup drew himself away from the exotic weapon and got to work writing a letter to his father. He wanted to make sure he ran away with honour, if such a thing was possible.

"Toothless, how to you want to live when we get out of here? I mean, we could live all alone or something. Or maybe we could find a new village that's slightly more accepting to Dragons?" Hiccup asked, as he scribbled away at the piece of paper. He was still so unsure about everything.

"**I don't know, Hiccup. But we'll cross that bridge when we get to it. Let's just focus on getting out of here"**

o~0~O~0~o

Astrid hobbled around the streets of Berk, a splint on her left leg and a thick wooden cast around her right arm. She'd woken up earlier that morning, and still hadn't bumped into Hiccup: the 'cowardly' boy who was the only person with the courage to save her. Every second of the day she repeated the scenario over and over in her head. Astrid remembered the immense pain as she doubled over onto the cold floor, unable to defend herself from the Dragon. She remembered Hiccup's voice, full of determination and fear as he ran into the Kill Ring, all to save _her_. The more she thought about it, the more guilt built up inside of her. Every day, for as long as she could remember, Astrid had treated the Chief's son like he was some sort of pest; a nuisance and an inconvenience to be around. She was determined to account for her wrongdoings, and apologise for all the terrible things she'd ever done to him. Astrid could see Spitelout and several Vikings in the distance, making repairs to one of the large net-launchers.

"Hey Spitelout, have you seen Hiccup today?"

"Mornin' Astrid, glad you're still in one piece! I think I saw him head down to the forest earlier on. Probably training for his big fight" Spitelout pointed at the dense section of trees down the road with the rusty hammer he held. Astrid was hardly surprised he'd be in there, since Dragon Training began, he had basically lived in there. If she wasn't in such a bad state, she probably would've gone down there and spoken to him, but she wasn't ready to risk another injury when she could simply wait for him to return.

"Astrid" A deep voice came from behind her as she limped to the forest. She turned to face Hiccup's father, Stoick the Vast.

"Oh, hey chief" She cleared her throat, intimidated by his unmistakable scowl he gave people, "Are you looking for Hiccup as well?"

"Aye lass, have you seen him lately?" Stoick asked

"No, but Spitelout told me he went into the forest earlier". Stoick nodded and walked off the pathway they were on and down into the bushland, where he'd hope to find his son.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup lay in a small mountain of discarded papers, as he continued to perfect the letter he would leave to his father. He wanted to make sure it was believable, yet still left his dad proud of whom he once was. Hiccup put down his stick of charcoal and held up the paper, perhaps this one he'd gotten right.

"Toothless, come over here. I finished another." The Night Fury had been splashing around in the lake while his friend wrote, and was looking forward to him finishing. "I think this one is just right" He gently shook the letter, as if it were a flag or banner. "I used smaller words this time, and talked more about 'Viking honour' and all that rubbish, here's how it goes:" The Dragon listened closely as Hiccup read out what he'd just written.

_To my father, Stoick the Vast_

_These past few weeks, I've learnt more about the Viking way of life than I would've ever hoped to. I have found out what it really means to be one of the tribe: To walk like a Viking and to talk like a Viking. I'm honoured to have been chosen to kill the Monstrous Nightmare, as part of my graduation, but I'm afraid I must decline the offer. Not because I believe it's wrong, but because I have set myself an even greater challenge._

_When I stopped the Changewing from killing Astrid, I could hear the cries of the Dragon I would soon have to fight. I could tell it was wounded, poorly fed and clearly terrified. I see no honour and no glory in slaying a beast in that state. Instead, I am determined to track down a healthy Nightmare in the wilds, and bring you its heart. This will prove to you and all Vikings on Berk that I am worthy of being both your son and heir._

_By the time you have read this, I will be long gone and hopefully still alive. If I am to perish on my hunt, I ask not that my death be avenged, but simply celebrated. I do not want my memory to be a burden to you, or anyone else._

_Odin watches over me,_

_~Hiccup._

"How's that sound, boy? Think they'll believe it?" Hiccup asked. Toothless nodded in agreement and gave a satisfied purr.

"**I think it's excellent, Hiccup. Makes much more sense than those others you wrote"**

"I'm glad you like it, bud. Now all we need to do is pack our bags and make it look like-"

"**Hold on, I can smell a Viking nearby"** Toothless let out a guttural snarl, sniffing the air intensely and scanning the tree line for any signs of company.

"T-Toothless, is somebody near us?" Hiccup grabbed his glaive of the ground and put his back against the rock wall. "Is it someone we know?" He hissed. Toothless gave another sniff, his eyed widening at the realization of who it was.

"**Oh no, I think it might be-"**

"Hiccup" A booming voice could be heard nearby, "where are you, son?" Hiccup let out a quiet groan, out of all the people to meet him here; it had to be his father.

"Toothless, I'll go up there and keep him busy. Get in the water and don't come up until its all clear." His Dragon gave a small nod, creeping out of cover and sliding into the sapphire blue water. Hiccup ran through the gap in the grove and up to where his father was looking for him.

"Son, there you are!" Hiccup was genuinely shocked by his dad's expression; was he actually pleased to see him?

"Hey dad, good to see you back on Berk" he gave an awkward wave to Stoick "so, how was the raid? Did you find the nest-"

"Who cares about the nest!" the chief let out a laugh, lightly punching his son on the arm, "I've heard all about how well you've been doing in the ring. Odin's beard I think I can actually show myself in public now!"

"I know right" Hiccup nervously laughed, "Well I listened to what you said before you left. It's high time I became a Viking like you and lived up to the family name".

"Indeed you are. I can finally call you my son!" Hiccup felt a slight burst of anger inside when his father said that. Did he honestly have to become a savage killer to earn his respect? Stoick pointed at his son's Glaive, "I'm guessing Trader Johann gave yer that?"

"Yeah, I think it's great" He handed the weapon to his dad, who gently tossed it up and down.

"It's quite nice actually. Kinda reminds me of the spears those twins use, except this is much better looking" the chief grinned and handed it back to Hiccup, "Just don't poke your eye out with it, that can be quite messy."

"Thanks for the advice, dad." Hiccup rolled his eyes, "have you seen Astrid yet? I've meant to ask how she's holding up."

"Aye, she was looking for you moments before I went into the forest" Stoick nodded, "I'm sure she's very grateful for you saving her life"

"That's great to hear, dad." A lengthy silence followed, neither of them had a conversation lasting this long, "well um, I guess I'd better get back to training. I don't want to disappoint you next week, do i?"  
>"Couldn't agree more my son, train hard and do all of us proud" He gave a firm nod and walked back to Berk. Still unable to believe how much his son had changed over the weeks he'd been away. Hiccup let out a deep breath, thanking the Gods he hadn't heard Toothless down in the grove. He returned to where his Dragon was in hiding and gave the all clear.<p>

"**That was too close, Hiccup. Now he knows where to find us if he wants to speak with us again" **Toothless grunted, shaking his body dry of the water.

"I don't think he caught a glimpse of the grove, so I think we're safe for now, bud." Hiccup picked up the papers he left discarded on the mossy floor and packed them into his fur jacket. "As I was saying, all I need to do after this is pack my bags and make it look like I was killed by a Dragon." The Night Fury stared around the grove they were in.

"**This is where we could do it. You could put some blood in the water and I can put my tracks all over here."**

"I agree. This is where we should fake my death." He nodded, "But we'll focus on that later. I still haven't finished saying my goodbyes or packing my things." Toothless nudged his friend towards the exit of the grove, clearly excited about his companion's announcement.

"**Well hurry up then, I can't wait to leave!"**

o~0~O~0~o

Astrid finally caught a glimpse of Hiccup leaving the forest. He was carrying a long, spear-like weapon in his hand and a small piece of paper in the other. She got up from the tree stump she was sitting on and walked up to him.

"Hey, Hiccup" She called out; catching his attention "can we talk quickly?" The boy quickly walked up to her, a slight smile across his face.

"Hello Astrid. Good to see you up and about"

"Yeah well, thanks to you" She returned the smile and shrugged her shoulders, "it was stupid of me to run in there, thinking I could take that Dragon on alone."

"We're Vikings: it's an occupational hazard" Hiccup grinned, "I'm sure if it wasn't in hiding you would've taken him on. I guess it's just luck he showed himself when I ran on…" Astrid nodded in return.

"So how'd you do it? I think it knocked me out before you stopped him"

"Honestly? I've got no idea" he chuckled, "I think it was surprised that someone was stupid enough to mess with it, and thought I was diseased or something." Astrid laughed at that comment, surprising Hiccup. This was the first time he'd ever seen her like this: not staring at him with frustration or anger. She saw him as a person.

"Well, thanks to your 'stupidity', I'm alive today, and with some pretty awesome scars to show off" Astrid brushed her long blonde hair off her face, showing off a large red gash on her forehead, "hurts a bit, but should look pretty sweet."

"That's great news" Hiccup beamed, pleased to have finally impressed his long-time crush. "I heard you dropped out of the competition to kill the Nightmare." Astrid nodded, revealing a hint of disappointment.

"Yeah, you heard right. I'm in no condition to fight a Terror, let alone one of those Dragons. Besides, you've proven you're a much better candidate than I am."

"Wow. Well thanks I guess" He said, "that means a lot actually. I just hope it doesn't beat me. That would be kinda embarrassing."

"It definitely would be, and messy come to think of it" Astrid added, before lapsing into silence. "H-Hiccup, I'm not good with talking so ill just put this as it is. I didn't just come here to say thankyou for yesterday." He raised an eyebrow, unsure of what she meant.

"What? I don't understand?"

"I came to apologise, Hiccup. These past few years I've treated you pretty badly, so have the others." He could tell it was hard for her to say this, which made him glad in a strange kind of way. "You've proven to me and every other Viking on Berk that you aren't useless, and that you don't deserve to be made fun of." She stuck out her hand, offering it to Hiccup. "You're a Viking now, and it's time we treated you like one." He shook her hand and smiled in return.

"Thanks Astrid" was all he could manage; he was stunned that she did this. It gave him a sense of relief he'd never experienced before. "I suppose I should get back to it" he said, resuming his traditional 'Hiccup' awkwardness, "I'll catch ya' later. Get well soon!" He ran off up the hill and back to Berk, leaving Astrid to watch him leave.

'Wonder what goes on in that head of his' She shook her head and smiled, 'and to think, a few days ago I hated that guy.'

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup was lucky to find the forge abandoned when he arrived at Gobber's store the next day. He intended on taking several crafting tools before he left, so that he could create equipment and gear while away from civilization. Hiccup decided to take a hammer, tongs and a small set of bellows he could fit on his fur pack. He was weary that some of these tools would go noticed if taken, so he made sure to only take the things not often used.

Hiccup left the smithy with his bag almost full and starting to feel heavy. He was having a hard time deciding what he was going to take, leave on Berk, or destroy. He made his way home, knowing there were still some notes stashed away about his Dragon's wing attachment.

'Perhaps I should make some armour' He thought, passing several Vikings who greeted him, 'I doubt my flying suit would serve much protection' the chief's house was stone cold when Hiccup arrived; he knew his father was by the docks and wouldn't be back for several hours. The boy began rummaging through his room, grabbing anything related to his Dragon or the tailfin he made. As Hiccup looked through his drawers and under his bed, he got an idea. He could write a book, not revolving around Dragon's weaknesses or where to hunt them, but instead how to train them and what makes each of them unique.

"The Rider's Manual" He smiled, grabbing several more sheets of paper. Hopefully when- IF he settled somewhere, he would have the time to make such an idea become reality. After some time clearing the household of all evidence, he made a short trip to visit the Viking teens in the Kill Ring. He wanted to make sure he left them on good terms, without revealing his plans of self-exile.

o~0~O~0~o

"Astrid. All I'm sayin' is that we go out on a fishing trip!" Snotlout asked as he practised his sword fighting skills against a straw target. "We'll have the sea, the fish, and if you're lucky a Scauldron can show up and I'll slay it for you."

"Yeah, how romantic" Astrid snorted, sharpening her axe with a small stone, "You'd soil your britches if a Scauldron showed up, and I'd have to kill it." Tuffnut was absent-mindedly throwing stones at the thick wall keeping the Gronkle in its cage.

"It's funny 'cos neither of you have actually killed a Dragon. None of us have" he stated smugly. Fishlegs tried to hold in a laugh, but was given a dirty stare by both Snotlout and Astrid.

"Won't be able to say that for much longer, Hiccup is going to kill the Nightmare" Fishlegs said

"You really think he'll do it? I mean, I get that he's good, but this is a _Monstrous Nightmare_ we're talkin' about" Ruffnut asked

"I reckon he could. I mean, he's taken down every other Dragon without a scratch. Wish I knew how he was doing it, though" Astrid said with a hint of disappointment.

"I bet he's just been training hard. I mean he's got to prove his worth, being the heir to Stoick" Fishlegs answered. Snotlout was happy for his cousin's success against the Dragons, a fact the surprised even himself. But what he couldn't bring himself to accept, was that Hiccup would soon become the chief; _his_ chief. He would do anything to take his spot, but had no clue on how he would do it. The gentle sound of stepping could be heard behind the group, along with the clanging of metal.

"Hey everyone," It was Hiccup, carrying a large pack with a fancy spear attached to it.

"Oh hey, about time you joined us for some practise." Many heads turned at the sound of Astrid saying that. It was obvious that her attitude towards him had changed since he saved her. Hiccup gave a small smile and shook his head.

"Nah, but thanks for the offer Astrid, I actually came here to say farewell"

"Wait what? Are you leaving or something?" Snotlout asked

"Yes, but hopefully I'll be back some time next week" The teens raised their eyebrows at his mentioning of _hopefully_. Hiccup had a whole speech prepared to give them, and spoke with confidence. "I'm travelling to Lavalout islands to train for the big fight ahead of me."

"Why don't you just train here?" Astrid questioned, not quite believing his story.

"I want to, really. But Berk is simply too distracting and this is my life on the line" Hiccup tried to sound as casual as possible; he couldn't let them realise the truth. "I just wanted to wish all of you guy the best of luck. I'll be cut off from the village and anything can happen in a week or two." Hiccup walked up to his cousin and gave him an awkward pat on the shoulder, "Stay safe and keep all those limbs on you."

"Um, what are you doing?" Snotlout stared at him as if he was pulling some sort of prank, "You're going for a few days, big deal. The worst thing that could happen is a raid or two, and we're prepared for that." Hiccup ignored the comment and walked out of the Kill Ring before anyone could say anything more. He didn't want to say too much, and give away how he wouldn't be coming back.

"Well… That was weird" Astrid noted, watching Hiccup turn the corner and leave her sight.

"You're telling me!" Snotlout gave his shoulder a brush off and stared at the group, "can someone please tell me what just happened?"

"Well, from what I heard. Hiccup is leaving Berk" Tuffnut said proudly,

"Thanks for your input, Tuff" Fishlegs rolled his eyes, "Well he seems to be telling the truth. If I was in his shoes I'd remove all distractions and train in complete peace"

"I guess so" Astrid mused, returning to sharpening her weapon, "but he acted like he's leaving forever."

"You guys are all forgetting one thing" Snotlout threw his hands up in the air and barked a short laugh. "This is Hiccup we're talking about!"

o~0~O~0~o

Toothless helped his human companion to a boulder by the lake inside the grove. It had been several hours since Hiccup had returned from saying his goodbyes to the teenagers, and since then he had been hard at work creating the scene of his death.

"Thanks bud… Think I'm gonna take a lie down" The boy slumped against the rock, fighting the dizziness inside of him. The Dragon stared down at his friend, he'd cut himself with his dagger and smeared his blood all over the grove.

"**You really went over the top with all this blood. Looks a bit unrealistic" **Toothless grunted as he stared at the many small puddles he'd created. The Dragon had also heavily contributed to his 'death', there were plasma blasts all over the grove, along with several of his obsidian scales.

"It looks quite believable, if you ask me" Hiccup breathed, removing his jacket and cutting it up and scattering the pieces in the lake next to him. "Hopefully then won't find this for a few days, and by then we'll be far away from here"

"**I can't wait to finally get out of here. We can go wherever we want" **Toothless purred, sitting next to his friend, **"Let's just hope these Vikings don't figure it all out"**

"I know I'm excited as well bud. I'll plant the note in my father's room and we'll get going." Hiccup took a sip from his water container and shakily got to his feet. Sundown was approaching fast, and he knew his father would be in the Meade Hall until late, it was a better time than ever. "I'll be back within the hour"

o~0~O~0~o

Stoick the Vast sat on at one of the large tables in the Meade Hall, surrounded by his fellow Vikings. It had been a long day, yet a pleasant one. He hadn't seen his son today, yet that came as no surprise. Since Hiccup's success, the chief had given him as much space as possible. He wanted his son to do as well as possible in the coming weeks, and do the entire village proud.

"Spitelout, fetch me another mug will ye?" Gobber asked the chief's brother, who responded with a careless grunt. "So Stoick, Fishlegs told me this afternoon that Hiccup's off to Lavalout Island, for some extra training and stuff, you knew about that?"

"No actually, when did he leave?" the chief raised an eyebrow.

"He said that he left yesterday and that he'll be back in a week or so"

"I sure hope so; I still haven't seen him against a Dragon." Stoick took a swig at his drink, "I gotta hand it to you Gobber, I was sure he wouldn't make it through Dragon Training, let alone top the class"

"If I'm honest, so was I" He laughed in response, "I think the gods favour the lad. He's the sway with the beasts like I've never seen before"

"He'll make a good chief some day. If I don't find the nest, he surely will." Stoick had been at the hall for most of the evening now, and wanted to be in good condition for the next day. "Gobber, I think I've had enough for one night. I'm off to bed" He rose from his seat and gave his friend a rough pat on the shoulder, "Keep up the good work at the forge, you're going great considering Hiccup isn't there" The red-haired Viking pushed open the tall doors of the Meade Hall and walked out into the cool night. After a short walk he arrived at his home, it had no smoke coming out the chimney and no candles lit- a clear sign that nobody was there. He pushed open the door and collapsed into his favourite chair, completely unaware there was a letter stuck to his front door.

_A letter from Hiccup._

o~0~O~0~o

"Okay bud, I'm back" Hiccup panted as he ran towards Toothless, "I put the note on the front door, hopefully he won't see it until tomorrow" He picked his large bag off the floor and attached it to the back of his Dragon. "How's that feel? Not too heavy?"

"**I'll manage, let's get going before they find us"** The boy jumped onto Toothless and attached his harness, countless emotions running through him.

"Okay let's do this. No turning back now" He gave the grove he was in one last look. For the past few weeks this place was more his home than the house back at Berk. He stared at the spot where he first drew Toothless; the lake where he crashed after his first flight; at the spot of dirt where he first bonded with the Dragon. A small part of him wanted to stay here and not leave, but he knew it was best to leave Berk and not risk the life of his best friend. "You ready bud? No more Vikings, just you, me" He looked up and pointed at the sky, filled with beautiful gleaming stars, "and _that_"

"**Can we please just leave, Hiccup?" **Toothless let out a small laugh, stretching his wings and getting ready for a long flight.

"Okay okay, let's get going!" The Dragon crouched down and launched into the sky, ecstatic to have begun the long journey from this barbaric place. "Toothless, give the people of Berk a nice goodbye" He laughed, patting the Dragon as they flew higher into the clouds.

"**I was hoping you'd say that"** Toothless opened his mouth and gave a peircing roar, terrifing the wildlife below them. Hiccup was too happy to care about being seen, he was _leaving_, at long last. He was sick of the Viking life, and wanted a fresh start. The Dragon and his rider leveled out eventually, soaring over the deep blue sea. Hiccup looked behind him and at Berk; it was more beautiful than ever. The Meade hall was filled with candlelight and faint yelling could be heard from inside. Hiccup would always have a soft spot for Berk; it had his childhood along with many memories to cherish. He turned back to face the ocean, and let a single tear fall from his face.

"No turning back now"

Hey All, thanks for reading another chapter!

**I've been thinking about Hiccup's future and i want to ask the readers a question: Hiccup can't fully understand Toothless and he will soon enough, how should he be able to? (Either learn Dragonese or have the gods give him the gift to hear Toothless in English) Post your ideas if you feel like sharing! Anyways, stay tuned for the next episode, i'll try to have it ready in the next couple of weeks!**

**Peace :-)**


	3. Gradual Uncovering

**Hello my lovely readers! Just like to say a few things before you start reading the third instalment to 'The Lone Rider'. Firstly, I've bumped up the rating to T, because from here the gore/violence will start to get more frequent. Secondly, I'd like all of you to know that I am a single writer, with school, commitments and plenty of things to do. From now on my publishing will be far less frequent (my holidays are coming to a close), so please don't be disheartened! Now, that's about it, please enjoy!**

**~Brovahkiin**

o~0~O~0~o

"_You're a traitor, Hiccup" Stoick the Vast pointed a shaky finger at his son, who stared back at him in confusion, "You're no Viking. You aren't my son"_

"_Dad, you need to hear me out! These Dragons, they aren't what we thought they are!" Hiccup pleaded desperately, "They're just defending themselves. We've killed far more of them than they have of us-"_

"_I knew it, from the very start" Astrid cut in smugly, "You were a filthy cheater right from the beginning. You're no better than those savage beasts, you deserve to die just like them" She pointed the head of her axe a Hiccup, smiling viciously at him._

"_He's just a chicken. He took the easy way out; he didn't have the guts to kill the Monstrous Nightmare" Snotlout laughed, "You always were the useless one, Hiccup. Never did anything good in your life, and never will!"_

"**Hiccup!"**

"_What would your mother say about you, Hiccup? What would she say, to the boy who sided with the very creatures that took her life?" Stoick yelled, "You're a disgrace to Berk. Keep running, coward. I never want to see you again"_

"_Stop it, stop it please!" Hiccup covered his ears with his hands, letting tears run freely from his face. He knew they were all right; he was a traitor, a coward and a cheat. "I'm sorry, please I'm sorry!" He felt the world around him collapse, as he was pulled out of his thoughts. The figures before him vanished, and all that was left was darkness._

"**Hiccup, wake up!"** Toothless nudged his sleeping friend. He could tell he was having a bad dream, from the sweat and tears running down him. The boy soon jolted awake, gasping for air and in a state of shock. **"There you are, you all right?"**

"T-Toothless, there you are. Thanks for waking me bud" Hiccup brushed his sweaty hair out of his face and got up from the rock he was sleeping against. "Another rough dream, same as the last few I think." Toothless gently rubbed his friend with his nose, purring softly.

"**It's not real, so you don't need to worry about them. We're far away from them and they can't reach us."**

"I know we're a long way from them. But what would they say if they learnt truth?" Over the past few days, Hiccup had gotten better at understanding what Toothless was saying. Dragonese was a complicated language, so he often guessed or based it on the Dragon's body language. "I just hope we covered all our tracks up, we can't have anyone search for us."

"**You worry far too much, even if they do find out, they won't track us here"** Toothless grunted, helping his friend to his feet. Since the duo had left, they had been flying from island to island, sleeping in the day and traveling by night. **"Let's do some hunting, I feel like some fish"**

"Yeah good idea lets get us some food" Hiccup picked up his glaive off the floor and stretched out his limbs, he wanted to forget that dream as soon as possible. He and his Dragon had slept in a small patch of forest land on a remote island known as Horrendous Point. "Can you smell any Dragons about? The map I've got says this is a Thunderdrum hot-spot" Toothless smelt the air, and shook his head.

"**Nothing so far, but I'll stay alert"**

"Good, lets get hunting" Hiccup ran out of the forest and into the radiant sunlight. Horrendous point was a rather small island, nearly half the size of Berk's main island. But unlike his old home, this island had no mountains and snow; it was lush with rolling hills and deep green trees. "Gods, I could get used to a sight like that." Hiccup breathed, staring at the gorgeous forests and shimmering ocean. "Toothless, I'll go hunting for some wild boars; you can go fetch some salmon by the beach"

"**What happened the last time you tried to take on a boar by yourself?"** Toothless let out a gurgling laugh at his, remembering how a wild boar nearly killed Hiccup, and had to be saved by him.

"Toothless I've been practicing since then. I'm sure I can take one down this time" He pouted, gently smacking the Dragon over the ear. "We'll meet back here soon, Bud. Stay safe"

"**You too, Hiccup" **Toothless broke into a light run across the thick grass and down to where the crashing waves met the shore. Hiccup chucked as Toothless pranced out of view; he was astonished at how smart the Night Fury was. He had encountered several Dragons since leaving Berk, but none matched the intelligence and cunning of his best friend. A lot of the time the pair wouldn't even have to speak, they both knew what each other were thinking and acted on it. Hiccup walked the opposite way from his Dragon, back into the forest they slept in. As much as he cared for his friend, he didn't want to completely rely on him; he wanted to prove to himself that he could take down a wild animal, without his Dragon's help.

"Come on, I know you're here, piggy" Hiccup called as he walked around the forest, listening for any signs of life. Over the past few days that he'd left Berk, the boy had made several modifications to his equipment. He had made the blade of his glaive removable, so he could travel safer and practice against Toothless without hurting him. He'd also made some hardened some leather and strapped it to parts of his suit, granting him slight protection from attacks and the weather. A slight rustling could be heard to his left flank, and he knew he wasn't alone. Hiccup could see a wild boar hiding in the bushes nearby, watching him intensely. "There you are big guy. Let's make this quick" The creature that stood before him was massive, easily weighing three times that of Hiccup. Its head was a wash of scars and mud, surviving on this island alongside vicious Dragons meant this beast had to be tough. The boar slowly approached on the boy, staring at him with its beady red eyes. Hiccup twirled the weapon in his hands, before adopting a fighting stance. It was clear this beast was in some sort of blood-lust, from the mad look in its eyes and the deep snorting sound it was making. The boar finally caught the sent of Dragon on the child; it crouched down low and took off charging at him. It saw the boy as a threat, and that was all the motivation needed to try to kill him. Hiccup saw this coming before it happened, and had prepared for it. He quickly sidestepped out of the way, and whacking the boar on the back of its head as it charged past him with the wooden end of the glaive. The creature let out a sharp whine, clearly stunned about missing its target. It quickly turned around- anxious to get another shot at the boy, and burst into a second charge. By now Hiccup was pumped full of adrenaline, confident that he could take down this beast. Thankfully, he had remembered some skills from Dragon Training, and quickly rolled out of the way, causing the boar to miss him and collide into a thick tree. The boy got back to his feet quickly, seeing another opportunity to strike. Hiccup slashed at the hind legs of the boar with the razor edge of his glaive. The boar gave a shriek of pain, having been crippled by the boy. "That all you got, can I have a challenge please?" Hiccup laughed, letting his savage instinct take over. He now had the advantage of both speed and agility, and drove the head of his spear deep into the back of the boar before it could turn for a third attempt on his life. Responding instinctively to such an attack, the animal bucked its hind legs, knocking Hiccup down to the ground with a violent _thud_. The glaive was still lodged in the boar as it turned to face the boy, leaving him without a weapon to defend with. The creature saw its opportunity to strike, and limped its way up to the boy, tusks pointed downwards and ready to finish the boy off. For the first time in the fight, Hiccup felt at the mercy of the beast, he felt a rush of terror as it stalked its way up to him. He reached to his belt for his dagger, and removed it from its sheath, hoping for a final opportunity to present itself. The boar flicked its huge head at the boy in an attempt to impale him with a tusk, giving him a chance at finishing it off. Hiccup grabbed the incoming tusk with his left hand, before moving it aside and driving his dagger in the exposed area of its neck.

The boar retreated, squealing in agony as hot blood gushed out the open wound in its neck. Hiccup got to his feet, also taking several steps back. The beast was finished, no point risking another injury to kill it quicker. Soon enough the giant pig collapsed and was easily finished with a clean stab to the heart. Hiccup leant against a nearby tree, trying to catch his breath. "Yes… I did it!" He placed his foot on the beast's huge gut, "I have taken down this mighty beast!" the boy gave a slight chuckle, remembering the last time he'd said that. He stared down at his blood soaked hands, slightly shocked about what he'd accomplished. Before leaving Berk, Hiccup would never have done such a thing to a seemingly innocent animal, but this was the wild, and it was kill or be killed. "Odin's beard, how are we gonna get this back to camp?" He removed his glaive from the rear end of the boar and wiped the blade clean of blood. He wanted to make sure Toothless was going all right, and left the forest in pursuit him.

o~0~O~0~o

"_By the time you have read this, I will be long gone and hopefully still alive. If I am to perish on my hunt, I ask not that my death be avenged, but simply celebrated. I do not want my memory to be a burden to you, or anyone else._

_Odin watches over me,_

_~Hiccup."_

Stoick the Vast read aloud his son's letter to the table of stunned Vikings, shocked that Hiccup had done such a thing to prove his worth. The chief dropped the letter on the table and fell back into his chair, more surprised than anyone else in the room.

"Send me to Valhalla, why would the boy do a thing like this?" Gobber moaned, burying his face in his one good hand, "What if he never comes back?" Stoick shook his head, a slight smile appearing under his thick orange hair.

"This is Hiccup we're talkin' about. He may be eager to prove his worth, but he's smart as a whip. He wouldn't have done a thing like this unless he was certain he could pull it off."

"What are ya saying Stoick?" Spitelout raised an eyebrow, scratching his greasy black hair.

"I say that we let him do it" the chief announced proudly, looks of bewilderment crossing the faces of all the Vikings.

"Stoick are ye serious? He could be in serious trouble, what if he's dead already?" Gobber asked his friend, especially concerned for the safety of his ex-apprentice.

"Were Vikings, it's an occupational hazard. Besides," He picked up the letter and shook it before the people at the table, "he wants to prove himself worthy for the heir of Berk, and nothing would make me more proud!" Several Vikings nodded in agreement, knowing he was right.

"So that's it, we wait until he returns?" Gobber said, knowing there was no changing Stoick's mind,

"Aye, we'll throw a grand feast when he returns"

"_If _he returns" Spitelout raised an eyebrow, only to be shot a dirty look by his brother-in-law

"_When_ he returns"

o~0~O~0~o

"Toothless! Where are you bud?" Hiccup called out, limping out off the grasslands and onto the gleaming white beach. The boar's buck had caused some serious damage to his chest, giving him troubles with breathing. He took a brief moment to appreciate the view before him. Berk didn't have many beaches, usually sheer cliff faces that countless Vikings had fallen off. Any beaches on his homeland were usually muddy and full of stones- nothing like this island. The sand he stood on was whiter than marble, and littered with beautiful sea shells that shone in the sun. This island was a paradise compared to Berk, and gave Hiccup reassurance that leaving was the right choice. He could see his Toothless down the other end of the beach, alongside another Dragon he couldn't quite make out. Hiccup slightly panicked, he couldn't tell if the two were fighting, and sprinted over to meet them.

As he got closer and closer, it became clear that neither of them were fighting. Hiccup thought they could be communicating, but he wasn't too sure. "Toothless, you all right over there?" He yelled, catching the attention of the two. The second Dragon instantly saw him as a threat, snarling viciously and stepping backwards. Toothless quickly ran up to Hiccup, showing the second Dragon that he was no threat.

"**Hiccup, be careful. This Dragon is especially shy"** he grunted, not breaking eye contact with the unknown Dragon. The boy took a closer look at the Dragon; it wasn't like anything back on Berk. Its body was large and flat, with four tiny legs underneath it. The Dragon opened its mouth to let out another warning- a deep growl this time. The mouth of the beast was massive, filled with plenty of teeth. Hiccup realized this was none other than a Thunderdrum.

"It's okay there, boy. I ain't gonna hurt you" He lowered his glaive to the floor and slowly approached the Dragon. Hiccup remembered he was covered in blood from his fight with the boar, and hoped the Thunderdrum still saw him as peaceful. Hiccup got close enough so that he could smell it's breath of putrid fish, and sat cross-legged on the floor. "See? I'm no threat, I just came to say hi, that's all" Toothless stared at the boy wide-eyed; this Dragon could kill him if he wasn't careful.

"**Hiccup, what are you doing?"**

"Hush hush, Toothless. He won't hurt me, right Thunderdrum?" Hiccup smiled at the Dragon, making no attempt to pick up a weapon and fight. The Thunderdrum lowered its guard, knowing this boy wasn't out to hurt it. "I've read a lot about you, you're quite special, aren't ya?" Hiccup slowly got to his feet and walked right up to the Dragon, making out all of its unique features. The Thunderdrum's skin was a light blue, with several needle-like spines running down its back. Its scales were closer to that of fish, than other reptiles like snakes. Hiccup carefully reached out and placed hand on the Dragon, slightly startling it. Toothless gently growled at the Dragon in an attempt to reassure it.

"**Do not be afraid, this boy is of no harm to you. He couldn't hurt you if he tried"** The Thunderdrum relaxed and let Hiccup touch him. Toothless couldn't help but admire his human companion, and his skills with Dragons. He hoped people where they were going were more like him, and not like the Vikings of Berk. Hiccup gave the Thunderdrum a scratch under its large belly, making it purr like an overgrown cat.

"Well, aren't you something?" Hiccup laughed, before turning to face the Night Fury, "You eaten yet? You'll never guess what happened to me!"

"**Yes, I've eaten. And I can only imagine"** Toothless rolled his eyes, staring at the blood that soaked the boy.

"Okay good, you need to come over to the forest and help me with something" Hiccup gave the Thunderdrum a final scratch, before picking up his glaive and leading his Dragon away, "Nice meeting you, Thunderdrum!"

o~0~O~0~o

"He did _what?_" Astrid blurted, staring madly at Ruffnut.

"Yeah, apparently he left a note on chief's door that explained it all. Snotlout told me cos he overheard his father talkin' about it" She explained. Astrid couldn't believe what she was hearing, out of all the crazy things Hiccup had done, this topped the chart.

"So he's out there _right now_ hunting down a bloody Nightmare. Son of Thor he's really lost it this time. What if he never comes back?"

"I dunno, Astrid. The chief's gonna announce it all shortly, so you'll get your answers then."

"Okay, well thanks Ruff" Astrid finished, "I think I'm gonna take a walk" she got up from her seat at the Meade Hall and walked out, abandoning her hot meal. The Hofferson girl needed to think about the situation alone.

'Why would he do this?' She thought, 'this isn't Hiccup: making a death-or-glory mission like this. He wouldn't risk his life for something like honor' Astrid hobbled down the stairs of the Meade Hall, trying to make sense of everything. She remembered when Hiccup said goodbye to her and the teenagers, three days ago. She thought about how sad he looked, how he showed more affection to Snotlout in those few minutes than in fifteen years; almost as if he _knew _he wasn't going to return.

"Something's not right" Astrid murmured, walking through the streets of Berk. She had to ask someone who knew the boy well, if that was even possible.

o~0~O~0~o

Gobber sat in his workshop, tirelessly hammering away at a new axe he was crafting. This was his third try at completing the weapon, but his mind was elsewhere and he continued to make the simplest of mistakes. Gobber still couldn't believe that Stoick approved of his son hunt down a Monstrous Nightmare, believing his return was certain. He was terrified the small boy wouldn't return, and nobody would ever find out what really happened. A female voice startled the old man, causing him to jump a little and make a fourth mistake.

"Gobber, can we talk a moment?" Astrid stood at the entrance to the store, a firm yet troubled expression across her face.

"Sure lass, what can I help ya with?" He was ordered not to tell anyone about Hiccup until the meeting that night, where everything would be explained.

"I think you know what I'm here for, Gobber" Her eyes looked right through the man's fake expression. He let out a short sigh, before putting the weapon down and facing her.

"So, who told you about it?"

"Snotlout overheard his father. Gobber are they really gonna let Hiccup do it?" She jumped right to the question.

"Astrid, I tried to argue with the chief, I really did. He wants his son to prove himself heir, and he thinks this is a good way of doing it"

"But what if he never comes back?" Astrid blurted, clearly angry about the situation, "If he fought the Dragon in the Kill Ring, we'd know if he lost or won. But if he just runs off into the woods and doesn't return, we'll have no idea what happened!" Gobber stared curiously at the girl, wondering what had gotten into her head.

"Astrid, not to come off rude, but why are you doing this?"

"What do you mean?"

"No offense lass, but you and the other kids haven't been exactly nice to Hiccup these past erm, fifteen years" Astrid's face fell at the mention of that, "and here you are, arguing for his safety. Why are you doing this? It's quite clear you don't like the boy." Astrid felt her insides tighten, as Gobber stared back at her.

"He saved my life Gobber, and I'm trying to save his" She replied solemnly, "I apologised to him the day after the Changewing fight. I swore to him and myself that I would treat him as a friend and a fellow Viking" She stared back at the old blacksmith, revealing a slight smile. "And I'm just doing what any friend would do" Gobber smiled back at the girl, surprised at what she was doing.

"Hiccup would be happy that you're doing this" Gobber nodded, "But I don't think we'll be able to change Stoick's mind. Even if we could, I doubt we'd be able to find the boy out there."

"Yeah, I know. But it's worth a try" The pair lapsed into an awkward silence, unsure what to do next. After what felt like an eternity, Astrid finally worked up the courage to tell Gobber what she came for. "T-There's something else Gobber, something I think you should hear"

"Aye, what else?" He raised an eyebrow. The girl took a deep breath, hoping he would see it like he did.

"Do you think Hiccup would really do something like this?" She asked "This is Hiccup we're talking about, since when did he care about 'Viking Honour' and that stuff? And he lied to me and the others about where he was going, as if he was worried we would try to stop him leaving." Gobber nodded his head in agreement.

"I'm glad I wasn't the only one who noticed that. I know him more than most, and he definitely wouldn't do this. Stoick is too blinded by pride to see that, which is understandable" Astrid stared out of the Workshop and out to the forest that lay far down the road, knowing Hiccup was out there somewhere. She had broken her arm and leg roughly a week ago, and was strictly told not to do anything dangerous, but that wouldn't stop her.

"I'm going to find him out there."

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup and his Night Fury were back in the air by the time the sun went down. Having eaten their fill of boar and fish, they were back on their Journey south, as far away from Berk as possible. The boy hoped that by now the Vikings had discovered his remains, and were in mourning or something. Toothless was surprised about Hiccup's performance that day, regarding the boar fight. He was hoping his rider would soon be able to defend himself, and finally put his mind at ease.

"**I'm still shocked you took that beast down, Hiccup. Shouldn't have made such a mess though, that blood smells awful" **Toothless grunted, staring at the blood on his friend while grinning. Hiccup also returned the smile, glad he'd impressed the usually stubborn Dragon.

"See bud, I told you I had been practicing! With a bit more training, you won't have to worry about me all the time" The small teen beamed, giving his friend a scratch under the ears.

"**We've still got a long way to go, Hiccup." **He shook his head, smiling at the thought of his rider being a conquering hero.

"Well, we've got a long fly ahead of us. Wanna try some quick maneuvering?" Hiccup offered, trying his best to pass the time. The Night Fury looked back at him and flicked a mischievous smile, before folding in his wings and pulling into a steep dive.

"**Why don't you tell me?"** The Dragon gurgled happily, sticking his tongue out of his mouth as their speed increased.

"Whoa there bud! I'll take that as a yes!" Hiccup laughed, feeling his stomach rise up into his throat. The sun had long since set, making the ocean much harder to see and the rocks even harder to avoid. Hiccup clicked the tail fin into position, causing Toothless to pull out of the steep dive and soar several feet above the sea at staggering speeds. Jagged rock formations lay in front of them, much like the first time they had flown and nearly killed themselves. The teenager reacted instinctively, changing the tail position once again. Toothless executed a perfect barrel-roll, weaving in between the large stones and flying under the natural archway. "Now that's what I'm talkin' about!" Hiccup laughed, clearing the rocks and climbing back into the sky.

'This is where I belong' he thought, reaching into his pack and offering Toothless a fish he'd kept from the island. 'Not on some Viking-infested island, not even amongst people like me. Out _here_ is where I belong, in the sky with Toothless'

"Bud, remember when I asked how we should live out our lives? I think I now know the answer" he breathed, extending out his arm to touch the clouds above him. "I don't want to be held down in some Village, I don't want to have responsibilities. I want freedom, I want to travel the world with you, how's that sound". Toothless gently purred back at his companion, sharing his enthusiasm.

"**That sounds wonderful, Hiccup. Our lives aren't meant to be spent in some silly town. The sky is the only home we need."**

"Glad you agree with me, bud." A small pillar of smoke caught his attention off in the distance, "Um, Toothless do you see that over there?"

o~0~O~0~o

"All right everyone, quieten down!" Stoick boomed in the Meade hall. Nervous chatter filled the room, with every Viking anxious to hear why their chief had held this meeting. "I'm sure you're all wanting to hear why I brought you here today, so I'll make this quick" All conversation ceased, lapsing the entire hall into an eerie silence. Astrid stood towards the very back of the room, leaning against the cold stone wall. She was sure Stoick would announce the 'hunt' his son had embarked on, but any other news she probably didn't know about.

"Are we allowed to be here, Astrid?" Fishlegs stood on her left, clearly nervous yet interested.

"He invited the whole Village here, so that includes us I'd imagine" She replied

"The first announcement is one that gives me great pride" Stoick was clearly excited to announce this, an emotion many people had never seen from the man. "As I'm sure most of you know, my son- _Hiccup_, was selected to kill the Monstrous Nightmare, after his bravery against the Changewing" many people cheered and applauded at the hearing of that, including the twins and Snotlout. "I'm here to announce that there's been a change of plans. My son will not be killing the Dragon in several days time" The room soon filled with cries of disbelief and shock.

"Is he allowed to do that?"

"So what, he's not gonna be a Viking?"

"Let me finish everybody!" The chief re-gained the attention of the hall, "He will not kill _this_ Dragon, because he has set himself an even greater challenge! At this very moment, Hiccup is in the forests. He plans to hunt down a wild Nightmare and bring back his heart!" disbelief and shock were replaced with joy and enthusiasm. Astrid buried her head into her one good hand, groaning in frustration. She hoped that they would have had some concern for the boy's wellbeing and safety, but she soon remembered these were Vikings she was talking about.

"Stoick, what if the lad never comes back?" Someone in the crowd asked, giving the girl some confidence.

"Hiccup would never do something like this, is he wasn't sure he could pull it off" the red-haired chief replied confidently, "He'll return, I'm certain of it. Now on to other news" Astrid tore her gaze off the floor and stared back up at Stoick, unsure of what he was going to say. "Trader Johann brought us some disturbing news of his journey to Berk. He and his crew encountered a Night Fury in broad daylight" several people gasped at this news, but most just sat in a stunned silence, including Astrid and her friends. Never before had a Night Fury attacked in daylight, in fact it had never been seen. "That's not the worst part, folks. Johann and his crew said something else about the Dragon, that…" He took a deep breath, a hint of worriment in his eyes, "… a man was riding the Night Fury" This time nobody said a word, the room was deathly silent. Astrid stared at the other teenagers, finding it hard to breathe. The very thought of a man being able to tame and control such a Dragon left a sense of dread in her stomach that she'd never felt before. Everybody in the room shared her thoughts, imagining the power a man like that had.

"W-What are we gonna do, Stoick?" A random Viking asked. The chief wore a determined expression, doing his best to conceal any form of fear. Astrid didn't catch the man's response, because she had already left the hall and was on her way home.

'What kind of a person betrays their very race?' She thought, 'what if he's already on Berk? He could be in the forests and…' the Hofferson girl stopped dead in her tracks. If the rider really was in Berk's forests, Hiccup was in terrible danger. Astrid broke into a quick hobble, desperate to get back to her house. She originally planned to enter the forests in the morning, but they were abandoned without a second's hesitation.

Astrid would begin her search that evening, and she would stop at nothing to get her friend back.

**Thank you for reading! Remember that if you have any criticisms or ideas you'd like to share, feel free to post a review. Don't forget to favorite if you enjoyed it, and follow if you want to read more!**

**Peace! :-)**


	4. Into The Storm

Trjonn Arnason stared out into the murky waters that surrounded him as far as the eye could see. He and his crew had been at sea now for only three days, yet he was already missing home. As much as he wanted to return to his wife and three children, he knew his place was out here- he had a job to do, and he was determined to see it through. In the past few hours, the wind had picked up considerably, as well as the moisture in the air: a good sign that a thunderstorm was incoming. The gentle _pitter patter_ of footsteps could be heard below deck- his crew had just woken up, having slept in the day.

"Trjonn, we're ready downstairs for ya" said a voice behind him. The middle aged Viking turned to face his friend, Katla. She was one of the few shield-maidens who volunteered to join this solo voyage, and with good reason. Katla was one of the village's best archers, as well as being a sword fighting prodigy.

"Good to hear. I'll be down there in a moment" He breathed, doing his best to stay calm about the job at hand. Katla nodded in acknowledgment, letting a small smile escape her lips. The girl had recently turned fifteen- and despite being a ruthless fighter, still had no visible scars on her body. She turned and walked back downstairs, her coal-black hair gently swaying in the wind. The man still couldn't believe she'd elected herself to go; she was the youngest person by at least three years. Soon enough, Trjonn joined his crew downstairs, ready to finally get this mission underway. "Okay everyone, I hope you've all grabbed a good days rest, it'll be needed" The man had carefully chosen the people who were accompanying him on this job; nine of the fittest and most confident Vikings he knew were selected. "We've got a large storm heading our way; we won't get another shot like this for a long time"

"Any chance our boat will get tipped with waves this size?" A man by the name of Sven asked, raising his eyebrow. The Viking stood at the back of the group, fully dressed in thick leather armor, with a large bow strung across his chest.

"It's unlikely, lad. But that's no promise it won't happen." Trjonn replied, receiving a nod from Sven. "Do I have any other questions?"

"Yeah, I've got one" Katla asked, "what if the beast doesn't show itself?" The shield-maiden rarely asked questions, it was clear that even she was a bit nervous- hardly surprising, it being her first hunt.

"Oh, he'll show himself" he chuckled in response, gesturing to his friends, "who could refuse Vikings as good-looking as us!" the crew laughed at his comment. Trjonn never failed to lighten the mood, despite looking as intimidating as he did. By the time they had settled down, the relentless sound of rain could be heard above. "Okay everyone, it's time. Let's get this done and get home" The Vikings picked up their weapons and walked on outside, to face the horrendous weather before them.

"Beard of Thor, would ya look at the size of that!" Sven pointed up to the monstrous clouds that loomed above them, "Yeah, he'll be coming for sure" Trjonn stared around the deck of his ship one last time, making sure he'd left no metal laying around. The Viking had also removed the boat's sails several hours prior, he wasn't going to risk loosing his only way of getting home.

"Check for metal everyone. If you've got any iron or steel on you, you'll be cooked like chicken" He yelled over the roar of the rain. His crew anxiously checked their bodies, not keen about being killed that night. Without warning, a bolt of lightning was sent shooting across the sky, along with a thunderclap loud enough to startle Odin himself. Any doubt resting in Trjonn's crew was soon flushed away; the beast was definitely here, and it knew they were here as well.

"I hope you're all ready, we'll only get one shot at this!" He and his crew drew their weapons, scanning the sky for any signs of the monster they were hunting. "Call it out if you see 'em. He's bloody fast, and-"

"There he is, Trjonn!" someone said. Everyone on the ship stared in the direction the person was pointing, to make out a whitish-blue object heading straight towards them. The Dragon was traveling on the lightning, making it faster than pretty much everything. Trjonn and several others readied their spears for throwing; they would only have one chance to hit it. As the beast got closer and closer, the crew began to feel their hairs stand on end. It was clear the Dragon was ready for a fight, and so were they.

"Archers, nock your arrows!" Trjonn roared, watching the monster grow brighter as it came closer.

"Draw…"

Katla and the other archers pulled their bowstrings back as far as they could go, aiming at the rapidly approaching Dragon.

"_Loose!_"

The Vikings used everything they had against the creature as it passed over the boat, raw electricity shooting from its mouth. Several of the projectiles made contact with the Dragon, surprising it but no doing any real damage. Katla rolled clear of the lightning attack and quickly launched another arrow as it flew away.

"Trjonn, these stone arrows aren't doing anything!" She shrieked franticly, abandoning her bow and picking up a harpoon. "Half a dozen of them hit the monster and it hardly flinched!" Katla watched as the beast climbed back into the clouds and out of sight.

"We need to get it into the water, lads." Trjonn examined the damage done by the Dragons initial attack. A huge charred gash lay on the deck of the ship; it was a miracle no fires had started from a strike like that. "It won't be able to attack if it's in the sea." The Viking scratched his long brown hair, struggling to contain the situation and his nerves. "Okay... Kali and Sazur, get your hides below deck and bring up the fishing net" he pointed to two of his crew, who immediately dropped their weapons and ran downstairs. The storm was growing worse by the minute, and there was no end in sight.

"He's coming back around!" Sven pointed to another set of clouds west of their location, where the beast could be seen flying towards them for a second dive attack.

"_We need that net now boys!_" Trjonn bellowed downstairs, open panic in his voice. He wasn't sure how many more hits the boat could take, and he didn't want to find out.

"The net isn't gonna work" The Viking turned to face Katla, who was busy tying a large rope to the thick mast.

"What the Hel ya doin' lass!" he asked, "pick up yer bloody spear and get ready for another shot!"

"Those weapons don't do a thing" she paused briefly to look her superior in the eye, "but this will" Trjonn looked back to where the beast was, they had roughly a minute until it was upon them. "The Bog-Burglars use this method to catch wild yaks when-"

"This is a _Skrill_ we're up against, Katla!" Trjonn nearly screamed at the young shield-maiden, "I don't care how dangerous the yaks are over there; this thing eats people, and not grass!" The teenager ignored his words of enthusiasm and tied a large loop on the other end of the rope. She held the rope in her mouth and began to scale the mast.

"Trjonn, you've gotta trust me. If you can keep it occupied, this'll work for sure" Katla reached the crow's nest in what must have been record time. She watched below as the crew prepared for another attack.

"I hope you know what you're doing, girl" Sven shouted, watching the Dragon scream towards them. The Skrill opened its mouth and let more lightning build up for another strike, determined to finish off the ship and her crew. Katla quickly looked at the rope she held in her shaky hands. It was quite heavy, so she'd have to throw it hard and pretty early. It was also very thick, she desperately hoped that it wouldn't snap or break.

"Here it comes, get ready everyone!" Trjonn picked up a new spear and prepared to throw it. Katla watched as the Skrill unleashed a torrent of lightning from its mouth, preparing to fly over the boat like it did the first time.

'Now or never' the thought, hurling the loop-end of the rope off the crows nest and praying to every god she could think of that this would work. Several people threw their weapons as the beast flew over, but most of the crew simply got out of the way and watched as the events unfolded before them. The rope sailed through the sky and caught itself around the Skrill's neck- even better than what she'd had hoped for. The Dragon let out a savage growl, pulling up from its attack in an attempt to escape. Katla stared down at the rope, watching as it rapidly uncoiled itself and followed the creature into the sky.

"_Everyone, grab onto something!_" She yelled, holding the thick mast in a bear-hug position. Within seconds, the rope had successfully snagged on the beast. Katla could feel the mast creak and groan as the entire ship leant dangerously to the right. The Skrill gave a choked roar as it violently lurched backwards, falling helplessly onto the deck of the ship. The Vikings had caught it, but the fight was far from over. The Dragon quickly got to its feet, turning to face its captors. No more hit-and-run attacks, if these people wanted a fight, they'd get one.

Despite going on numerous hunts for this very creature, Trjonn had never seen the beast in full before, let alone this close. The fiend's scales were a rich shade of purple, with metallic horns surrounding its angular head, similar to the Deadly Nadder. Its wings and tail were crowded with dagger-like spines, all of them deadly in their own right. Even though it was a vicious-looking Dragon, it happened to be quite small; it's wingspan slightly longer than the boat's width. Kali and Sazur threw the flimsy fishing net over the exotic beast, cheering in their false sense of victory. Everybody on the boat surrounded the trapped Skrill, spears raised to finish it off. Trjonn gazed at the beast, slightly confused. Never before had this Dragon simply "given up", he thought it was more of a "fight to the bitter, bloody end" type, but he certainly wasn't complaining. The Viking stared into its eyes, trying to make sense of what was wrong with it. The man guessed the rope had strangled it or broken its neck. The Skrill began to return the look, its facial features contorting into a… _smile?_ Trjonn's blood went cold, realization slapping him like a fish. This was one of the smartest Dragons known; it would never let itself get captured like this.

"_Get back_-"

Before Trjonn could finish his sentence, the beast's wings extended in the blink of an eye, tearing away all of its restraints with almost no effort and knocking the Vikings to the ground. Several of the crew were also knocked into the water as the Dragon took back into the air, the remaining people on board could only watch in a mix of awe and horror. The Skrill gracefully hovered above the crew, staring down to them menacingly.

Katla stared at the scene below her, wide-eyed. She desperately wanted to help her colleagues; to jump down there and finish off the monster with a quick stab of the spear, but she _couldn't_. For as long as she could remember she'd heard tales of the power of this Dragon, but only now was she witnessing its destruction first-hand.

And it _terrified_ her.

The Skrill raised its head to the heavens, letting the storm clouds build up above it. The Dragon opened its mouth, and let out a final ear-piercing roar, shaking the ship and threatening to deafen everyone on board. Katla watched numbly as bolts of lighting struck the beast, flowing up its spiny body and leading to its open mouth. The Skrill looked back down at the Vikings, and without a seconds hesitation, unleashed the full extent of its power.

The once seaworthy ship was decimated within moments of the Dragon attacking. Trjonn and his crew madly scrambled out of the way, as it sprayed the deadly lightning all over the place. Katla could feel the mast collapsing beneath her, and leapt into the freezing cold ocean- her only chance of survival. The teenager landed with a heavy _splash_, narrowly avoiding death. Trjonn hadn't felt this way since he was a timid boy, no younger than ten, watching a tavern brawl. He was engulfed by a sense of complete hopelessness, unable to change the situation before him no matter how hard he tried. The man tried to retreat below deck, but the flaming remainders of the mast blocked his way. The Skrill continued to fire relentlessly upon the vessel, killing all those who were directly exposed to the lightning. A small part of Trjonn wanted the beast to take his own life, so that he could join his lost crew members in Valhalla. A far larger part, however, was desperate to cling onto life. He refused to leave this world without seeing his children grow up. Trjonn crawled his way to the side of the ship, and following his friend Katla, toppled into the opaque water.

'Just stay under' the voice in his head begged, sounds of the massacre above fading away. 'If that thing attacks the water, the girl and I are both done'. Katla noticed what he was doing several yards away and also plunged under the raging sea. The teenager had never been in water deeper than her waist, making this experience all the more petrifying. After what felt like an hour of clinging onto their breath, the sounds of the Skrill could no longer be heard; all that remained was the gentle crackle of burning wood. Cautiously, the pair raised their heads out of the water, gasping for air. Much to their luck, the Dragon had grown bored of ravaging the ship and had left, taking the storm clouds with it.

"Trjonn, are you all right?" Katla asked, swimming up to the man. She could see only two people in the water besides her, and prayed there would be more alive on the boat. The amber glow of the fire illuminated the water around them, allowing the pair to quickly check each other for serious wounds. "Yeah I'm…" he struggled to form words, unable to think straight. "…I'm alive. Katla, we've got to… get back on the boat" The teenager led the Viking up to the hull of the vessel, helping him get back on board. Trjonn offered his hand and hoisted her out of the water.

"Well, ain't you two a sight for sore eyes" the two of them turned to face an exhausted Sven, who'd climbed back on from the other side.

"Did you jump off as well?" Katla asked, lying down on the boat and catching her breath.

"No, that monster knocked me and a few others overboard when it broke free. I think we're the only ones who made it" The two men examined what remained of the boat they were on; knowing their chances of getting home weren't looking good. The weather was beginning to die down, meaning the Skrill had left for good, _hopefully_. "Trjonn, what are we gonna do? There's no way we can get back home in this" the man was doing his best to conceal his emotions, but after witnessing so much death, it was almost impossible. "We should have never done this. How was a crew of nine meant to take down-?"

"Enough, Sven" Trjonn shook his head, failing to muster his classic 'smile of encouragement'. "We're going to do the only thing we can: Keep this wreck afloat and pray to Odin that help arrives." The two men lay down next to Katla, staring at the ash-filled sky.

'This is completely my fault' the teenage girl could feel tears brewing in her eyes, and it wasn't from the smoke, 'me and my stupid plan got six of my fellow Vikings killed. I should've listened to Trjonn and never used that Thor forsaken rope'

The three Vikings lay in silence, trying to process what had just happened. Less than an hour ago, they were with their friends, warm in their cabin and anxious to get the hunt underway.

Things had undeniably taken a turn for the worse.

o~0~O~0~o

"Glad you agree with me, bud." A small pillar of smoke caught his attention off in the distance, "Um, Toothless do you see that over there?" Hiccup's Dragon caught sights of the smoke as well, unsure what to make of it.

"**Hiccup, it could be a Viking ship, it could even be from Berk. Best to steer clear of it"** Toothless growled softly, looking away from it and continuing to fly straight.

"Bud, what are you doing?" Hiccup was stunned at his friend's complete disregard, "Look, I know you don't want us to be discovered, and neither do I. But there could be people in trouble; I'm not gonna leaving them to die" Toothless rolled his eyes and reluctantly turned to head towards the smoke. The Night Fury knew he was a stubborn by Dragon standards, but he paled in comparison to his rider. They began the descent down through the clouds and to where they could finally see the source of the fire.

It was a ship. Or at least it _used_ to be a ship.

The vessel below them was in complete ruin, with its mast gone and the deck burnt to ash. Hiccup had watched his father return from hunts for all his life; he recognized a Berk ship very well, and this wasn't one at all. The hull was far too thin, as well having a figurehead he didn't recognize: a woman with a short sword in each hand. The Dragon and his rider cautiously circled the wreck from above, careful not to attract any attention.

"Toothless, I think I see people down there" Hiccup whispered to his friend, who grunted in disapproval. "They look a lot like Vikings, but they definitely aren't from Berk" The boy could tell that they were in trouble, that boat could sink any minute now. He reached behind and opened up his pack to grab a few needed supplies. Hiccup pulled out the blade for his glaive and one of the few pieces of clothing he'd brought with him, a fur hood that could conceal his identity. The scrawny teenager had imagined this scenario a hundred times in his head- where he'd have to reconnect with the Vikings, but never like this.

'How the Hel should I approach them' He thought, removing the wooden part of the glaive from the pack and attaching the menacing piece of steel to it. 'I can't go unarmed, but I don't want to come off as a threat either' Hiccup froze, realizing the rare opportunity that lay before him. For all his life he'd been known as 'Hiccup the Useless, or 'Fish-bone', now it was his chance to change the way the world saw him. He hadn't left Berk, just to be abused by a different group of Vikings. He looked down at his Dragon- a _Night Fury_, and cracked a wide grin. He wouldn't be the shy and nervous boy he was back on Berk; he was determined to leave all remnants of his bitter past behind him.

Sven and Trjonn were hard at work on the ship below, trying to keep it afloat while containing the small fire that was keeping them warm. It had been several hours since the Skrill had destroyed their boat, and since then Katla hadn't said a word, or even looked them in the eye. All she'd been doing was sitting at the rear end of the boat, feet dangling into the water and staring out into space.

"Trjonn, you've gotta talk to her" Sven muttered, quiet enough the she couldn't hear him. "She blames herself for their deaths. If you don't say anything it'll tear her up inside" Trjonn nodded, glancing at the girl.

"Aye, ill talk to her quick" he placed his charred tools on the floor, and slowly walked up to her, wondering what he could possibly say. The Viking sat down adjacent to the teenage girl, not saying anything for a solid minute. "It's not your fault, you know" He broke the silence, staring at her with a sad smile. Katla slowly shook her head, looking away from the horizon and down at the water by her feet.

"Yes it is" she whispered, barely loud enough for Trjonn to hear. "If I hadn't used the rope- just like you told me…" the girl let out a small sniff, tears threatening to appear "…they might still be alive"

"Come on Katla, that isn't true" he reassured her, placing a hand on her shoulder and giving his best 'everything's gonna be all right' face. "If anything, It's my fault they aren't with us now. I should have never insisted on a crew count so low" Trjonn could almost see the guilt being lifted off the teenager, greatly relieving him. "And that rope trick you pulled off? Lass, that was fantastic! Next time we go after the beast, we'll use that tactic and kill it for sure" Katla chuckled sadly in response, staring back out to sea.

"I joined this hunt thinking I was prepared. I guess I wasn't ready for this, huh?"

"Hah, nothing can prepare you for these kinda trips" he chuckled back, doing his best to lighten the mood and topic, "I mean did you see the look on my face in the water? I'm fairly sure I soiled my britches" Katla flashed a smirk, imagining someone so well-know for his fighting skills making a mess of themselves. Without warning, the quiet girl's smile was gone, and she had shot to her feet.

"Trjonn, something's out there" she pointed out into the black, "It's a Dragon for sure" In an equally fast motion, the man was on his feet as well, reaching for his dagger- then remembering he'd lost it at sea.

"Are ye sure, Katla? I don't see a thing" he squinted around the water, searching for any signs of movement. "It could have just been-"

Hiccup flew over the burning boat at blistering speeds, evidently alarming the three people on board. The boy hoped that they were unarmed; he didn't want to get in a fight with someone who might know how to actually use a weapon. Toothless resumed circling the burning boat, this time much closer and lower to the sea. Hiccup couldn't help but feel proud as the Vikings stared at him in utter disbelief. He took a deep breath, fighting to keep his nerves at bay.

'Okay Hiccup, don't forget: We're not weak, and nor are we useless. Prove it to them'

"Toothless, don't forget your manners when landing" The Night Fury flew over to the boat, hovering several yards above the burnt deck.

Trjonn couldn't believe what he was seeing in front of him. He'd never seen a Dragon like this, especially in these waters, but that wasn't what really shook him to the core.

Someone was _riding_ the damned creature.

The Dragon flew above the deck they stood on; much like the Skrill had done earlier that night. The rider stared down at the man and his crew as if they were a bug to be stepped on, knowing that they had all the power. Trjonn did the only thing he could think of: he raised his hands above his head in submission, and took several steps back. Sven also followed suite, knowing he wouldn't stand a chance against the beast with a proper weapon. Toothless quickly retracted his wings, mid air, causing him and his rider to land heavily on the deck and rock the entire boat.

Hiccup wanted to make an entrance, and he did just that.

Katla watched with a gaping mouth as the person atop the Dragon removed his hood and stared at Trjonn. The riderwas a boy, looking no older than her and with a glaive in his hands- a weapon she recognized back home. The he didn't look to be very tall or well-built, but his emerald green eyes and emotionless face were more than enough evidence that he meant business. The rider unhooked his harness from his Dragon and slid off the saddle, onto the wooden floor.

Hiccup unconcernedly leant against his weapon, almost as if he was bored, giving the boat a quick run-down. They would need his help in getting home; perhaps they would reward him if he did so.

"Well," He quipped, raising an eyebrow "this is a nice mess you've got yourselves here"

"Is that a…" Sven stuttered, wide-eyed and the shadowy creature next to the boy

"A _Dragon?_ Indeed it is, good eye" Hiccup said sarcastically, "His name is Toothless, why don't you say hello to them, bud?" The Night Fury gave a guttural snarl, bearing his teeth at the horrified Vikings. His seemingly cheerful voice vanished, and was replaced by a deeper, more serious tone. "Throw any weapons you have overboard, and no harm will come to you" Hiccup didn't show it, but he was just as terrified as them. If they charged at him from this close, his Dragon wouldn't be able to stop them killing him.

"We're all unarmed, and we aren't lookin' for a fight" Trjonn replied, doing his best to emphasize that they weren't a threat. Never in his life had he ever heard of someone capable of taming and riding a Dragon. It was a wild prospect, and one that truly scared him.

"Good to hear, I didn't come searching for one. I saw the smoke from miles away and figured I should check it out." Hiccup could see the relief fill their eyes, and smiled slightly. "Mind telling me what the Hel happened here?" He lowered himself onto one knee and ran a single finger through the soot at his feet. "Whatever it was, it gave you guys quite the thrashing"

"We were…" Trjonn licked his lips nervously, unsure of what to say. If he told the boy they were hunting a Dragon, he might not be too pleased with them. Before he could finish his sentence, Toothless put his head to the floor smelled for any unknown scents. Hiccup watched in confusion as friend staggered back, roaring wildly at the three Vikings.

"Hey, bud what's wrong?" He asked, placing a hand on the Dragon's head.

"**A Dragon did this, one I'd hope to never see again"**

"You people mind telling me what he's smelling?" Hiccup asked suspiciously, his tone holding no emotion.

"We were hunting a Dragon" Trjonn answered "It has been terrorizing our village for decades, and we were trying to put a stop to it"

"It was a Skrill" Katla butted in, wanting to make sure this person knew the full story before he acted on them, "This thing doesn't steal food, it kills our people without reason" Hiccup was taken back slightly at the mentioning of the legendary storm Dragon. He remembered Stoick explaining it many years ago:

"_Son, be thankful the Skrill is rare in these parts, it's one of the deadliest Dragons we know of. It's never shown any interest in food, it simply kills Vikings because it can. It's the only beast that can raise a candle to the Night fury"_

"I've heard many things about that Dragon. Nothing good, sadly" Hiccup nodded; "If you were hunting any other species, we might not be having this conversation" The boy got back to his feet and brushed his hands clean. "I can help you three get back home. My friend over here" gesturing to the Night Fury, "-can tow a large piece of the ship"

"Wha- really?" Trjonn asked incredulously "Well, yeah. That would save our lives!" The man's prayers had been answered, it had been less than six hours and they were already being rescued. "My name's Trjonn by the way," He pointed to the other man, who had short blond hair "That's Sven. And that's Katla" Hiccup did his best not to look too interested, but he couldn't help but admire the girl before him. Katla looked around his age, with jet-black hair matching the night sky. She had what some would call an 'elven' face, lacking in creases and a strong jaw line.

She was stunning.

"And what's your name?" She asked, smiling ever so slightly. Hiccup snapped out of his trance and thought for a second. What should he say?

'Cut all ties to Berk. I am not Hiccup the useless anymore'

"Many people have called me many things" He responded vaguely, remembering a word he came up with on Berk. "As for you three, you can call me Fjalar"

"Okay… Fjalar" Trjonn walked up to the boy, ignoring the Dragon's menacing growls and extending out his hand. "If you can get us home, we'll forever be in your debt" Hiccup hushed his friend and shook the man's hand, smiling back at the Viking.

"Let's not waste any time, then"

o~0~O~0~o

"Hiccup, where are you?" A lone voice echoed through Berk's forests, the voice of Astrid. The cold had begun to get to her, and her sense of direction had seemingly vanished. Nevertheless, the blond-haired shield maiden continued on her search for the boy. "Hiccup, we need you back at Berk _now_, it's not safe out here!" She prayed to Thor that the Dragon rider hadn't found him yet. Astrid still couldn't wrap her head around why he would do something like this.

'Hiccup the honorable' she smirked at how crazy that sounded. Astrid had pondered many reasons why he would hunt a wild Nightmare, with one answer being _her_. The shield-maiden could remember dozens of times where she'd insult his fighting skills.

"_Hiccup, I can only imagine if you ran into a Dragon in the wilds" She laughed, shoving the boy as he stumbled past her. "You wouldn't stand a chance"_

Astrid could feel regret build up in her throat, making her feel sick.

Could she be the reason he's doing this? To prove her insults wrong?

She limped through the forest with determination. She wasn't going to be the reason behind his death, not a chance in Hel. "Hiccup please! We need you back-" Astrid let out a surprised gasp as she lost her footing, collapsing onto the cold mud. Slowly- painfully, she picked herself up; thankful nobody was around to watch her. "Son of a bitch, I hate this" She wiped her face clean and looked at the thin trail of dirt leading downhill.

_A pathway_.

"So, this is where Hiccup went everyday during after training" she mused, cautiously walking down the slippery trail. After following the winding path for a few minutes, Astrid found herself at the entrance to a large grove, beautiful if not for the eerie silence that clouded over it.

"Hiccup, are you here?" She hissed, crawling under a shield that was lodged between two rocks. Astrid felt a chill run up her spine, as she stumbled about the grove. Something had happened here, she simply knew it. The teenager examined the grass around her; it was littered with tracks, mostly human.

'He's definitely been here and recently' she thought, before her gut did a somersault.

_Mostly_ human.

Astrid felt light-headed as the looked up and took in her full surroundings- the trees, the bushes and the rocks. Everything she could see was awash with blood, even the lake she stood by.

"Oh gods" she moaned, frantically walking around for any signs of the boy. "_HICCUP!_" By now she was yelling, almost screaming his name. Astrid couldn't comprehend what she was seeing. Someone had _died _here, and recently. The girl walked up to a large boulder resting on the grass, a glint in the moonlight catching her eye. She removed a sharp piece of metal, caught in the rock. Astrid examined it in the little light there was, struggling to hold it with her shaking hands. She'd seen this before, many times actually.

It was a dagger, _Hiccup's_ dagger.

The tiny weapon fell from her hands, landing back on the stone with a careless _clink_. Astrid felt her knees buckle, collapsing to the floor. The gentle sound of sobbing echoed through the grove, as Astrid faced the undeniable truth.

Hiccup had fought here. He'd fought and he'd lost.

**Heyo everyone!**

**Thanks again for reading chapter 4 of my story, just like to ask you lovely viewers a couple of things. Firstly, how did you like the new layout? As I'm sure you noticed, there were far less 'scene changes' in this chapter, I did this to add more detail and introduce the new characters better. On the subject of new characters, how did you like them? **

**Feel free to share your opinions; I'd love to know what you thought of my writing! As always, expect the next chapter in a week or two. Stay awesome and thank you for over 120 follows!**

**Peace! :-)**


	5. The Red Herring

**Hello readers! Just a quick thing I'd like to say before we kick off the chapter. I'm looking for a _permanent reviewer_- someone who can private message me their opinion after I've published each chapter. Having a person like that would greatly help my writing, and would be an excellent way of figuring out what I'm doing good or bad. If you're interested please message me, now please enjoy!**

o~0~O~0~o

Astrid wanted to. But she couldn't.

She tried to leave the grove the night before, to tell Stoick what she'd found, but the girl simply couldn't bring herself to do it. Astrid had failed Hiccup; she failed her promise to treat him as a friend and a Viking. Friends always had each others back- the boy had her back when she was at the Changwing's mercy, and where was she when the Dragon killed him?

"I'm sorry Hiccup" she moaned, tears freely flowing down her face as she clutched the petty dagger in her trembling hands. Astrid couldn't care less about her fearless reputation, or what everyone thought of Hiccup. His death was on her, and there was nothing she could do to take it back. The shield-maiden could feel the morning sun on the back of her neck- she hadn't slept at all last night. The addition of sunlight gave her a much better of the awful scene around her, revealing things she hadn't noticed earlier. The grass several yards away was littered with pieces of torn cloth- yet another thing once owned by Hiccup. Astrid choked back the few tears she had left, picking up the cloth and scrunching it in her hands. She also couldn't help but notice several smooth black objects next to the fabric. Astrid assumed they were Dragon scales- but unlike any she'd seen before. The trembling Viking picked several of the scales and pocketed them, along with the torn cloth. She had to tell the chief about this, but how would she break it to him?

'Is there an easy way to explain how your son was killed' she thought, crawling under the shield and leaving the Thor-forsaken grove and preparing for the confrontation with her village. Astrid took a deep breath, as she climbed back up the pathway, thinking of how she would tell Stoick. 'I will not break down, not in front of the chief.' She told herself, before an image of Hiccup entered her mind. She saw his eyes- a deep shade of green, staring right at her with his signature 'half-smile', that he gave every time he came up with an idea. Astrid's vision blurred once more, tears clouding her sight and emotion crushing her insides.

'Odin, give me strength'

o~0~O~0~o

Dagmal was always Gobber's favorite of the two meals of the day. He was certain there was nothing better than a huge bowl of food after a long night's rest, and it seemed that most of Berk agreed with the peg-legged man. The Meade Hall was practically silent, with the only sound being the clinking of glasses and the complaining of Mr and Mrs Hofferson.

"-We haven't seen her since last night. Stoick, someone told me they last saw her head into the forest!" Astrid's father pleaded, clearly worried. "Chief, what happened if she ran off after Hiccup? If that Dragon rider is on Berk they could be in serious trouble"

"You need not worry, my friend" Stoick laughed, "Your daughter is one of the fiercest warriors Berk has ever seen. Anything she runs into down there will regret meeting her!" The concerned man's brown furrowed, not yet convinced. "Okay, look. My son is expected to return tonight, if Astrid isn't home by the time she is, I'll send out a search party."

"Thank you Stoick" He nodded, relieved to have a plan in case his girl didn't show up. He and his wife returned to their seats, leaving Stoick and Gobber to themselves.

"Ya think she's all right?" Gobber asked, curious as to why the shield-maiden hadn't returned home that last night.

"The girl's been gone for half a day. I'm sure she's fine" the chief replied, looking at the teenagers quietly talking several tables away.

"Uh, not sure if you guys know this, but Gobber has offered us a few extra training sessions in the Kill Ring" Fishlegs said with a mouth full of mutton.

"That's… gross" Ruffnut shuddered, watching the large boy practically inhale his food. "But what's the point? It's not like we're allowed to kill the Nightmare"

"Maybe, that we don't get killed in the next raid?" Snotlout replied, rolling his eyes "I don't need the training- 'cos I'm all ready as good as it gets, but you three do" he pointed at the twins and Fishlegs, his smug expression planted across his face

"Yeah keep talkin' Lout" Tuffnut grinned, "Why don't we go down to the arena after Dagmal and find out how-"

_BANG!_

Heads turned and all conversation ceased as the gigantic doors of the Meade Hall opened ever so slightly. Murmurs broke out as Astrid entered the room, every Viking on Berk staring at her.

"What the Hel…" Ruffnut breathed, staring at her. Never before had she- or anyone seen the girl like this. Her hair was a complete mess, and her skin was alarmingly pale. There were huge bags under her eyes, implying she hadn't slept much. Her face was also a slight shade of red, something that left Tuffnut bewildered.

'Has she been… _crying_?' she thought, shifting her position to get a better view.

Stoick the Vast- evidently oblivious to her appearance rose out of his chair and greeted her with a booming voice.

"Well, if it isn't Astrid!" He chuckled, pointing at the girl's parents to his left "Yer parents thought you'd run off with Hiccup for some reason!"

_Hiccup_

That single word, along with the cheeriness of the man's voice, was what ruined the blond girl. Stoick raised an eyebrow at the girl as she remained frozen to the spot, incapable of speaking. "Astrid..? Everything all right?" he asked. Her bottom lip began to tremble, as if she'd been reduced to an infant. Then something truly shocking took place.

She began to cry.

Many of the Vikings- her parents and the teenagers included shot out of their seats as the girl fell to her knees, openly sobbing in front of the entire village. Berk had a tough policy regarding weakness and crying- they were Vikings after all, but none of that was considered for even a second. This was _Astrid_ who was in tears, one of the best Vikings known. Whatever had happened, it was big.

"Astrid! What the Hel happened?" Her mother shrieked, trying to get her mess of a daughter back on her feet. Her crying only got worse as more and more people crowded around her, going from quiet sobs to bawling like a two year old.

"_He's… He's gone_" She wept, her voice echoing throughout the hall.

"Who's gone?" Stoick asked, alarmed by the girls state, "Astrid you need to calm down, who's-"

"_Hiccup… He's dead_" As wave of gasps surged through the people around her, "I… I found him. Where he was…" Astrid couldn't finish her sentence, by now she was crying so hard she felt light headed. Stoick felt his limbs so numb and his mouth go dry at the news. There was no way that his son had been killed; surely the Gods didn't hate him that much? The chief took a step back, having to lean against a table to stay on his feet.

"No… It can't be" He whispered, shaking his head and trying to reject the thought "Not Hiccup, not after Val…" Stoick reached down and grabbed Astrid, shaking her shoulders wildly. "_Where_! Where is he?"

"A-A grove" she managed to choke out, "In the forest. South…" The chief let go of the terrified girl and barged through the crowd, leaving the Meade Hall in search of his son.

"Stoick, slow down will ye?" Gobber yelled, hobbling after the red haired Viking into the forest.

o~0~O~0~o

"So Fjalar, are there many people like you?" Katla asked, staring at the Dragon rider curiously.

"Not that I know of, no" Hiccup replied, giving his Night Fury a scratch under the chin, "I'm almost surprised nobody has tried this earlier. Having a Dragon companion has many benefits" Toothless and the four people were sitting around a small fire, atop a large piece of the ship that he'd been towing the night before. "You feelin' all right bud? You're stronger than you look" the boy laughed, before facing the Vikings and resuming the conversation.

"Where are you from?" Trjonn asked, examining Hiccup's leather armor for any giveaway.

'I'm not Hiccup the Useless anymore, and I'm not from Berk' he thought, quickly thinking of something to say.

"A village, far away from here" he replied nonchalantly, "Sadly they were nothing like me. They killed Dragons for sport and would have executed me if they found out I'd befriended one. I faked my death several days after I was selected to kill a one of them"

"That sounds terrible; you don't miss them at all?" Sven asked, surprised of how lightly he was taking his self-exile.

"Not too much, if I'm honest. Most of the people there made fun of me and treated me badly" Hiccup answered, a hint of sadness crossing his face. "There are a few that treated me well, those people I think about every day" Hiccup had regretted leaving Gobber without saying farewell. He hoped the old man was doing well in the forge without him.

"It must be lonely, having nobody to call your kin" Trjonn shook his head, "Fjalar, you've saved our lives by doing this, and for that you're welcome to stay in Helgafjall for as long as you want"

"Helgafjall? That's your village I'll take it?" Hiccup asked, trying to change the topic as quick as possible. He never enjoyed a person discussing his bitter relationships, especially after all that's happened.

"Yeah, a bit more west and we'll be there. We should be able to see it on the horizon soon. You and your friend will be treated with the respect you deserve" Sven offered, admiring the beast in front of him.

"My friend, meaning Toothless?" Hiccup asked incredulously, "Your people have no trouble with Dragons walking about?"

"Our village is neutral with his kind" Katla gestured to the Night Fury "sure, they kill one of ours every now and again, and we kill one of theirs. But most of the time we just ignore each other. The only Dragon that gives us real trouble is the Skrill" Hiccup was shocked at how this village he'd never heard of was doing so well with the 'Viking's worst enemy'

"Wow, Berk could learn a thing or two from your people" the boy chucked, before silently cursing to himself. He'd been going very well in concealing his identity up until then.

'Always gotta mess things up, don't ya?' he thought to himself

"_Berk_? Why the Hel would you go to that awful place?" Trjonn gawked at Hiccup, "Everybody knows the only people who live there are lunatics"

"What makes you think that? Not that I disagree with you or anything"

"It's by far the closest island to Helheim's Gate, and the fools there wonder why they get attacked." Sven laughed. Hiccup thought about it for a second, the man's words making sense. "Something about those clouds, the Dragons there are unlike anything else. They'll attack anything that moves, it's a marvel any of those Hooligans are still breathing"

"Can you tell me more about this home of yours?" Hiccup quickly cut in. The last thing he wanted to hear was the imminent death of his ex-tribe. "Do you have a clan name or something?"

"Aye, we're known as the 'Free Folk'" Trjonn nodded, "We're only a few generations old, so it's unlikely you've heard of us"

"Yeah, that name is unfamiliar to me" Hiccup said, staring at Trjonn and Sven. The boy couldn't help but notice their slender and athletic bodies. "Uh, don't take this the wrong way, but you guys don't strike me as Vikings. People around here tend to have much more, y'know" He gave his belly a pat, grinning slightly.

"I'll take that as a compliment" Trjonn laughed in return, "It's 'cos we aren't really Vikings, Fjalar. Our forefathers hailed from a foreign land called 'Constantinople'. They were slave fighter there, forced to kill for the entertainment of others. When they escaped that awful place they settled in the Barbaric Archipelago, and we've been here ever since."

"We're basically refugees, so that's why we're called the 'Free Folk'" Katla shrugged her shoulders casually.

"Whoa, well that explains me not knowing the figurehead on your boat." Hiccup commented, standing up and giving his limbs a stretch. He was surprised how comfortable he was around these people in the few hours they'd been acquainted, and hoped more people would be like them at Helgafjall.

'Maybe if I stay there, I could teach them all about Dragons, and they could train them like me' Hiccup thought, enjoying the image of a village finally treating their kind with respect and kindness.

"Okay bud, you ready to get back to it?" He asked Toothless, who snorted reluctantly and lowered his shoulder for Hiccup to get on. "We'd continue flying. Best you people hold onto something!" The Dragon and his rider flew back into the sky, with a short rope connecting them to the piece of the boat.

"He seems like a nice kid" Sven commented "He's taking a big risk by rescuing us. I hope we can repay him"

"Aye, maybe if we're lucky he could help us take down the Skrill. I'll have to ask him when they next have a break" Trjonn nodded, smiling as the huge beast began to tow the piece of wood through the deep blue sea. Katla stared up into the sky, at Hiccup and his Dragon. She was mesmerized by the freedom and independence he had, and imagined what it would be up there in the heavens.

Katla quietly giggled to herself, 'Not to mention he's pretty cute'

o~0~O~0~o

Stoick the Vast hurtled through the thick forest as fast as he could, calling out for his son to return, the same way Astrid did the previous night.

"_HICCUP!_" He roared, trampling small trees and sending rocks flying. He refused to believe that his son- his _only_ son had been killed by a Dragon, the same way his beautiful wife died all those years ago. Regret was beginning to gnaw the man insides out as he made his way to the grove he'd seen his son by nearly a week ago. He should have never approved of this, what kind of a father would let his son risk his life for a sliver of 'honor'? "Hiccup, please come home!" Stoick was still in a state of shock and denial, he wasn't prepared to say goodbye to his son when things were finally starting to look up.

Soon enough the chief had located the entrance to the grove, having wandered aimlessly for a number of minutes. Stoick kicked the iron shield lodged in the stones, snapping it in two pieces that flew into the small lake before him. He didn't need to look twice to know that this is where it happened: bloodstains splattered the grove and Hiccup's dagger lay beside a small boulder.

Yet the boy was nowhere to be found.

"Stoick, there ya are" An exhausted Gobber hobbled his way into the grove to join his friend, taking a moment to catch his breath. "You need to just calm down and…" The one-legged Viking trailed off into silence, having looked up and taking in the gravity of the situation. "Son of Odin… What happened here" The chief picked up the dagger and examined it, doing his best to remain positive.

'My son isn't here, perhaps he was just injured and somewhere else' he repeated over and over in his head. The blade in the man's hands was clearly Hiccup's, nearly identical if not for the murky red blood that coated it. Stoick gripped the tiny weapon tightly in his hands, before turning to face Gobber.

"We can't loose hope, maybe he's wounded and nearby" the chief stuttered before resuming his panicked yell, "_HICCUP_, where are you-"

"Stoick, please no more" Gobber cut him off, shaking his head slowly in sorrow. "He's… Astrid was right… He's gone" The blond-haired Viking felt tears brim his eyes, as he finally accepted the awful truth. There was no way Hiccup could be alive with this much bloodshed. The man's words echoed inside Stoick's skull. "_He's gone._" The chief hadn't felt this way since his wife was taken; his hopes and dreams had been crushed under the weight of the world. For nearly fifteen years, the man had treated his son with next to no respect and hardly any attention. All Hiccup ever tried to do was prove his father that he wasn't a burden, and risk everything to make him happy. Stoick remembered the letter his son left him.

"_This will prove to you and all Vikings on Berk that I am worthy of being both your son and heir."_

Hiccup's death was on _him_, and there was nothing he could do about it. Stoick wished he could talk to his son, tell him how being chief wasn't about proving yourself, but making good decisions and smart thinking- everything he was. Everything he _used to be_.

"No…" He whispered, staring down at the ground miserably "I did this"

o~0~O~0~o

It had been nearly an hour since Gobber had ran off after Stoick into the forest, and Astrid had finally re-gained her composure. Many of the Vikings who were originally consoling her had left, and instead joined the search for Hiccup, leaving only the teens to talk to her in the Meade Hall.

"We should have never treated him so poorly" Fishlegs felt awful about the news, he being one of Hiccup's only friends. The large boy remembered a time when he and Hiccup were the best of friends, but as time went on Fishlegs was bullied for being around the boy, and soon stopped talking to him "I'd do anything to bring him back"

"Yeah, like remember his ideas?" Ruffnut added, "I mean they didn't work, but they were still smart and stuff. And our jokes, I mean, they weren't that bad, were they?"

"He was different, and that's why we hurt him" Astrid breathed deeply, determined to not shed another tear "I made him a promise, you know? I told him I'd treat him as a friend, after he saved my life; that I'd have his back and treat him properly" She buried her head into her hands, "And now he's gone. I should have been there, at his back- just like he had mine"

"Don't do that to yourself, Astrid. You didn't know he would do something like this, nobody would" Fishlegs shook his head furiously, "Right guys?" Everybody nodded in agreement- all with the exception of Snotlout. The Jorgenson boy simply stared at the table he sat on; completely lost in thought and imagination. Could this mean he gets his wish, becoming the heir of Berk? Snotlout admitted he was a bit sad at the death of his own kin, but his grief was far outweighed by the possibilities the lay in front of him.

'No Hiccup' he thought, wanting to be sad at never seeing his baby cousin, but failing to see any negatives 'No screwing up, no escaping Dragons, no lousy heir'

"Hey, you in there?" Tuffnut gave the stocky boy a light push, snapping him out his self-centered daze. Snotlout rose from his seat and briskly made his way out of the vast room.

"I… I need to think, I'm sorry guys" The black-haired Viking opened the huge wooden doors and left the teenagers to themselves.

"He must be taking Hiccup's… death, pretty hard" Astrid winced, still having trouble accepting that the boy was gone. "I'm almost glad he's showing a little emotion, I thought he hated him"

"He does, but he's still family" Ruffnut said, taking the now vacant seat. "I'm sure he just needs some fresh air"

"I hope so" Astrid felt a bulge in her jacket, and remembered the things she brought from the grove. "Fishlegs, I-I need you to do something" She pulled out the cloth and scales and put them in the boy's hands, giving him a moment to examine them.

"Are these..?" Fishlegs recoiled his hands in an instant, letting them fall to the ground as if they were poison "No, Astrid please keep that away from me" Apart from Astrid, Fishlegs was the most traumatized about Hiccup's death, and seeing the burnt remainders of his tunic only made him feel worse.

"Please, Fish. I don't think it was a Monstrous Nightmare that… killed him" Astrid let out a short sniff, picturing the grove she was in just hours ago. She bent down to pick up the scale and cloth, offering it to Fishlegs a second time. "This scale, I've never seen it before. And the burns on the cloth are also new to me" The boy reluctantly took the items into his hands, staring at them. "I need to know what did this, I'm going to hunt the beast down and finish what Hiccup started"

"I… Okay, Astrid" Fishlegs could feel himself crying as he gripped the last remnants of his friend and sat back down, watching as the shield-maiden left the room.

"I need some time alone; I'll be back… probably"

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup- or Fjalar, could make out an island off in the distance. It had nearly been a full day of flying and even Toothless was beginning to feel tired. He was very excited to meet this foreign tribe, as well as nervous to bring his "friend" along with him. Hiccup hadn't told the others about his fantasy, of a world where man and Dragon could live in peace.

'Maybe if I'm lucky, I could teach them to train Dragons themselves' the boy thought to himself, 'I'll show these people just how misunderstood they really are'. He turned around to stare down at the three people behind, proud to announce their progress.

"Trjonn, I can see land west of here! It's a fairly large island, could it be Helgafjall?" He asked

"Aye lad, I think you should give your friend a break!" The tall man laughed; "We'll arrive there in the morning, If we show up after dark, people might think it's a night-raid" Hiccup was in no position to argue. Despite looking effortless, riding a Dragon took a surprising amount effort and concentration, and the boy was exhausted. The rope Toothless was holding slackened as him and his rider slowed down, until the piece of wood they were dragging came to a halt in the water. Hiccup and his Dragon landed gently on the makeshift raft and stretched out their limbs.

"Good to be on my two feet again" the boy chuckled, his back popping as he leant back to stare at the sky. "I've been meaning to ask you three about the Skrill that attacks your town"

"That beast is a nasty little shite" Sven commented "killed more of our men than I can count"

"Sadly true" Trjonn nodded, before facing Hiccup and offering a fish he'd caught that day. "What do ya wanna know about it, Fjalar?"

"I'm not sure, why could it be attacking you?" Hiccup asked, taking a bite of the fish and offering it to Toothless.

"We honestly don't know, boy. It's been attacking us since we settled here, and it doesn't seem to be stopping anytime soon"

"Could you be on its nesting ground?" Hiccup proposed, "Maybe it's trying to re-take its home back from your people"

"That's a possibility" Trjonn nodded "But our people thought of that years ago. Many have searched the island for a 'nest' of some sort, but have all come up empty-handed" 'Fjalar' thought about what they were saying, and how little sense it made to him.

"Okay, so 'lemme get this straight" the boy said, letting the Night Fury finish the rest of the fish, "This thing, it attacks by itself, on a regular basis. It never steals food; it only kills people with no apparent reason."

"That's the basics of it" said Katla, joining in on the conversation. "We've tried everything to make it leave, our only option left is to kill it" A smile oozed across Hiccup's face, as he came up with an idea.

"I don't suppose you've tried taming it?" he asked quizzically, watching as Trjonn and Sven cracked a grin. "I might be able to help you people with your 'Dragon problem'"

"We were just about to ask you that" Trjonn beamed "If you can make friends with him-" he pointed at Toothless, who was happily snoring at Hiccup's side. "-how hard can the Skrill be?"

"Um, Fjalar, what species is he?" Katla questioned, admiring the obsidian-scaled beast "There aren't many Dragons back at Helgafjall, and I've never seen one like him before"

"He's a Night Fury" Hiccup tried to sound as casual as possible, but he couldn't hide his grin as Katla's jaw hit the floor. "At first he was a little uneasy around me, but now he's my best friend"

"The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself" Sven shook his head in disbelief. "The Night Fury is only a myth back home; I didn't even think they were real!"

"Gods above Fjalar, I see why you left now" Trjonn breathed, "Viking tribes would go to war for the honor of killing this Dragon, and would have your head if you said otherwise" Hiccup grunted in agreement, imagining the look on his father's face as he realized the truth. "If you can help us with the Skrill, the entire town will be forever in your debt. I'll do everything in my power to make sure your stay is as enjoyable as possible"

"Thank you Trjonn, it means a lot to have someone look out for you like that" Hiccup said in appreciation. In the past day these three people had treated him with more dignity and respect than his entire ex-tribe had in fifteen years, he was determined to repay them in dealing with the Skrill. Hiccup picked up his pack off the floor and reached into it, pulling out the last of his salted meats and bread. "This is all I've got left, if we're lucky it'll make us through the night" he spilt the food between the four of them and got the fire starting again, with a little help from Toothless. "Maybe I could show your people the truth about Dragons; they aren't the mindless beasts the Vikings think they are"

"I like the sounds of that" Trjonn agreed, "Like you said previously: having a Dragon to call friend could prove incredibly beneficial"

After a short meal and further conversation, the sun dipped under the horizon, sending the two older men to sleep and leaving Katla and Hiccup to talk to themselves for the first time.

"You don't feel like sleeping? It's been a long day" Hiccup asked, referring to Trjonn and Sven, who were snoring loudly several yards away.

"Nah, I'm more of a stay up and sleep in person" Katla smirked, shuffling closer to the crackling fire for warmth.

"So, you know about me, yet I don't know too much about you. What's your story?"

"Nothing all that important, if I'm honest. I was orphaned at age three; I live alone in one of the smaller houses at Helgafjall"

"_Orphaned?_" Hiccup repeated, wide-eyed "Gods Katla, I'm so sorry. I assumed Trjonn was your father or something" The boy remembered the pain and suffering he had to endure when he realized what had happened to his mother. He could only imagine the grief she felt to have both her parents leave her forever.

"Its okay, Fjalar, and you aren't the first person to think that" Katla replied, staring at Trjonn with a slight smile "He's a good man. Ever since my parents died he's been there for me- he basically adopted me until I was twelve"

"And when was that exactly..?"

"Three years ago, I'm fifteen now. How old are you?"

"Me too, I'm sixteen on the third day of spring" Hiccup grinned back at the black-haired girl. Any thoughts he had of being attracted to Astrid had abandoned him, and were replaced by Katla. Not only was this new girl more attractive than her, she was easy-going and great company to say the least. "What's a girl like you doing out here hunting the Skrill?"

"Well it's not like my parents are gonna say otherwise?" She raised an eyebrow, before lowering her voice to a whisper, "I thought I was ready to take the creature on. The Skrill took my parents life and I was determined to avenge them and everyone else" she flung her hands in the air, gesturing to the empty sky and open waters that surrounded them, "Now look what I've gotten myself into" Hiccup heard Katla's voice crack as she finished the last sentence, it was obvious that she was still traumatized about the events of yesterday.

"Hey there, none of this is your fault. Nothing could have prepared you for something like this" Hiccup shuffled closer to her and awkwardly placed a hand on her shoulder. "Look, I don't know you all that well. But what I do know is that you're one strong person to have made it this far. We're going to get to Helgafjall, and everything will be fine, I swear on it"

"T-Thanks, Fjalar" Katla let out a short sniff, before brushing her raven hair out of her face. "I'm grateful at least someone is willing to talk to me"

"Right back at ya" Hiccup grinned sheepishly, taking his hand off her and bringing them closer to the fire. The small boy could hardly believe himself: here he was, chatting confidently with one of the most attractive girls he'd ever met.

If only his ex-tribe could see him now, their reaction would be priceless.

Hiccup couldn't help but think of Astrid as he continued to talk to Katla. Sure, the blond-haired shield-maiden was good looking and a fierce warrior, but she had easily one of the worst personalities he knew. Everything she ever did was to increase her reputation as a 'Dragon-slayer', and nothing out of kindness and good faith. Hiccup hadn't forgotten her apology after he saved her life, but he still had his doubts about whether she meant it. _Katla_ on the other hand, was a completely different person. It was clear to him that the girl had a troubled past, yet still remained friendly and positive to a stranger such as himself. Not only that, Hiccup found Katla better looking that Astrid; her jet-black hair that flowed freely down her shoulders and curious smile sent shivers down his spine.

"So how'd you meet 'Toothless'? He seems pretty friendly for a Dragon" she looked over Hiccup's shoulder to admire the sleek beast, almost invisible under the night sky. "I must admit, this isn't exactly how I imagined him"

"Yeah, about that" Hiccup sighed, embarrassed to tell her the story. "I shot him down one night, with a machine I made"

"You _shot _him? Well that isn't a good way to meet a friend" She shook her head and chuckled, "you captured him I guess?"

"Not quite. Nobody believed me when I said I shot him down. I went searching in the woods the next day and found him all tied up in the bola I launched. I planned on killing him and prove to my father that I was a Viking like him" Hiccup's shoulders sagged as he remembered the events that felt like a lifetime ago. "But, when I was about to, I just…"

"… You just couldn't do it, huh?" Katla finished, "You realized you weren't one of them, you were better than them"

"Exactly, he didn't deserve to die. I looked into his eyes and I saw fear-I saw myself" Hiccup knew he was ruining his plan to act all tough, but being around Katla had lowered his guard.

"I'm glad you didn't kill him Fjalar, and I'm sure he is as well" she replied, this time placing a hand on his shoulder. "I'm not sure where exactly you came from, but it's clear that you're a better person than any of them" Hiccup looked into her deep amber eyes, feeling a warmth seep into his skin.

"Thank you, Katla" he smiled, lying onto his back and staring up at the sky. "I think I'll try to get some sleep. I wanna look good when I enter your village, don't i?"

"Yeah, I agree" she laughed back at him "I'll see you in the morning, Fjalar"

"You too, Katla" Hiccup leant against the sleeping Night Fury, letting its body heat keep him warm in the cold air.

The boy was close to sleeping when a voice broke the silence.

"Erm, Fjalar are you still awake?" It was Katla, bringing a slight smile to Hiccup's face.

"Yes, what's up?" his voice was croaky, but he did his best to seem happy with talking.

"It's your name, I'm a little curious. What does it mean? Sorry if it seems really random, it was just bugging me" Hiccup stared up at the night sky, letting the girl's question bounce inside his head.

'Should I tell her?' he silently asked himself. 'Yeah, why not'

"Well… Fjalar is a word in Norse" he sighed heavily, hoping she thought it was nothing important.

"So, Fjalar means..?"

"…_Deceiver_"
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	6. The First Confessions

The clanging sound of steel against steel could be heard from every nook and cranny in the village of Helgafjall; it was a sound that gave the townspeople a sense of comfort and protection, knowing there were people training hard in the sparring ring. The sun had only been up for an hour or so, yet most of the folks were already up and about, keen to finish their daily jobs and retreat to a strong cup of wine.

Sadly, luxuries such as breaks weren't offered to men like Avaldr.

Avaldr had been standing at his post, watching out to the east of Helgafjall since the sun went down, his bow at the ready for any signs of Outcasts, Romans or worse- _Dragons_. Almost a year ago, he had been promoted to First Ranger, and twelve-hour shifts were certainly something he hadn't seen coming. The man could feel the light spray of the ocean across his heavily scarred face, snapping him out of his thoughts and back to the job at hand. Avaldr continued to scan the ocean in front of him, praying that he would see a Free Folk ship on the horizon. This morning marked the fifth day his brother Trjonn and eight of his crew had set sail on yet another hunting mission, the tension regarding their safe return was thick in the air. The Skrill had been slaughtering Avaldr's people and friends for as long as he could remember and he was more keen than most to see the beast be put to the sword. An especially loud clang reached his ears, followed by a roar of frustrated pain. The middle-aged archer couldn't help but laugh out loud, as he pictured what had happened to whoever was injured. The people of Helgafjall had an obsession with fighting, a trait that dawned from the very origins of the village. While the neighboring tribes- the _Vikings_, believed the ultimate challenge was killing a Dragon, the people of this town saw nothing better than fighting against a person- an opponent who thought, walked and talked just like you.

"See anything out there, Avaldr?"

The ranger jumped slightly as a voice spoke to him from behind. Avaldr turned away from the coastline to face the source- a fellow guard by the name of Skarf.

"Gods you scared me there, Skarf" he chuckled, walking up to him and giving a gentle punch on the shoulder.

"You wouldn't have been if you weren't half asleep" Skarf retorted, grinning knowingly at the well-built man several feet from him. "I've been told ordered to take your place. Head down to the barracks and get some sleep, you look like a bloody mess" Avaldr couldn't help but agree with him, feeling about as bad as he looked.

"Well, if you insist" Avaldr returned the grin, passing the guard and patting him on the shoulder "Be careful not to have too much fun"

"No promises, my friend" Skarf rolled his eyes, before training his eyes to the vast blue sea before him. Avaldr made it halfway down the staircase, and heard a gasp from where he was standing. "Avaldr, get back here, we've got company!" The man reluctantly spun on his heels, before walking back up the stairs and to where Skarf was watching.

"What do you mean, 'company'? You've been on watch for less than a minute!" He huffed, removing the bow from his back and holding it steadily. Skarf pointed slightly to his right, where the morning sun hung steadily over the ocean. Avaldr squinted slightly against the light, and could make out a large black object flying right their way. "Son of a bitch, that's a Dragon" His years of training kicked him into auto-pilot, giving him no time to fear or think of how it seemingly appeared out of nowhere. He dropped the bow in his hands and sprinted to the west side of the tower, where he could see more guards perched up on other high structures. He waved his arms like a madman, yelling as loud as he voice could manage. "Boys, we've got a Skrill spotted to the east!"

Within moments of warning the others, the townsfolk of Helgafjall had found cover in their homes and dozens more soldiers had manned the bola launchers that were dotted all over the village. Daytime attacks were rare at this time of year, but an occurrence nevertheless, meaning people were prepared for an event such as this. Avaldr had quickly moved from the watch tower to a nearby building with a large bola launcher at the ready. The machine was much larger than him, and capable of shooting down airborne targets from as far as three hundred yards.

"Sir, the Dragon should be in range within fifteen minutes" said the man in control of the launcher. Avaldr raised an eyebrow at the scrawny soldier behind the giant weapon, looking no more that seventeen years old.

"Fifteen minutes? Are you crazy?"

"N-No sir, it's travelling very slowly. I don't think it's a Skrill, Sir" the teenager replied shakily, obviously nervous about being on the front lines. Avaldr walked to the edge of the building, doing his best to get a better view of the Dragon. As much as he'd hate to admit, the boy was right: the creature heading towards them was no Skrill. The beast he was looking at had a huge wingspan well over forty feet; it was also black as night, not the vibrant shade of purple the Skrill was so well-known for. But the largest piece of evidence proving this wasn't a Skrill was the wonderful weather Helgafjall was experiencing- there wasn't a single rain cloud in the sky, let alone a full scale thunderstorm.

"No, that definitely isn't a Skrill" he murmured to himself, before raising his voice to a bellow "Okay everybody, lower your guard but stay sharp. It could still be looking for a fight!" It was not uncommon for random Dragons to attack Helgafjall, but their damage never quite matched the Skrill. The minutes passed by with all eyes trained upon the mysterious beast advancing on the town, everybody in Helgafjall unsure of what its intentions were. Many of the families who had taken refuge emerged from their homes, ignoring the danger and letting their curiosity get the better of them. By now the Dragon was less than a mile away, and people could easily tell that there was something going on. Avaldr's eyes widened when a cloud passed above them, blocking out the sun and giving the guards a better view of what they were up against. The creature had a thin rope tied around its hind legs, dragging something very large through the rough waters. "What the Hel is this Dragon thinking? It's pulling something behind it" Avaldr breathed, unsure whether to treat this as good or bad news. Nervous murmurs filled the eastern watch towers, fearing this could be a new kind of attack. The Free Folk were a tribe that strongly associated with tradition, and anything 'new' or 'unknown' was generally feared or loathed, making this strange situation all the more dangerous in their eyes. A faint voice reached the archer's ears, with its origins being the sea. "Everybody shut up!" Avaldr roared, "I think I can hear someone over there"

At the man's orders, all conversation ceased around him, the only voice being heard was a distant yelling from off in the distance.

"_Don't shoot, Avaldr! This isn't an attack!_"

Avaldr recognised that voice like it was his own; it was the voice of his dear brother, Trjonn. The man's attention left the beast, and turned to finding where the voice came from.

"Sir, I-I think I see people behind the Dragon" The man who was previously in control of the bola launcher now stood close to the edge. He was pointing out to sea, where he could see three distinct figures atop the object being dragged by the beast. Dozens of citizens had now flooded towards the city walls, frantic to gain a view of the events unfolding. People also began to notice something more peculiar as the Dragon came within firing range- somebody was _riding _it.

"In all my years, I've never seen something like this" Avaldr shook his head in disbelief, watching as the rider slowed his Dragon to a halt, letting it hover gracefully over the ocean in front of the town. The person- clearly a man, raised his two hands above his head, as a sign of peace and that he was unarmed. Avaldr tore his gaze from the Dragon and looked at the people it had been dragging through the sea, feeling his jaw slacken in utter bewilderment.

It was Sven, the orphan Katla, and his brother _Trjonn_.

"Avaldr!" once again the man heard his name being yelled, but this time he knew where it was coming from. The archer stared at Trjonn with wide eyes, his brother returning the stare with a clumsy grin, as if to say 'betchya didn't see this coming, huh?'

"Trjonn, you crazy son of a bitch" Avaldr joined in on the grin, momentarily forgetting the Dragon and relishing the fact that his brother was alive and well.

"I'll explain everything once we get to shore. Tell your men to lower their weapons" Trjonn said, before looking up to the Dragon rider, "Fjalar, there's a small port further north. That's the easiest way to dry land from here"

Within several minutes, Hiccup and Toothless had pulled the slab of boat to a small dock, which was crammed with Helgafjall townsfolk. The rider could easily tell that mixed emotions were flowing through the people in front of him, with half the crowd cheering him on and the other half brandishing vicious weapons. The Night Fury let go of the rope and landed on the wooden platform, alongside the three people he'd been towing. Mere moments passed until the group of five were completely surrounded, whispers of the Dragon and his rider being heard.

"What kinda monster s'that?"

"-missing a tail fin, maybe it needs the boy…"

"That kid is a traitor to his race"

Hiccup slowly dismounted his friend, being sure to show his hands at all time, to prove he wasn't armed. The black Dragon growled savagely at the mob which had encircled him and his companion, fearing an upcoming fight.

"Shhh bud, I won't let them hurt you. Just show them you aren't any harm" Hiccup whispered, giving his friend a scratch on the neck to calm him down. Toothless ceased his snarling and adopted a neutral expression, only a slight rumbling coming from his throat.

"**You've really messed us up this time, haven't you?**"

An eerie silence clouded over the mass of people, with both parties unsure how to act. Helgafjall had never seen a Dragon like this, and knew that attacking it could be a disaster in such close quarters.

"Erm," Katla let out fake-cough, giving her the attention of everyone. "I-I know this looks crazy everybody, but I promise we can explain…"

o~0~O~0~o

_Astrid could feel blood pooling in her mouth, bitter tasting and a clear sign she was in trouble. The girl had suffered many injuries in her life, but never had she experienced this many broken bones at once. A deep and unnatural snarl could be heard behind her, insulting her inability to fight back._

"_Someone does something!" she heard a voice in the audience to her left, sounding equally terrified. Astrid summoned all her remaining strength in an attempt to stand, yet couldn't bring herself to do it._

'_This is it, it's over' she thought forlornly, 'I should have never done this-'_

"_STOP" Hiccup's voice echoed in her ears and rang out through the Kill Ring, as he ran out to save her. Astrid felt a sliver of hope as the thin Viking sprinted past her and put himself in between the Dragon and herself, praying to Thor that he would do something to save her. "I'm not going to hurt you, just…" Hiccup trailed off into silence, leaving the shield-maiden slightly confused. Astrid managed to roll over onto her back with a moan of pain, giving her a view of what Hiccup was doing. The Changewing stopped growling and began to purr with anticipation, its yellow eyes turning a deep green._

"_Why should I spare your life?"_

_Astrid whipped her head around to look at Hiccup, who loomed over the girl with a face of pure, unrestrained hatred. "Would you have saved me, if I was in your position? Of course you wouldn't, you're Astrid: the most hateful and selfish Viking ever known!" The blood-red Dragon advanced on the girl, now staring down at her with a sickly reptilian smile. "It's your fault I'm dead, and it's my fault you're alive now. I wish I let you die in the ring"_

_And with that final sentence, the Changewing opened its huge mouth and finished what it started._

Astrid managed to tear herself from the dream she was in, waking up on her bed in her breast-binding and undergarments. Her body was drenched in sweat and tears had been running freely down her face. The shield-maiden had been suffering the same nightmare ever since the found the grove, the same pain, the same fear, the same helplessness. Astrid shakily sat up, doing her best to not wake up her parents several doors down. The morning light flooded into her small room, warming the wooden boards which creaked underneath her feet. The teenager guessed it must have been several hours past sunrise- at least she got some sleep instead of none. As much as she wanted to not leave her room, she knew she had a job to do. She was determined to avenge Hiccup, by finding whatever- _whoever_ killed him, that awful night. After dressing and arming herself, the still-exhausted girl dragged herself out of her home and made her way down to the Meade Hall, hoping that Fishlegs had made progress with the Dragon Scale and cloth.

o~0~O~0~o

"What a load of _Dragon shit_!" Hiccup- also known as Fjalar, was never the kind of person to swear, but times like these required such harsh language. The lanky boy sat with his back against the cold stone wall that surrounded him, rusted iron bars stood in front of him, almost seeming to mock the boy and his original plans of peace. Within ten minutes of him and Toothless landing at Helgafjall, they had both been 'escorted' to the city prisons, while Sven, Katla and Trjonn would be questioned by the village leader. "So much for 'acceptance'" he mumbled, "Toothless, can you hear me?" a frustrated growl was his response, and no more than three cells down. Hiccup had told his Dragon to comply with the Free Folk and so far he had listened- nobody was injured, as of yet. The ex-Viking was sure he could escape from this place; the guards were away listening to Katla and the others. What's more, the people here didn't know his Dragon was a Night Fury- or the damage it could do. As tempting as it was, he resisted. Hiccup wanted to show he meant peace and breaking out certainly wouldn't help. The echo of footsteps reached his ears, causing him to stand up and walk up to the bars. It had been just over an hour and Hiccup hoped that by now this whole ordeal had been sorted out. The footsteps became louder and clear, until a figure walked out in front of his cell- a guard by the looks of him.

"I've been ordered to lead you to the main hall. The leaders of our tribe would like to question you" the man's voice was gruff yet held a hint of fear, most likely due to the large snarling Dragon several yards away. "The Dragon will be remaining here, no harm will come to him" Toothless continued to growl, furious at the idea of his rider being alone.

"Its okay bud, I'll be fine" the boy reassured, watching the guard open the rusty door and lead him out to his inevitable judgment.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup found himself inside of a huge room, even larger than the Meade Hall of Berk. There were at least three hundred people in the room with him, every single one watching him with utmost curiosity. Katla, Sven and Trjonn stood alongside two elderly men, who sat upon tall chairs at the very back of the hall. The guard escorted Hiccup to the very center of the room where he stood on a small podium, so that everybody had a view of him. The elder on the left raised his hand and signaled for quiet. Any and all conversation in the room stopped, nobody dared to interrupt somebody of such a high social standing.

"Do you know why you're here, boy?" The elder on the right spoke, his voice wasn't loud, but it resonated throughout the hall and rang in the ears of every person. Hiccup gulped nervously, seriously beginning to regret this.

"I'm being questioned for my actions" he answered, trying his best to not sound terrified. It was clear to him now that these people weren't Vikings in the slightest, from their inquisitive stares to the way they dressed.

"Indeed, as you can tell we are a tribe that prefers to remain discreet. We are not Vikings and therefore we refuse to associate with them," The man's stare was both hard and cold as stone, examining the boy in front of him for any signs of feebleness. Hiccup refused to show fear, the last thing he wanted was yet another culture thinking he was weak. "So now I ask you, why were you riding a Dragon?"

"He… He's my friend. Also he cannot fly without me" chatter broke out across the room at the mentioning of 'friend', there were very few people who believed befriending such a creature was possible.

"There _will_ be silence, while the questions are being asked" The man on the left raised his voice, killing the conversation, "And why can this Dragon not fly without you?" Hiccup cast a quick glance at Katla, wondering just how much she told these people.

"He was wounded. He's missing a tail fin and I control a prosthetic"

"Very well, these people to my side-" he stared at Trjonn, Katla and Sven, "-have furiously debated your release for the past hour, claiming you rescued them after they were left to die. Why would you do something like this to people you don't know?" A lengthy silence followed the man's question; even Hiccup didn't know the answer to this.

"…Because it wasn't right to just leave them there. What kind of person would I be if I just flew past them?" the boy turned to face the audience, now questioning them. "Would _you_ have left them, even if you didn't know them?" nobody answered his question, it was clear that he had proven his point.

"I see," The man gave a hint of a smile, outwardly pleased at what he had heard. "As I'm sure the others have told you, our ancestors came from a faraway land. The romans who still rule there have been hunting us ever since, and will stop at nothing to see us eradicated. Why should we think you're nothing but a spy? After all, your name is _deceiver_." The looks of curiosity were soon replaced by glares of anger. Hiccup could hardly believe what these people were saying to him. He had saved the lives of their people, and here he was being accused of being a spy.

"Look sir, do you know what species of Dragon I ride?" he wanted to sound annoyed at them, and he succeeded

"No, we've never seen that kind on Helgafjall" the man replied calmly. Hiccup looked back at Katla, the only person in the room who had a grin on their face. She knew he wasn't a spy for the exact reason he was going to say.

"Of course you haven't- nobody has. The 'unholy offspring of lightning and death itself' tends to not reveal himself all that often" he answered smugly. Several people gasped and the two elders stared at the boy in shock, as they came to the realization of what they were dealing with. "That Dragon I arrived here on is a Night Fury. If the romans had control over this Dragon, do you honestly think they would have bothered to send a spy? If the romans had control over a Night Fury, you would all probably be dead by now." As harsh and blunt the boy's words were the elders in front of him knew he was right. If the roman army had any control over such a beast, they would not use it to simply spy on them.

"You've made your point. Now explain why you're called 'Deceiver'" the intense stares remained on Hiccup, as the boy felt his stomach drop. He knew the only way they would believe him is if he told them the whole story, every last detail.

'Ugh, here goes nothing' Hiccup thought to himself. He had hoped to have never told people about his history, but he felt like he had no choice.

"Well… My name isn't really Fjalar; I use a false name to cover my identity. My real name is Hiccup" the boy could tell that people wanted to laugh at such a strange name, but oddity kept them silence as they wished him to continue. "I'm a Viking, more of less I _was_ a Viking"

"Does your tribe ride Dragons along with you?"

"No, I was the first that I know of" he replied quickly, not wanting these people to perceive Berk as a threat of any kind "My tribe was brutal to the Dragons, more so than others. They killed them for fun and sport. I was an outcast there, bullied and tormented. So I left with my Dragon, and haven't looked back"

"Why would they torment you, if you rode a Night Fury?" the elder on the left asked. His voice no longer held an accusatory tone, the question was asked out of genuine interest.

"Nobody knew I had befriended him, if they found out they would have killed us both" Hiccup murmured in return, fifteen years of resentment and hatred bubbling back to the surface. "They bullied me all my life because I was different. I-I was" he looked down at his body- tattered and scrawny in comparison to a Viking. "–_this_"

"What do you mean, 'this'?" the elder on the left inquired, aware of how emotional the boy was becoming.

"Thin, underweight, emaciated" he listed, wiggling his dirty and blood-caked arms "I didn't look like one of them, and I didn't think like one of them. They abused me, neglected me and treated me like dirt. I was called 'Hiccup the Useless' for nearly ten years, my own cousin gave me that name. I faked my death and ran away with the Night Fury, the 'murderous and mindless beast' that showed me for care and respect than my own _father_. You want to know why I called myself 'deceiver'? Because those people back home probably think I'm dead, and that i went down with 'honor', like a true Dragon-slaying savage" his tone grew from misery to rage as he remembered how awful they treated him before Dragon Training, he spat the word 'father' out like it was poison. Despite Stoick having treated Hiccup well in his last few days, everybody knew the only reason was because of his success against the Dragons.

"I'm sorry for what they did to you, and I'm sorry that we suspected you as a spy" The elder who spoke had lived his entire life alongside falsifies and thieves; he knew a lie when he heard it, and this wasn't one. "We shouldn't have assumed such things of you, especially after you saved the lives of three of our own. We are in debt to you" The crowd that surrounded Hiccup seemed to agree, with almost everybody in the hall sharing the same disheartened look. "You are welcome to stay in Helgafjall as long as you want. We'll also find suitable accommodation for your Dragon; I trust he can maintain his behavior?"

"My Dragon won't hurt anyone, he's not as bad as he looks" the boy smiled, with Katla nodding in agreement. Hiccup did his best to look pleased, but under the skin he was in complete shock. These people had listened to him, understood him and believed him. They had felt his emotion and knew what he had been through. And what's more, they had allowed him and his Dragon- _a Night Fury,_ to be guests here, something he could have never seen coming.

These people were not Vikings. They were so much better.

"I hope so. Trjonn, Sven and Katla, please give our guest a tour of the town and see that his gear is returned" the elder extended his hand to the door, before addressing the audience, "this meeting is disbanded. Everybody shall return to their duties" Hiccup stood down from the podium and watched as Katla barged through the crowd to meet him.

"Hey… so how did I go?" he asked, nervously chuckling at the girl.

"You did quite well Fjalar- or is it Hiccup?" she raised an eyebrow, a hint of annoyance in her voice that he'd been lying to her.

"No, it's Fjalar. My past is something i want to forget, plus who wants a name like 'Hiccup'? Fjalar sounds so much cooler" Katla rolled her eyes and snickered at the boy. "Look, I'm sorry I wasn't all that honest, I'd tell you my full name but it's even worse" The large mass of people eventually filed our of the hall and went back to work as if it was nothing out of the ordinary.

"I don't doubt you, Fjalar. Gods above you should have seen Trjonn when they locked you up. If looks could kill, I'm fairly sure those judges would be dead!" her face fell slightly and without any warning, pulled the boy into a tight hug.

"Erm… what is this for?" Hiccup certainly wasn't complaining at the action, he could feel his face turn crimson as several people remaining in the room pointed and grinned "K-Katla people are looking at us"

"I'm sorry for what they did, Fjalar. You told me you had a rough past, but I never thought I was that bad" she broke away from the embrace and smiled at the boy. "You are not useless, and we will never treat you the same way they did."

"Thanks Katla, that means a lot" Hiccup returned the smile, before turning to face the wide open doors, "May I have the tour, milady?"

"How very formal of you, indeed you shall!" she said sarcastically, leading him out into the blinding sunlight.

o~0~O~0~o

Fishlegs Ingerman waited patiently outside the monstrous doors that lead into Berk's Meade Hall, the Dragon scale and burnt cloth stowed away in his pocket. The boy knew he hadn't slept a wink the previous night. He'd exposed the owner of the scale several hours after midnight, but after his discovery, sleep seemed a thing of the past. Every time he tried, he would have nightmares of Hiccup and what took him. He could hear the boy's screams, and the silence that followed as nobody answered his pleas for help. Fishlegs could envision Hiccup's face, awash with sheer terror as the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself took him away, the same way his mother was taken nearly fifteen years ago.

He knew a Night Fury had killed Hiccup, every piece of evidence pointed to it.

Fishlegs watched miserably as Astrid slogged up the stairs to meet him, her sagging shoulders a clear indication she'd gotten no more sleep than him.

"Hey Fish" Astrid looked up to face the boy, her face clouded over with a mix of fatigue and determination.

"H-Hey, Astrid. I made progress with what you gave me" he knew the shield maiden wouldn't take the news lightly; he wasn't looking forward to telling her. "I'll tell you everything inside" Astrid was in no position to argue, she didn't eat yesterday and a meal seemed like the first good news in days. After walking into the hall- which was mostly empty, the pair of them sat down, and was soon joined by the twins.

"Hey like, where is everybody?" Tuffnut asked, collapsing onto the wooden chair and laying his head on the cold table. "The hall is usually full at this time"

"Plenty of people are at the grove where Astrid…" Fishlegs began, but was soon cut off by Ruffnut, who shook her head warily.

"The grove where he was _killed_; you might as well say it" Astrid stated bluntly, staring down at the floor and letting despair bubble up into her throat. "Fishlegs, if you have some news you'd better tell me. I'm in no mood to sit around and wait while the beast the murdered Hiccup is still out there"

"Okay yeah, about that" Fishlegs shakily reached in and dropped the scale and cloth on the table. "Well first of all, both of these are remarkable to say the least. The scale is stronger and lighter than any other I've seen" the three Vikings next to the boy shuffled in closer, as he laid the scale on the dark stone floor. "And what's more, it blends in with darkness unlike anything else. See look, it's almost completely blended in with the rock" Fishlegs put the scale back onto the table, now focusing on the scorched cloth. "As for this, these burns I have seen before, sadly not under the best circumstances-"

"Please cut the crap, Fish" Astrid cut in, frustration building as the boy seemed to praise whatever killed her friend. "Just get on with it, please"

"I'm getting to it, Astrid" Fishlegs nodded, before resuming his 'Dragon-rant'. "These burns have only been found on the catapult towers, after an especially violent raid" the boy's emphasis on the last three words caused the teenagers around him to realize what he was finally building up to. "As well as that, the cloth hasn't been torn or shredded. Judging from the accuracy of the cut, it was a blade of some sort that sliced Hiccup's vest"

"No way" Ruffnut stared at the boy, wide-eyed "Surely you're not saying…" the Thorston twins weren't exactly known for their smarts, but even they could see what had happened.

"It was him." Astrid hissed venomously, stepping away from the table and letting her hands clench into fists. "That bastard, the traitor to his own race" the shield maiden left the room without saying another word to them, knowing all too well what had really happened.

"_The Dragon Rider killed Hiccup_"

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup- now officially Fjalar, sat next to Katla on top of a single story house, their feet dangling over the edge and giving them an excellent view of the town square below. When Toothless had first been released from prison and let run wild, the Free Folk were a mix of terror and hatred. It had been several hours since that, and the Night Fury was now a walking and flying tourist attraction. Nearly a dozen small kids had swarmed on the beast, scratching him all over his body until he was a boneless puddle of bliss. Even the older men and women had flocked to see him, offering fish and marveling at how this legendary creature acted when he felt relaxed.

"Oh gods Fjalar, look at him!" Katla giggled hysterically as a five year old girl rubbed Toothless behind his left ear, causing his back leg to twitch wildly. "He's adorable! This is the best thing to come to Helgafjall since wine itself"

"He's quite the Dragon indeed" Fjalar grinned, brushing his long auburn hair out of his eyes and admiring the village before him, he could have never guessed a place like this existed anywhere near Berk. Helgafjall was completely different to his old home, there were easily thrice the amount of houses, and everything was all so much more compact and cramped. Helgafjall was more of a city than a town, largely resembling Constantinople and other empire settlements. The world around him was alive with chatter, smells and action.

Fjalar absolutely loved it.

"Was it hard, befriending him?" Katla asked

"About as hard as making friends with any other person, I guess. Why you ask?" Hiccup drew his eyes from Helgafjall, and stared into Katla's deep amber eyes. The boy couldn't help stifle a sigh; he still couldn't get over the way she looked, with her jet black hair and beautiful figure.

"Well, I've been thinking this all morning" she shuffled closer to the Fjalar, so that they sat shoulder to shoulder, "Look how much good he's doing for the town already. What if we could train more Dragons? Toothless would have some company and you can prove everybody that these creatures are simply misunderstood"

"I was hoping you'd say something along those lines" Fjalar nodded in agreement, "maybe we could get you your own Dragon. A nice attractive Nadder, a graceful Timberjack or maybe even a fierce Nightmare…" he trailed off into silence, realizing he'd been blabbering.

'I guess some things never change, eh 'Hiccup'?' he thought to himself, watching Kata giggle once again.

"You're such a weirdo, you know that right?" she found her face drawing closer to his. Katla didn't know much about this boy, but she knew more than enough to know how she felt about him. There was just _something_ about him that made her spine tingle, whether it was the freckles on his nose, his flowing hair or those stunning green eyes. They'd only known each other for a few days, she couldn't care less. He had an awful past, neglected by his own family and basically disowned; any other guy would be miserable and depressed. Yet here he was, treating her better than every other guy in Helgafjall combined.

Katla liked Fjalar, Katla liked him _a lot_.

Fjalar couldn't believe what was happening to him. Here he was the ex-runt of the tribe, about to kiss a girl that made Astrid look unattractive. The boy felt butterflies build up in his stomach, he was almost certain he was going to stuff up somehow. A voice rang out in his skull, destroying and doubt.

'_I am no longer Hiccup the Useless_'

Fjalar moved in for the kiss with confidence, but stopped when he heard a voice.

"I've been looking all over for you two!" It was Sven, a grin plastered to his face, "what, I wasn't interrupting anything, was I?" Fjalar and Katla shared a nervous chuckle, staring down at the man from the rooftop

"No, you didn't interrupt anything Sven" Katla answered, clearly disappointed about the awful timing he had.

"Good to hear. Lass, you're needed with the elders, they want to talk about the fight against the Skrill"

"I… Erm, okay. I'll be there in a minute" Sven nodded at her answer, before spinning and heading back the way he came. Katla stared back at Fjalar, who stared back at her with an equally flabbergasted expression. "Another time, perhaps?"

"Yeah… I don't want to keep you waiting and stuff" he replied faintly, unable to comprehend what had just happened. Katla jumped down from the building and landed softly.

"I'll see you later, Fjalar! Try to stay outta trouble!" she winked up at him, blowing him a kiss and running off in Sven's direction. Fjalar remained motionless until the girl was out of sight, staring at the floor with his classic dumb grin. He'd been so close, another second and he would have kissed the girl. Fjalar thought the gods must have hated him, for easily giving him one of the most inconvenient experiences to date. The boy fell backwards, now lying with his back on the roof and staring up at the cloudless sky.

"Well…" he muttered to nobody in particular, "there's always next time"

**Thanks for reading yet another chapter, hope you enjoyed! Feel free to tell me what I did right or wrong in a review/P.M; please remember this is my first story ever! Anyways, I'll be back with chapter seven in the next two weeks. Stay tuned and stay awesome!**

**Peace! :-)**


	7. An Agreement

Astrid's favorite axe slammed into the tree, with more than enough force to kill a man. The blade of the weapon lodged several inches into the wood, but not nearly deep enough to sedate her anger. The enraged Shield-Maiden would spend endless hours at this exact tree, hurling her axe at it as a form of release. Usually it did the job, leaving her too tired to think about what was wrong or upsetting her.

But this wasn't one of those times. No amount of throwing would calm her today.

Astrid had searched the entire forest for any traces of the Night Fury and its rider, praying that they hadn't left Berk. To her grief, not a trace of the duo was found. It had been several hours since her discovery of who really killed Hiccup, and she had yet to work up the courage to talk to Stoick about it. She was mortified about the boy's death, but her sadness was nothing in comparison to the red-haired chief. Stoick hadn't left the grove, and had only spoken to Gobber since then. Astrid knew his reaction would be one of hatred and fury, she thought he might even put off the nest-hunts, and start sending ships out looking for the rider.

The teenager ran up to her axe and wrenched it from the scarred tree, nearly popping her shoulder out in the process. Astrid couldn't care less about the pain; she turned and dropped into a forward-tumble, before turning back to the tree and launching her axe once again. The shield-maiden's clothes were now drenched in sweat, and her classic head band had fallen off hours ago, leaving her hair in a sticky yellow mess. She ignored how awful she must have looked, and continued to push her body to the limit. As much as the girl was trying to release her anger, she was also using this opportunity to train. Astrid had the odd feeling in her gut that the rider would return. She didn't know if it would be days, months, or even years.

Astrid knew the man would be back, and when he returned, she would be ready for him.

o~0~O~0~o

Katla bit her lip and breathed deeply, readying herself to tell the elders of what had happened on the hunt. The thought of loosing most her crew mates still burned in the back of her throat, especially after knowing it was partly her fault. The girl couldn't help but wonder what would have happened if she hadn't used the rope to catch the Skrill, perhaps they would have killed it another way, or perhaps they would've been killed. Two men and a woman entered the small room and faced her with unreadable expressions.

The people in front of her were known as the council: a series of judges who controlled the day-to-day jobs of Helgafjall. These people were second on the social ladder, only behind the elders seen in Fjalar's questioning. The men and woman took their seats in front of Katla, eyeing the chair behind her and implying that they wanted her to sit. The teenager had a high reputation in the village, being praised by the adults and loathed by those her own age.

"Before we begin, we'd like to make clear that this is not an interrogation, and you will not be punished for any wrong actions. We simply wish to know what happened with the Skrill and any more information on Fjalar" The woman spoke, her voice strong with authority and confidence, yet carrying a hint of kindness. It took all of Katla's composure to not question her; luckily she managed to hold her tongue and slowly nod in acknowledgement.

"I understand. What you want to know about Fjalar?" she replied, relieved that she could put in a good word for him.

"If he can be trusted, he seems like a nice boy, but he still has Viking origins. And let's not forget the Dragon he has following him around everywhere, we still don't know much about it" one of the men stated, "We want to know as much about him as possible, and you two seem close" Katla could feel herself blush slightly, remembering how close they'd come to kissing that morning.

"O-Okay, well firstly I think you can trust him. He's had far too many opportunities to attack us if he wanted to. And lets not forget his Dragon is a Night Fury; they could have broken out of prison easily, but chose not to. He's determined to show us he isn't here to hurt us" The people in front of her nodded, seeming to agree with her.

"You have a point. Trjonn spoke to us earlier, and mentioned something about him 'showing us the truth about Dragons'. What do you know about that?"

"He plans to end the war between people and Dragons, and not by killing one side. He wants to show the world that the beasts are simply misunderstood, and attack us because they think we're a threat" she explained, "he plans to start with Helgafjall, by helping us deal with the Skrill attacks" the council seemed shocked at the news.

"How does he plan to stop the Skrill? We've tried for generations and failed every time" the woman raised an eyebrow, leaning forward and displaying a clear interest in the matter.

"He thinks he can tame it, and I believe him. If he can make friends with Toothless I doubt he'll have any trouble" she grinned, remembering the Night Fury's goofy smile.

"_Toothless?_ That's the name of the Night Fury?" the other man asked incredulously, before receiving a nod from Katla.

"Sure is. I guess that's enough proof of how harmless he can be" she chuckled, "look, he hasn't told me much else that you don't know of. He left his tribe after a life of abuse, and he's keen to prove he isn't 'Hiccup the Useless', as he was called back home. I trust him and have faith in him, I think you should too" The three elders seemed to believe her once again, having spend years asking questions to liars.

"That will be all, Katla. If the boy wishes to prove himself more than a guest, I'm sure we could find him some work. You may leave and continue to show Fjalar around"

"Oh, I thought you wanted to know more about the Skrill?" she questioned,

"You need not worry, Trjonn gave us an exact report and we'll be questioning Sven in a moment's time. You've given us more than enough information" the woman said reassuringly. Katla nodded once again, thanking the people and briskly leaving the room. She was anxious to return to Fjalar, worried some teenage girls would find him before she did. Unlike Vikings, speed and agility were favored against brute force, making thin and tall men more attractive there. As well as that, he was a mysterious outsider who just happened to ride the most dangerous Dragon ever known. All of this made the already-famous boy even more desirable in the eyes of women.

And she wasn't ready to leave her new crush without a fight.

o~0~O~0~o

"Can I help you?" A burly man stood with his back to the front door of his store, too busy with his piece of metal to turn and greet the unknown person who had entered. The man had worked at his forge all morning, and was too exhausted to barter with customers, even if it resulted in a few silver coins.

"Uh, no not really, just having a look around, that's all" the man paused when he noticed the person's accent. It was clearly foreign, heavier than the flowing dialect known in Helgafjall. He slowly put down the red-hot iron and turned to face the voice, his suspicions being confirmed. At the entrance of his shop stood a thin-looking boy with piercing green eyes and long auburn hair. None of that so much as crossed the smith's mind; his attention remained solely on the huge Dragon sitting comfortably behind him.

"You're that Dragon Rider- Fjalar, right?" he asked, not sure whether to be nervous or excited. The man had seen a lot of things in his life, a lot of which he wished he hadn't seen. Despite all of that, nothing could have prepared him for the Night Fury, with its muscular body, cat-like eyes and obsidian scales that were darker than night itself.

"I guess so, yeah. I was just interested in your forge, I was an apprentice back where I came from" the boy replied, stepping in and inspecting the many weapons mounted on the walls. "Sorry if this all seems a little random, I'm new here" he chuckled nervously, picking up a weapon and closely examining the metalwork. "I must admit, this equipment is very impressive. I've never seen iron molded quite like this. My old home had a very different way, not sure how it performs against this"

"By all means, if you wanna help, grab a spare apron and get sharpening" he rolled his eyes, returning to his work. The smith had expected the boy to be more… _Viking-Like_, but instead he was quiet, polite and rather small.

"I wouldn't mind that actually" he said, surprising the man. "Don't want my skills going to waste, now do I?" Fjalar rested the weapon back on the wall, before turning to face the smith with a smile.

"It was just a joke lad. I've got this handled, and I'm sure your Dragon won't want to stay and grow bored" he brushed the boy off politely. The smith knew he needed help, but he didn't want to hold down the boy when he clearly had more important things to do.

"Well if you insist" Fjalar wanted to argue with him, but he didn't want to seem desperate. The teenager was determined to repay Helgafjall for allowing him to stay here. "Come find me if you need an extra pair of hands" Eventually the ex-Viking left the neatly kept smithy, waving awkwardly at the man as he left.

'What an odd little kid' the man shook his head and grinned, liking him for some unknown reason.

Fjalar re-emerged from the dark store and let the afternoon sun soak back into his pale skin. After several hours of aimlessly walking around the city, people had grown more and more used to the Night Fury which tailed him. Most of the townsfolk had already met Toothless, and no longer offered him free fish and endless back rubs; the most he got was the odd pat on the head and a cheerful greeting, which was excellent news to both of them. Fjalar was never a person for fame and glory; he hated the endless praise he received back on Berk. Not only that, but Toothless had eaten so much fish he could hardly walk.

"Bud, where'd you go off to?" Fjalar asked aloud, staring up above to see if he'd climbed on the roof again. A delighted warble caught the boy's attention, coming from the alleyway down beside shop. He walked several paces to find his Dragon surrounded by three girls, who were both tickling Toothless under his now bloated gut.

"He's amazing," one sniggered, "I want one right now"

"You and me both, he's like an overgrown cat!" a second girl laughed. Fjalar leant against the outer wall of the smithy and intentionally coughed, catching the attention of the girls and the Night Fury.

"You having fun over there bud?" he smirked, watching the Dragon lumber past the girls and answering with a satisfied purr.

"**I'm too fat to fly. I guess that means we'll have to stay here forever"**

"Toothless, I think you've had more than enough fish for today. You look fit to burst!" he grinned, sweeping his long hair out of his eyes and staring up at the girls. "Um… hey there" the boy mentally slapped himself for his gracelessness.

"So you're the mighty Fjalar, hmm?" the girl on the left beamed at him, then gently elbowed her friend next to her.

"Well I don't know about 'mighty', but yeah, my name is Fjalar" the boy nodded, trying to keep his heart rate as the three teens stared at him mischievously.

"He's even cuter up close" the girl in the middle joined in, giggling as Fjalar raised his eyebrows, unsure of how to react.

"Uh, t-thanks..?" he stuttered

"And his accent" the third girl purred, "So thick and strong. I love it…" The ex-Viking's throat ran dry as the three girls walked up to him and ogled him like he was a piece of meat.

'This isn't happening. No, no this couldn't be' Fjalar had always been horrified when it came to talking with girls, especially Astrid, but this was on a whole new level of terror. He repeated the sentence in his head, until a much louder voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

"_Fjalar,_ there you are!"

Toothless, left his friend's side and ran up to the new person, ecstatic to see her again.

It was Katla, having arrived at the last possible moment.

"Well look who it is! You finish your meeting with the elders?" Fjalar quickly asked the girl as she bent down and hugged the Night Fury around the neck.

"It finished two hours ago, I've been busy looking for you in this mess of a place!" she laughed, standing up and facing him. "C'mon, I've still got so much to show you-"

"Um, sorry sister, but if you can't already tell, he's busy talking with _us_" the middle girl caught Katla's attention, both of them staring daggers at each other.

"Well, if it isn't Anne, Catrine and Lene" she raised an eyebrow, almost seeming amused. "I'd ask why you three are in this back alley, but I can't say that I'm surprised to see you here"

"Yeah, well what's it to you?" the Lene shot back, "we were just talking to our new friend here, Fjalar"

"You three can finish stalking him later" Katla growled, taking his hand. "But I've been ordered by the elders themselves to give him a private tour of the town" she yanked Fjalar's hand before Lene could reply, pulling him out of the alleyway and dragging him until they were out of view.

"Well that was- hey, you can stop that now!" he yelped in pain as the black-haired girl finally let go of him, scrunching her eyes tightly shut and taking several deep breaths. "You mind telling me what happened back there?"

"Sorry about that" she grumbled, "those girls are trouble, you don't want to be around them"

"Why? I mean they didn't do anything wrong…" Katla's eyes met his, giving him a 'oh really?' look. "All right all right, I'll admit they were a little… _forward_ with me"

"Can we just forget that ever happened? They frustrate me beyond belief" she said

"They didn't seem too fond of you as well" he raised an eyebrow; "you and them have a history or something?"

"Nobody our age likes me" she hissed, "so no, that's just how everyone treats me" Fjalar stopped walking alongside her and stared at her motionless.

"Now wait just a minute there. Why the Hel would the people our age not like you? I mean…" he struggled to find the words, "-just look at you!" Katla was only ever complimented by adults, so to have somebody her age say that felt incredible.

"Thanks Fjalar," she could feel her face turn red and couldn't help but smile. "I'm afraid it's more than that. All the teenagers here, they're… _jealous_" the boy didn't know what had happened, but judging her facial expression it was clear that it had struck a nerve of some sort. Katla walked off the pathway and sat on a small bench, burying her face into her hands. "And it's not what you're thinking. I don't expect you to understand what I'm rambling about"

"Yeah, I don't know what you're on about" he stated honestly, before sitting next to her. "But I'd like to" Katla looked up from her hands, staring up the boy's face and feeling a warmth re-enter her body. Fjalar wasn't like the rest of them; he wasn't harsh, cruel and selfish. He was caring, generous and one of the few people who listened to her. Breathing deeply, Katla sat up and began to explain why she'd gotten so emotional.

"I… When my parents were killed, Trjonn took me in as 'the daughter he never had'. The man has three boys, gods above I don't know how he manages" she chuckled slightly, "Trjonn is a fighter like no other, and an amazing teacher. I've never seen someone as gifted him. You can see it in his whole family, his wife became a wonderful archer within months of marrying him, and his boys are incredible with just about any weapon. When he took me in, he began to train me as well, just like his wife and kids. He did it to make me feel more like a part of the family, but mostly because he knew that I needed a release; something to take my mind of the death of my parents" Fjalar nodded in understanding, glad this girl was opening up to him.

"I'm sorry to hear that, Katla. It must have been awful loosing your mom and dad"

"It was. I was so full of anger, and Trjonn's training finally gave me a way to escape. I fueled every last bit of my hatred and emotion into my work with him, and it paid off. By the time I was nine, I could defeat almost all of my 'friends'" she broke into a wide grin, remembering the looks on their faces, "I was pretty damn good. I had earned the respect of the elders, the adults and Trjonn, but never the people my age. They began to despise me, claimed I was a cheater and shouldn't have been taught to fight so well. At age fourteen, I was the youngest person to have ever completed my Gladiators" Fjalar looked at her curiously.

"Your 'Gladiators'?" he asked

"Sorry, forgot you didn't know. The Gladiators are kind of like a 'wright of passage' for our town. It's a brutal training program made to push the body to breaking point and further. It turns boys into men, girls into women. Most of the people who try it fail, and only people above eighteen have a chance of passing"

"And you did it at fourteen" Fjalar smirked, recalling how everyone reacted when he used his 'skills' in Dragon Training, "Trjonn must have been so proud of you"

"He sure was, and I mean it when I say that those were the worst six months of my life" the teenager's happiness seemed to drain away, as her face fell. "But from that day on I've been an outcast to the others. All I ever wanted to be was a success, I just never knew it would come at such a high price" Katla shook her head in misery. "I remember some of the things they said after I passed. Lene told her friends that 'she wished her own parents had died when she was three, so that she could be trained'. A boy called Markus spread a rumor that _I_ killed my own parents, so that Trjonn could raise me instead…" by now she had stopped talking, fought desperately to hold in the tears. She didn't want to cry, not in front of him.

The boy couldn't believe what he was hearing from her. The Vikings of Berk had treated him poorly to say the least, and while Katla's torment lasted a lot shorter, it was so much worse. "They are jealous" she choked out, "they are that jealous my parents were butchered, and of the life I was given afterwards. I would give anything in the world for them to come home, and they think I wanted it to happen" Fjalar knew her pain better than almost anyone else she'd talked to, having been bullied ever since he was five, as well as loosing his mother. He wanted to think she was lying, and that people of such a nice village were capable of things this hurtful. "I'm sorry if this is a lot to think about. We've known each other for hardly a week, yet nobody's listened to me like you do. I felt like you needed to know the truth"

"I… I don't know what to say" Fjalar was utterly speechless. He was shocked that Katla trusted him, after knowing him for only a couple of days. It made him feel needed, it made him feel special.

Something he hadn't felt ever on Berk, even in his last days there.

"I know what it's like to loose a loved one, Katla. My mother died months after I was born. I might not have known her well, but I was told that she was the most amazing woman to have ever lived" he murmured, smiling sadly at the thought of her. "I'm sorry for what they did to you"

"It's okay Fjalar. Y'know these past few days, you and I have spoken more than every other person my age in the past year or two" she summoned a weak smile, "You're the only person my age who I'd call a friend. I hope you now understand why I didn't want those girls around you"

"It's okay Katla, I don't think I want anything to do with them after they said those things to you" he murmured.

"Can we please put this behind us? Emotions aren't exactly my strength" she sniffed, trying to change the subject.

"You and me both" he chuckled, "I came to this town trying to be the 'tough guy', so nobody would pick on me like I was at home. So far my plan isn't exactly going well" Fjalar got up from the seat and took Katla by the hand, pulling her up with him. "C'mon, you wanted to show me something, right?"

"Yeah, I did" her face brightened, "I've gotta show you the training ring, you'll love it!" Fjalar grinned back at the girl, glad to have cheered her up after the burst of emotion. "I've always wanted to see a Viking fight; we should have a friendly spar!" the boy could feel the blood leave his face, as his Dragon made a chortling sound that resembled a laugh. He was going to go up against the town's best fighter, and he could hardly slay a pig without killing himself.

"**No pressure, lover boy"**

"Yeah… about that"

o~0~O~0~o

Fjalar remembered seeing his father fight for the first time, as if it was yesterday. It was a Dragon raid, when he was only six years old and still coping with the loss of his mother. He recalled peeking out the window to watch his dad slay Dragons in complete awe; it was less of a fight and more of a slaughter. Stoick was taking on a Monstrous Nightmare and two Deadly Nadders at the same time, wounded from the previous kills yet still going strong as Thor himself. The Six-year-old Fjalar gaped at the chief as he rolled clear of one Nadder's spikes, which impaled the Nightmare behind him, before smashing his hammer into the face of the other Nadder.

With two of the three Dragons stunned, he advanced on the Nadder which shot at him, punching it straight in the face and leaping onto its jagged head. Stoick dropped his hammer and with his enormous hands, snapped the two largest spikes clean off the beast's skull. Its squawks of pain were cut short as he drove both spikes into its eyes, killing it instantly. The other two Dragons who watched the scene fled from the huge Viking, knowing what he was capable of in such a short amount of time. Fjalar had never forgotten that raid; he'd always known it as the best fight he'd ever seen.

That raid was nothing compared to what he was watching now.

Fjalar stood in the audience section of Helgafjall fighting arena, a massive structure that made Berk's killing ring look like a stone bath-tub. Katla had explained how this place- like the rest of the town, resembled the greats fighting pits of Constantinople, fit to hold thousands of viewers, eager to watch the bloodshed. Hardly any of that was running through the ex-Viking's mind however, he was too entranced on the fight. Katla, Toothless and he were watching four deadly looking fighters square of against each other in a team battle.

Three fighters, all up against Trjonn

"Huh, gotta give it to the man: he's never been one to slack off. We've been back only a day and he's back in the ring, showin' them how it's done" she mused, smirking as Fjalar gawked at her. The man was equipped with a small axe in each hand, and was wearing no armor whatsoever.

"He's gonna take them _all_ on, at once?" he spluttered, watching as the three men surrounded him in a triangle, each of them wielding deadly weapons. Before Katla could answer his unnecessary question, the person to Trjonn's flank charged without warning. Trjonn reacted instantly, flinging both his axes into the sky and facing his attacker unarmed. The man jabbed a spear at his chest, but was easily parried and disarmed as if it were nothing. With brutal accuracy, Trjonn spun on his front leg and connected his right heel with the man's temple, knocking him out before he hit the ground. With one man out of three down, he turned to face his remaining opponents, who both stared uneasily at their friend who was out cold on the floor. Trjonn barked a short laugh, and without even looking up, caught his two axes and adopted a fighting stance.

"You lads gonna just stand there?" he winked, twirling the weapons in his hands. The two men facing Trjonn shared a nervous glance with each other, and with a shrug of their shoulders, attacked.

Fjalar could hardly believe his eyes. Watching Vikings fight against one-another was quite boring; full of pausing for breath and charging like wild boars. He had expected Trjonn to be a good fighter, but he'd never expected him to be this good. Trjonn held his ground as the two people lunged at him, meeting every one of their rapid strikes with the blades of his axes. After several moments of attempting to break his defenses, the duo pulled away. The man hadn't even been scratched, and the barrage of failed swings and slashes had left the two attackers panting from exhaustion.

"I guess it's my turn now" Trjonn struck before they could raise their weapons, throwing both his axes and knocking the weapons out of their hands. One of the men quickly ran up to meet him, his front shoulder hunkering down as he prepared to tackle him. Trjonn lowered his body to the floor, outstretching his right leg and sweeping the man off his feet with surprising grace. With a heavy grunt, the second man landed on the ground, and before he could even get up, his third teammate was down for the count.

"Yield! I Yield, Trjonn" he blurted out frantically, admitting defeat and not wanting to share the same fate as his friends. With a smile, Trjonn offered out his hand and hoisted the man back onto his feet, patting him on the shoulder while doing so.

"Your strikes are very fast, Gaudi, and there's plenty of power in those arms of yours" he complimented, "one thing you need to work on, however, is how you use that power. Tackling your opponent could work, but there are far better options available"

"Okay, I'll keep that in mind" he nodded back at him, "thanks for the fight, remind me not to doubt you next time"

"I sure will. Make sure those two get some ice for their bruises" he chuckled, picking up his weapons and leaving the arena. Katla felt an immense pride as she stared at Fjalar's face of awe, glad to have impressed him with Trjonn's fighting skills.

"So what do you think? Can Vikings fight like that?" she smirked, being answered with only a wordless head shake.

"I… How…" he struggled to comprehend what he'd seen. Trjonn's fighting was nothing short of stunning. He'd taken down three vicious looking men in a heartbeat, while making it look easy. "Odin's ghost, how the Hel did he do that?" he managed to breathe out.

"He's one of Helgafjall's best, when it comes to combat and tactics. That's why he leads our Skrill hunts" Katla replied.

Fjalar let his thoughts run wild, as he pictured what he could do if he fought _half_ as well as Trjonn did. He'd be able to travel the world, and not have to depend on Toothless for defense and hunting. He could even return to Berk, not as a timid little boy, but as a lean and fierce warrior.

He could beat Snotlout in combat; pummel him into the ground for all those years of mistreatment.

He could beat _Astrid_; show her how much he's changed. The look on her face would be to die for.

"What would it take to be trained by a man like him?" he asked, desperate to know if his dreams could become reality.

"Trjonn is very picky about who he trains. So don't get those hopes up" she chuckled, "He has a big family to raise, and training taking up such a large part of his day means he has to charge quite a lot" the boy's fantasy seemed to suck away from his thoughts, leaving him feeling glum. Fjalar had very little possessions to offer, anything he had of value was very important to him.

"So what, I'd give him a sheep or two and he'd train me for a week?" he joked half-heartedly

"Nah, he only takes gold and silver" she shook her head. "Either that or you can service trade"

"Huh? What's a 'service trade'?" he raised an eyebrow

"Ugh, how do I explain this…?" she trailed off into silence, until the thought reached her. "Well let's say I was a good seamstress, I could work in the clothes store. Instead of asking for money in return, I could ask to be trained. The people, who are meant to pay you, pay the trainer instead. We've done it for quite some time"

"Oh okay, that makes sense" he mused. The idea was far more promising than trading gold and silver, yet still didn't look good for him.

'What could I do for the town in return?' he thought to himself.

The idea hit him. Fjalar's eyes widened in shock,

"Katla, where am I sleeping tonight?" he blurted out

"Oh, there's a guest room in my house. It's where your gear is at the moment" she answered "something wrong? Fjalar I know that look when I see it, are you gonna do something crazy?"

"Maybe" the boy turned away from the training ring, grinning wildly as his mad plan unfolded itself in his head. "Probably" he quickly corrected himself. "Katla, I'll be back at your place in a few hours. Sorry if this seems a little strange. Toothless, stay with her and keep out of trouble, I'll be back soon bud" The Night Fury had only just woken up from a short nap, and grunted curiously at his friend, who was now making his way out of the audience stands.

"**Hiccup, please don't do anything crazy"**

"I know, don't worry I'll be fine" he yelled back,

"Fjalar shouldn't I come with you? And what about Toothless? What about our friendly fight?" Katla asked, "It's dark and you could get lost. Plus I don't want you messing up and getting kicked out of here"

"I'll be fine, I promise. Just take care of my friend and I'll explain everything later!" he broke into a run and vanished around the corner, leaving the girl and Dragon to themselves. Fjalar hoped he could trust the girl with him; she seemed to be very honest so far.

"Should I go after him?" Katla casually asked Toothless, "I hope for your sake he knows what he's doing. I'm meant to be watching over him" The Night Fury snorted back at her, rolling his eyes and curling back up to sleep. "So this is that 'Viking stubbornness' I've heard so much about"

"**Good luck finding him. He's a runner. And for the record I can take care of myself"**

Fjalar knew what he was about to do was bogus, completely insane and very risky. He'd even left his Night Fury- his best friend and most trusted companion- in the hands of someone he hardly knew. The boy weaved through the thin alleyways and streets, remembering the exact rout he'd taken to get to the arena that afternoon. Fjalar had even shocked himself when he left Toothless, but he knew that dragging him along could land them in even more trouble, and greatly increase his chances of failure.

'I have to try' the voice in his head repeated, as he kept on running, not once looking back.

Katla tried to search for Fjalar that night, but the boy seemed to have vanished from sight. Not only that, but Toothless refused to move from his spot, and Katla was in no position to argue with a Night Fury.

Within several hours of persuading- borderline begging- she'd convinced the beast to come to her house, where she could both watch over him, and wait for Fjalar to return. The girl admitted that she was a tad frustrated with Fjalar, for simply leaving her like that. She was anxious for an explanation as to what he was doing, and why he seemed to trust her with a _Night Fury_.

Katla had flushed slightly at the thought. The boy trusted her with his best friend's well being. She would have only done that to someone she liked a lot, and he did it to her with almost no hesitation.

She continued to think about herself and the mysterious guy, right up until she fell asleep.

o~0~O~0~o

The deafening sound of a fist against wood was what tore Fjalar from his slumber. It was nearly midday, and he had spent over eight hours conjuring up his 'master plan' which would get him training by Trjonn. The exhausted boy now lay flat on his face, sprawled out on an unmade bed like Toothless after a night of neck-rubs. Instead of working for a few hours on his idea, he'd continued up until sunrise, and had snuck himself into the guest room of Katla's house when he was finally finished, not wanting to wake her or anyone else.

"Fjalar, are you in there?" a voice yelled out, accompanied by more knocking.

"Ugf… Yeah I'm here…" he called out, "just a few more minutes… please-" Fjalar was interrupted by the door opening, and Katla stepping inside.

"Do you have any idea how long I was outside waiting for you, last night?" she asked, trying to sound angry and not laugh at the hilarious position she found him in.

"I'm sorry Katla; I got…" he yawned loudly, not bothering to lift his face from the pillow. "…Got a little carried away last night. Toothless seemed happy when I came here. Thank you for looking after him after I ran away" Fjalar finally rolled onto his back and got up from the bed he sat on, his long rusty hair all over the place like a bird's nest atop his head. "I hope I didn't wake you trying to get in here"

"I thought I heard someone on my roof around sunrise" she shook her head, suppressing another laugh. "Y'know, you could have knocked and I would have let you inside. You didn't have to be all quiet about it"

"I didn't want to disturb you" he grunted, "I kept you waiting for me to return, and I wanted you to sleep"

"How did you even know where my house was?" she put her hands on her hips. "I don't remember showing you it"

"Yeah, but not every house has a Night Fury snoring on it" he grinned sheepishly, "This is your house, right?" Katla rolled here eyes and returned the smile.

"So, you gonna tell me what you did last night? I think you owe me an explanation"

"Okay, well I _might_ have broken into some guy's forge" he tried to sound as casual as possible, knowing his actions could have serious consequences.

"You did _what_?" she spluttered, "You mean Bardi's Forge, the one I found you outside yesterday?"

"Yeah that one" he nodded, "You told me about 'service trade' yesterday, and it gave me a wild idea. So I ran over to his forge, crafted up something and left it for him. If he likes it, I might just be able to train with Trjonn and learn to fight, in return for working with him"

"Why couldn't you have told me about this before you left?"

"I didn't want you to follow me and get into trouble if It went badly" he responded,

"Gods above Fjalar, I was so worried about what you were gonna do" she lightly punched the boy on the shoulder. "What did you make?"

"A sword, nothing too major" Fjalar said, before receiving another one of Katla's 'oh really?' stares.

"You spend eight hours on a sword, and it's 'nothing major'?"

"I wanted to make sure it looked good, okay?" he raised his hands defensively, "Plus I had to do everything slowly, not wanting to wake any early-sleepers"

"Yeah, how very considerate of you" she rolled her eyes, "Anyways, I wondering if you wanted to grab something to eat, y'know down at the hall. There's like lots of food for you to try, I'm sure you're hungry and all" she couldn't help but notice her own stutter.

'I've fought men twice my size, and lived alone for three years. Here I am, nervous about asking out a boy to a meal!' she silently cursed to herself. Fjalar didn't seem to notice her tone, or slight blush.

"Yeah sure, I'm starving!"

o~0~O~0~o

Fjalar was stunned at the Great Hall he stood in. The boy had only been in the room once, during his trial, and since then it had been outfitted to feed all of Helgafjall. Back on Berk, the only food offered for Dagmal was bread and broth: an awful mix of yak meat and vegetables, which the Vikings loved unbeknownst to him. Due to Fjalar's size, he was never given a large potion, preventing him from growing much larger than he all ready was.

"Smells good, huh?" Katla could see the boy's shock from a mile away, as he ogled the dozens of trays of food available to them. "We have an abundance of food here, and we like to make sure everybody is well fed"

"You could add up all the food from my old home, and it wouldn't come close to this meal alone" he breathed, walking over to where people were serving the food. "What the Hel even are these things" he pointed to a platter of sizzling meat, mouth watering in anticipation, "Oh my Thor, it smells beautiful"

After Fjalar was done staring, he stacked up his plate with a mountain of food, and sat himself next to Katla in the hall.

"So I take it you've never eaten this kind of food?" she watched him dig into his gigantic meal, surprised about how such a thin boy could manage it.

"Nah, nothing comes close to this" his mouth was crammed full of chicken and potatoes, "It's so good!"

"I can tell you like it" she commented, "Like I said earlier, the Skrill that attacks us, it steals no food and only goes after the townsfolk-"

"Hey, Fjalar! Over here!"

Katla and her friend turned heads to look at a table several yards away, which half a dozen teenagers sat on. The people there waved at him, and gestured for him to come over.

"Don't sit with that girl, come sit with us!" One girl spoke out, patting a free space on the chair next to her. Fjalar recognized her from the day before, as Anne. The teenager cast a glance at Katla, who wore a face of both misery and resentment.

"You can sit with them, I guess. It would suck to have them pick on you, like me" she turned back to her food, eloping in quiet. A sudden chill ran down Fjalar's spine, as he finally understood what was happening.

He had become popular, and Katla was the outcast.

Katla wasn't like the others, she had something they didn't. Her fighting skills had outclassed anyone else of her age, and for that she was hated. They saw her as a nuisance, a pest and a hindrance, only because she was considered different.

_She was the Helgafjall version of Hiccup._

Fjalar had finally witnessed his life from someone else's point of view, and he was sickened by it. He was liked by the other teenagers, and was not going to join their tormenting of her.

"No, I'm fine thank you. I'll stay here" he called out, returning to eat before any of them could answer. He spoke to Katla, his voice low enough that only she could hear "I was a victim, back where I came from; I told you and your entire town. If those people think I'm going to join their bullying of you, they're wrong."

Katla opened her mouth to thank him, but the sound of the hall doors opening caught her attention. Bardi- the forge master, walked in the hall, brandishing a large sword and yelling maniacally.

"_Where is Fjalar?!_"

Chatter in the hall ceased and looks of curiosity fell on the boy. The smith was well known for keeping his temper under control, and seeing him react like this was a good sign that something was out of the ordinary. One of the elders at the head of a large table stood up, and addressed the man.

"Bardi is something wrong?" his eyes turned to Fjalar, who seemed far less confident about his plan then he did a minute ago. "Did our guest do something?"

"I hope this is all part of your plan" she whispered, as Fjalar stood up and faced Bardi.

"S-So, did you… like it?" he stuttered, noticing the weapon he was wielding was the very one he made that night.

'I knew this was a bad idea. Now I'm going to be killed by my own sword, isn't that great' he thought.

"Fjalar, what. Did. You. Do." The room was now deathly silent, as the elder glared at him. He was considered to be their guest, and his title could just as easily be revoked if he were to misbehave.

"That boy broke into my forge last night, while I was sleeping" he answered, looking not nearly as angry as expected. "I didn't see him, but it couldn't have been anyone else" a smile crossed Bardi's face, not out of wicked glee- like he was going to enjoy punishing Fjalar, but a smile of pride.

"I-I wanted to p-prove myself that I could work for you?" he trembled, holding his hands behind his back, so that they couldn't see how badly he was shaking.

He didn't expect Bardi to laugh, however.

"My boy, you've more than proven yourself!" he chortled, holding out the sword and letting the elders see it, "this is a work of art!" Fjalar could've sworn that he wet his pants with relief. _He actually liked it, the plan worked_. The elders gave the sword to one of the onlookers, letting them pass it around and marvel at his creation. The weapon he'd made was engraved with runes, and had a handmade hilt which resembled a Dragon with outstretched wings.

"So you want to work for me? Tell ya what, if you can make more of those, you're bloody hired" Bardi said.

"If you wanted to work for him so badly, why didn't you simply ask him for a job?" someone asked

"I did, yesterday. He made it clear that he was fine on his own" Fjalar answered, "I decided to show him what I was capable of. I was an apprentice back home, and I don't want my skills going unused"

"That's why you wanted to work for him? Because you didn't want your skills to go to waste?" the elder raised an eyebrow.

"Partly, I-I wanted to make a trade for my work at the forge"

"What kind of trade are you thinking?"

Fjalar scanned the crowd of people who'd been watching the scene unfold. His eye caught on what he was looking for, right at the back of the hall, stood Trjonn. A tiny smile spread across the man's lips, having a good idea of what he was going to say.

"A service trade. I wanna learn to fight like you guys"

_**PLEASE READ**_

**Sorry if this wasn't the most action-packed of chapters- although it was the largest yet! (8100 words), this was mostly a set-up for the next part of the story! Several big changes are going to take place next chapter, and I feel like I should let you know!**

**LIGHT SPOILER ALERT, READ IF YOU DARE**

**1) Chapter 8 will be set 9 MONTHS after the events of this part, and Fjalar will be a very different person. He will be an excellent fighter and be best friends with Katla. His personality will be far more outgoing and confident, making him slightly OOC. He'll also be sixteen, with Katla's birthday several weeks away.**

**2) Katla and Fjalar will not be officially a couple, but many of the Helgafjall townsfolk will suspect something is happening between the two. They are both attracted to each other, but are both too shy to talk about it.**

**3) I've got the full storyline planned out. I plan on making ****this plot unlike any other novel out there,**** with a mix of the first and second movie characters (as for who those characters are, you'll have to wait n' see!). I've searched tirelessly, and haven't found a single Fanfic which comes close to what I'm planning, so be excited!**

**4) Speaking of characters, Valka will NOT be featured in this story, although there may be references to her at one point of more. Secondly, this is NOT A HICCSTRID, I'm sorry all HiccupXAstrid diehard fans!**

**Yeah, that's about it! Remember to stay tuned for the next chapter; I plan on making it the best one yet! Feel free to review; any constructive criticism is greatly appreciated! See y'all in two weeks.**

**Peace! :-)**


	8. A Place To Call Home

"_Journal Entry: A New Home_

_Date: Sixteenth day of autumn_

_Well, I'm back._

_It's been over nine months since I wrote one of these, but hey, 'better late than never' I guess. This is my first journal entry as Fjalar, not as Hiccup the Useless, and I've got a lot to catch up on._

_So, where to begin?_

_Well, it's been nine months since I left Berk, and nine months since I arrived at my new home, Helgafjall. Its three degrees south of hopeless, and clings to the border of the Meridian of Misery. Life here is fantastic, I'm actually useful here; I have a purpose and people treat me with respect. The people of Helgafjall are not Vikings, they call themselves the 'Free Folk', and are ex-slaves from a land they call Constantinople. While Vikings are hulking masses of fat and muscle, these people are taller, leaner and faster. The Free Folk prefer brain over brawn (doesn't mean they can't fight), having to live under the constant threat of Romans (soldiers from Constantinople, from what I've heard, they make the Outcasts look like housewives). Yeah, if you haven't guessed already, these are my kind of people. I can actually fit in here, sit down and talk about my projects and not come off as some sort of madman._

_I first met the Free Folk by complete fluke, only a week after leaving Berk. I found a destroyed boat, out in the middle of the ocean. I chose to investigate, and found three survivors on board, Sven, Trjonn and Katla._

_I'll tell you about them later on._

_As I was saying, I chose to help return home. I still don't know why I did it, it was a huge risk but I did it anyway. I talked to them, gave them food and with the help of Toothless, managed to get them back safely. I remember how shocked I was when I first turned up here- it's completely different to Berk. While my old home is full of gleaming new wooden houses, spread out across a huge island, Helgafjall is a tight metropolis: the houses are built of stone, and some of them are generations old. The entire town is incredibly compact, all the stores and houses are squashed together. The entire town feels __alive__ with action, sound and smells._

_I'm in love with it!_

_I'm one of the first Vikings to know about this place- the Free Folk like to stay quiet, and not associate with neighboring tribes. So it's no surprise that they took my arrival as suspicious, especially considering I was riding a Night Fury. After several hours of negotiation, I managed to explain my previous life, and why I ran away. They awarded me the title of guest, and for saving the lives of those on the ship, I'm allowed to stay in Helgafjall as long as I please._

_Over the past few months, I've gone from a visitor to a citizen. I now recognize almost everybody in the town, and they recognize me back. Toothless is also considered a member of Helgafjall, when you think about it. When the two of us aren't flying around, he's out helping the people with jobs. He's become quite the celebrity, and he loves the attention. As for my job, I work in the forge, crafting weapons alongside a man called Bardi. He reminds me of Gobber some days, jolly, stubborn, and fluent in the language of sarcasm._

_My arrival has caused several changes in Helgafjall, some big and some small. The largest difference would easily be the Dragon Training Academy. Several months ago, my friend and I got the idea that we could train wild Dragons to help out with the town, and so far it's been a huge success. In half a year, I've managed to train five new Dragons. These include a Hotburple titled Groundsplitter; two Hobblegrunts, named Eenie and Meanie; A Changewing called Viper and a Smothering Smokebreath which Katla named Misty:_

_Groundsplitter is the Dragon I probably spend the most time with, second only to Toothless. Groundsplitter works in the forge with me, and when I say work, I mean he's sleeping almost all the time. Much like his cousin- the Gronkle, Hotburples are able to regurgitate metal ore and create an even lighter, stronger substance- which I named 'Gronkle Iron'. I've tried to make weapons out of it, but so far my luck hasn't been too good (I might have burnt down the forge once or twice, all for a dagger)._

_The Eenie and Meanie are both excellent at collecting wood and fish. Hobblegrunts look quite different to most Dragons. Instead of four legs, they have two muscular legs and two large arms. This means they can both haul a huge amount of supplies. Thanks to both of them; dozens of people don't have to go out fishing or into the forests for materials. What's more, the two of them seem to love their newfound jobs, and their new homes amongst the townsfolk._

_Viper is a beautiful female Changewing, which I encountered on a flight to a nearby island. Unlike most of the others, Viper and I had actually met before. She was the very Dragon which attacked Astrid back on Berk, and by sheer luck I found her. Judging from how she acts around her species, I'd say she was exiled or disgraced after being captured by the Vikings of Berk, making me the only friend she had left. Nowadays, Viper serves as one of Helgafjall's best hunters, regularly bringing in enough game to feed the entire town. Viper's invisibility also makes her a great scout, helping the guards keep track of Outcast ships which venture too close._

_Last, but certainly not least, is Misty. She is a Smothering Smokebreath, found by Katla while exploring caves. While most of her kind lives in huge packs, Misty was abandoned as a hatchling, probably because of her color. A regular Smokebreath is a shady silver color, yet for some reason misty is a very dark blue, it's likely a birth defect. The cute little Dragon is always perched up on Katla's shoulder, serving as her body guard and 'assistant' in combat (Smokebreaths are very territorial, and without a nest to guard, Misty defends Katla instead). Out of all the new Dragons, Misty is the only one to have actually bonded with someone apart from myself, a fact Katla enjoys bragging about._

_There is one more Dragon, however. It's a regular visitor to Helgafjall, yet not in the good way. The Skrill, it has some sort of hatred for the village, and every few months she will pay us a visit, and try to take as many lives as possible. For three generations, the reclusive Strike-Class has been attacking, and nobody knows why. Since I arrived at Helgafjall, the Dragon has only struck twice, and both times she's been scared off by Toothless. I hope to make peace with the Skrill some day, but first I'll have to gain a better understanding of her._

_Now I guess I should write about my new friends. Well first there's Trjonn, the tactician and fighting extraordinary. For almost a year now he's been my private trainer and borderline father-figure. He's mid-thirties and has a family of three boys and a wife. Trjonn also adopted Kata when she was three, taking care of her for over nine years. He stands well over six feet tall, and has long brown hair tied into a single braid. To say he knows how to fight would be perhaps the greatest understatement of my life, he's un'friggen'believable! I've never seen someone use an axe quite like him; he wields it like He was born with it. I've been training tirelessly for ages now and he can still make mincemeat of me in a matter of seconds._

_Then there's Katla_

_Thor above, I honestly don't know where to begin. I could write a whole novel on her, tell you everything there is to know. I think I'll start with the obvious: Katla is my best friend, and was one of the three people I found on board the ship. Katla is the only person I've fully opened up to, I've told her everything there is about me, my full name, and reputation on Berk, my father; __even Astrid_

_She's changed a lot since we first met. She's five foot eight and has long black hair that flows freely down over her shoulders. Her eyes are stunning amber, you can almost get lost in them. Her casual attire is a light blue tunic, with baggy black pants and thick brown boots. When it comes to fighting, she can wipe the floor with me. With a sword in both her hands I don't stand a chance, even when I use my glaive._

_If this was Berk, Katla would be considered a goddess. Snotlout would follow her like a stray dog, and Astrid would be humiliated in a fight. But this __isn't__ Berk, and the teenagers here treat her with no such respect. Instead of receiving praise, Katla's fighting skills got her nothing but resentment and jealousy. They treated her as an outcast, only because they envied her, and it made me feel terrible. I know what it's like to be the different one, and to be excluded. So I stuck up for her, I don't associate with the others and I treat her as best as I can._

_Okay okay, I MIGHT have a crush on her, so what?_

_But seriously, who wouldn't? Her face… it's just so… wow. Her cheekbones are strong and angular; her lips can curl into a smile that would make flowers grow. Her body… Freyja herself must have hand-crafted it! She's funny without even trying, and her laugh gives me this feeling in my gut I only ever used to experience around Astrid. But that isn't even the best thing about her, it's her personality. Katla has been tormented, bullied and victimized for most of her life, and still to this day, yet she continues to have such a bright outlook on life. She's never raised a hand to the teenagers, never fought back and never thrown a punch; she just ignores them and keeps on walking, even though she could pummel them all in a heartbeat. Any other person would have gone nuts by now, yet she lives her life with a smile on her face and a girly skip in her step (with a sword in each hand, mind you), she sees the positive in everything, and blocks out the negative._

_I'm working up the courage to ask her out, but I'm still unsure if she likes me back. Her sixteenth birthday is a week away, and I plan on making it her best one yet. I've been modifying Toothless' saddle, adding an extension on it which means two people can fit comfortably. I've got this entire route set up that I'll take her on, up into the sky and around the beautiful landforms near Helgafjall. I've also been working on a new set of swords for her. Just last week, Toothless tried to melt steel with his plasma blast. The result was a thick black metal, exactly the same strength and weight- the only difference being the color. If I can mix the Night Furies blast with Gronkle Iron, It'll look pretty damn cool. I'll should give it a new name or something; I'll have to ask her for suggest-_"

"Fjalar, what's taking you so long?"

The boy jolted in shock as he heard someone knocking on his door. He'd been writing in a fresh book which he bought the day before, to serve as his new journal. Fjalar's charcoal stick flung from his fingers and rolled across the floor as he scrambled out of his seat and slammed the front cover shut.

"Yeah, just hold on a second! I'm getting dressed in here!" he hollered back, grabbing the loose papers on his desk, shoving them in the book and tucking it under his bed. He and Katla had plans to train together this morning, and once again he failed at being on time.

"Well hurry up, man. This cool morning breeze isn't gonna last forever!" she continued to knock on the door, knowing it annoyed him after months of living under the same roof.

"Okay I'm ready to go now" he called out, opening the door and walking out to greet her. "Mornin' by the way. You look very nice" Fjalar's confidence had greatly increased since arriving at Helgafjall. No longer did he have to worry about criticism or bullying, and no longer did he stutter in speech. He could finally come out of his shell, and be himself.

"Thanks, you don't look half-bad yourself" Katla still wasn't used to the boy's charming remarks, even after spending nearly a year with him. She bowed her head slightly to conceal her blush. "So you wanna get going?"

"I've got to feed Toothless and make sure the others are staying in line. Go on ahead without me; I'll be at the clearing in twenty minutes, promise"

"You'd better be" she playfully jabbed a finger in his gut, before turning and heading out the front door, "this is your first day off in a week, let's not waste it!" she called out.

"Wouldn't dare" he grinned, sitting down on a chair and slipping into his boots. Katla's house was rather small, but since Fjalar moved in, he'd taken it upon himself to help expand it. There was now a large room on the right side of the house, which served as a sleeping area for Misty and Toothless. "Hey bud, you still asleep?" he entered to find the Night Fury comfortably slumped against the wall, "C'mon Toothless, you overgrown salamander. You want to go get some breakfast?"

As if a candle had been lit in his skull, the once docile Dragon shot to attention, growling enthusiastically and nodding his head.

"**About time Hiccup, and we're going flying today whether you like it or not"**

"Oh sure sure bud, you're all sleepy and lazy when work's involved. But when it's food, you're up like a Snaptrapper in the rain!" he laughed, sitting in front of the Dragon and scratching him around the neck. "Let's get some fish in that gut of yours, and go pay the others a visit"

o~0~O~0~o

To say Astrid was disgusted would have been a grave understatement, she was utterly appalled.

It had been nearly a year since the death- the _murder-_ of Hiccup and the pain of his passing still struck the girl like it happened yesterday. Sadly, it seemed that only Gobber, Fishlegs, Stoick and she were the ones who still cared about him.

For the first weeks after Hiccup's demise, everybody seemed mortified, even the stuck-up Mildew seemed to miss him. But as the months came and went, more and more people realized how Berk was better off without him, and that his four weeks of 'fame' in the Kill Ring didn't make up for ten years of foolishness. There were now fewer accidents in the raids; nobody needed to babysit him anymore; there were no more crazy inventions, capable of burning the town to a crisp. Some of the braver Vikings even _celebrated_ the boy's death, but usually behind closed doors.

Astrid thought about Snotlout, and how he reacted to his cousin's death. For maybe a week, the thick Viking hardly talked to anyone, and it wasn't out of grief. It was clear to the shield-maiden that he was thinking about something.

Then after that week passed, nothing was really the same.

Snotlout's arrogance and ego had blown to all new measures, almost overnight. He'd become louder, prouder and more up himself than anyone could have imagined. His flirting with Astrid had gone from casual hints and flexing, to borderline demanding and bribery. For the past decade or so, Astrid's dislike for him never exceeded a slight bitterness, but for the first time ever, she could feel herself beginning to hate him. The Viking lost one of his front teeth when he tried to kiss Astrid at training, yet he still didn't get the message. With Hiccup out of the picture, Snotlout knew he was next in line for Chief, and he planned on making Astrid his own, regardless of how she felt about it.

The raids had also worsened. They might have decreased in occurrence, but each time they took more and more food. As stubborn as Vikings were, even they could see the truth.

_They were loosing the war._

"Berk to Astrid, are you in there, girlfriend?"

Astrid was surprised to see Ruffnut sitting next to her, or to have found her in the first place. The shield-maiden raised an eyebrow at the girl, before turning back to face her surroundings.

"How'd you know I'd be here?" she asked

"Duh, where else would you be? These last months you've spent more time in this grove than the Kill Ring" Ruffnut said, staring at the tall stone walls which surrounded them. "I can't blame you, though. This place is beautiful"

"Yeah" Astrid mumbled, "It's ironic, isn't it? Of all the places the Dragon Rider could've killed Hiccup; it had to be a place as peaceful as this"

"…You still miss him, don't you?" she murmured, knowing this conversation was heading into dangerous waters. The last person to speak badly of Hiccup in front of her had received a black eye and a knee to the crotch.

"I didn't think I would, not after hating him for so many years. But I do" Astrid whispered back, shaking her head. "My father once told me 'you never know what you have until it's gone', and I never understood it until now. I'll never forget what he did for me, the risk he took that night for my safety. He even made me my axe" she lifted her gleaming weapon off the grass floor, admiring its perfect curves and edges in the sunlight. "I never knew he did it, I always assumed it was Gobber. That very day I was given it, I used it to hurt him" she carelessly tossed it aside. As much as she missed the boy, she hated talking about him. All it ever did was bring back memories of how awful she treated him, and how she should have acted to such a kind and quiet friend. "Why are you here, Ruffnut? I know you aren't the type for talking, especially about things which don't explode"

"Right as always, Astrid. Your parents sent me to get you; they wanted to talk with you about something serious" she said, her brow furrowing in concern. "You should head back soon, don't wanna keep them waiting"

"Okay, will do. Uh, thanks Ruff" she pushed herself off the boulder they sat on, and landed carefully on her feet. Astrid didn't know what her parents wanted to talk about, but the queasy feeling in her gut told her something was up.

"Oh, and one other thing, Astrid" she heard Ruffnut call out as she walked away. The shield-maiden turned to face her.

"Uh-huh?"

"I overheard some of what they were saying, before they told me to get you" she spoke, "I didn't catch everything they said, but I could hear one word being used a lot" Astrid raised an eyebrow at her friend curiously, and before she could ask the answer, Ruffnut gave it.

"Marriage"

o~0~O~0~o

The morning air was something Fjalar had begun to cherish. Back on Berk he'd only ever go flying in the late afternoon, usually to avoid discovery or suspicious questions. Since his arrival at Helgafjall, the townsfolk had grown completely used to his flying around, meaning he could take to the sky any time of the day. The rider and his Dragon soared gracefully above Helgafjall, passing over the city wall- where the town ended and the forest begun. Much like Fjalar, Toothless had changed drastically in the nine months. His wingspan and body length had increased by several yards, and his shot limit had gone from nine to twelve. He'd also become the unofficial leader of the Dragons, keeping them in line when Fjalar was busy at the forge or training.

"All right bud, let's go find Katla" he gave the Night Fury a scratch on the neck, setting the foot pedal to the dive position and watching the tree line rush up to greet him.

'The Clearing' as Fjalar and Katla had named it, was a secret place they'd found together, and a common meeting place when they wanted to train or relax. It was a small meadow, soaking in the sunlight and completely surrounded by the lush green forests. Fjalar often compared it to the grove: a place where he could relax and forget about the troubles of the outside world. As the Night Fury got closer to the ground, the teenager could see Katla, sitting cross-legged in the grass while plucking at a flower. When the girl wasn't dominating in the ring or working, Fjalar noticed that she had a very peaceful and affectionate side- something she rarely showed in public. Toothless drew to a halt five or so yards off the ground, his huge bat-like wings keeping him motionless in the sky.

With a fluid motion, Fjalar swung off his saddle and dropped off his companion, letting gravity pull him to the floor. With a careful execution, Fjalar landed on the balls of his feet and fell into a roll, avoiding any injury in the process.

"Good to see you didn't land on your face this time" Katla smirked, tossing the flower at him carelessly. "You're learning faster than ever"

"Not as fast as I'd like" he brushed the traces of dirt off his tunic and looked at her with a grin, "Trjonn still beats me without breaking a sweat"

"He beats _everyone_ without breaking a sweat" she rolled her eyes "so stop being hard on yourself. I reckon you'd beat your cousin easier than Trjonn beats you"

"Yeah, but he's a Viking so it doesn't count. You ever seen one of them in a fight?" he gave his best 'Viking Battle' impersonation, pretending to hold a giant club above his head and hobbling towards Katla like he had a missing leg. "_Aye lassie, yer gonna get soma this!_"

"Oh no, I'm _terrified_" she giggled hysterically, playing along with his little joke, "please don't hurt me, mister big strong Viking" Much like Fjalar, Katla had a sense of humor that almost completely revolved around sarcasm, and ensued in some pretty hilarious conversations.

"You up for some training?" he asked, turning to Toothless- who had landed by himself and was now beside him. "I made some more changes to my suit. Hopefully it should stop the rashes on my chest" Fjalar opened up the travel pack strapped to the Night Fury's back, and pulled out a set of worn leather armor. The boy's 'flying suit' had undergone a dramatic change since settling with the free folk. On a regular basis, Fjalar would attach new parts to the gear, resulting in the transformation from a measly set of leather straps, to an intricate and complex set of armor***** with no noticeable weak points.

"Sounds great" she nodded, turning away from her friend and whistling loudly. Jumping out of the tall grass like a rabbit, a black-blue Smothering Smokebreath landed carefully on Katla's shoulder, purring happily. "There's my favorite little girl, were you out hunting again?"

Misty let out a joyous growl, her long and spiny tail flicking enthusiastically like a cat. Fjalar would never admit it, but he thought the Smokebreath had the best roar of all Dragons. While the Night Fury had a bone-chilling screech; and the Hobblegrunt had a raucous bark; the Smothering Smokebreath had a vicious and brutal howl, something you'd never expect from a Dragon of that size.

Fjalar and Katla both got their armor on and equipped their weapons. Katla dual-wielded short swords and Fjalar had his classic glaive. The once immaculate and shiny blade was now very scratched, and the wooden shaft was splintered and chipped at the edges- not that any of it mattered to the boy. Fjalar faced his friend, twirling the glaive around his body and above his head at blinding speeds, while adjusting his position into a firm fighting stance. Within nine months of rigorous training, Trjonn had trained him to see the weapon not as a tool, but a very extension of his body.

"You done showing off there?" Katla rolled her eyes, spinning her swords and preparing herself. All of their weapons were fully sharpened, and a single wrong move could result in serious injury- even death. Despite this, they still used them. The two teenagers trusted each other completely, and knew how to draw their strikes.

"Nah, just getting started-" Fjalar couldn't finish his witty comment before Katla lunged at him, still shaking her head and laughing. The sword strikes came rapidly, aiming for any gaps in her friend's defense. Fjalar reacted instinctively, backing up and twirled his weapon in front of him, meeting every one of her attacks with the glaive's elongated blade. Katla was impressed by his speed and accuracy; he'd made an incredible amount of progress with Trjonn's training. She hadn't worked up the guts to tell him how she _really _felt about him; out of fear he wouldn't share her attraction.

Oh, how little she knew.

After backing up several paces, and no successful hits, Fjalar saw his chance to strike. The teenager collapsed quickly into a reverse roll, putting some much needed space between him and Katla. Fjalar planted his feet, and with a twist of his hips, powerfully thrust the glaive, a plan of attack hatching in his mind. With nearly no effort, Katla avoided it with a side step to the left, the vicious serrated edge missing her by over a foot. Anticipating such an action, Fjalar continued to drive forward with his weapon, extending his rear hand and sending the back end of the glaive right into Katla's stomach.

If the ex-Viking was intent on injuring, Katla would have broken a rib or two, but thankfully all she got was the wind knocked out of her. With only a moment's break, she'd recovered and was ready to go again.

"Fjalar; One, Katla; Zero" he huffed, a ghost of a smile dancing across his lips. It wasn't very often that he scored the first point, maybe this time he would actually win.

"Once a deceiver, always a deceiver" she tilted her head from side to side, the joints in her neck cracking while circling her opponent. She was constantly checking for any weak points in his ever changing armor, worth exploiting. "Alright Fjalar, warm up's over" Katla lashed out a second time, her rapidly spinning blades coming down on him. The boy managed to block her attack, raising the wooden shaft of his weapon above his head. Fjalar's chest was now wide open, and Katla made the most of it. She thrust her body forward, raising her left leg and slamming the knee into his diaphragm.

Fjalar let out a pained grunt, releasing the weapon with his right hand and throwing a quick punch. Once again, Katla saw an opportunity. Crouching down low, she let the boy's fist pass over her head and miss her completely. Fjalar's force in the punch caused his body to rotate, exposing most of his lower back to her. Katla smacked him straight in the kidneys with the pommel of her left sword, sending him to the floor almost immediately.

"One point to Katla" she quipped, wiping sweat off her brow and helping Fjalar to his feet. The competition they had was fairly simple: If given the opportunity to inflict serious injury, a point is awarded. First person to five points won, and whoever is given a chance to take the other's life is automatically deemed the victor.

"Should've seen that one coming" he winced, stretching his body and readying himself for a third round, "I'm sure one of these days ill beat you" Fjalar launched another attack, complimenting his glaive slashes with several spinning kicks.

"Keep dreaming, bud" She snorted, parrying each of his moves and weaving in between the powerful kicks, "Your little project in the forge has a better chance of success!" Katla ducked under a foot directed at her head, and rolled out of his range to collect her breath.

"My project?" he panted heavily as they continued to talk and fight at the same time. "What project?" Fjalar hadn't yet told her about the swords he was making her, and he hoped she wouldn't find out until her birthday.

"I'm not sure" she jabbed out with her right blade, readying her left for any counters he had prepared. "You and Groundsplitter have been working hard on it. Bardi mentioned Toothless being involved-" Fjalar side stepped to his right, cutting off her reach with the left hand. With incredible precision and speed he brought the flat side of the glaive's blade down on her outstretched wrist, knocking the weapon out of her hands. Katla would have lost her hand if Fjalar wanted to.

"Two points to one. Come on Katla, lift your game" he joked, knowing she wasn't fully focused on the training at hand.

"Oh, you wanna get serious, Dragon boy?" she smirked, tossing her other sword onto the grass and leaving her unarmed. Katla put a hand on her hips and brushed her long black hair behind her ears, all of which Fjalar found immensely hot. "What do you say we mix it up a little?" She removed her favorite dagger which was strapped to her waist and got back into another fighting stance.

Fjalar was in no position to argue, especially seeing how good she looked that morning. With a far less confident smile, he dropped his glaive and drew a smaller blade of his own. The dagger he held was the third one he'd ever owned: the first- and original- being left at the grove back on Berk, the second broke after months of training with it. This new one however, was special. It was the only weapon he'd successfully made from Gronkle Iron, and despite rigorous usage, was still just as beautiful as the day he made it.

Spinning the blade of the dagger in between his fingers, he too got into his fighting stance. "You're gonna loose a hand doing that one day" Katla sniggered at her friend's non-stop urge to play with weapons.

"Yeah, not gonna deny that" he shrugged, "I've always had trouble keeping my fingers still" Katla could feel blood rush to her face, as a sea of possible scenarios flooded into her mind. Visibly shaking her head, she tried to stop thinking about what he said.

'Get your mind out of the gutter!' she silently yelled at herself.

Katla began the new round with very little warning, slashing out with her dagger in the classic 'Saber Grip*****'. Fjalar was unique when it came to knife-fighting; he almost exclusively used his blade in the Reverse position*****, a combat style only a few had been successful with. Unlike the fights they had with their other weapons, training with knives made for much closer competition. Fjalar no longer had the range advantage, and Katla lost her secondary sword and extra speed.

For several minutes, there was no clear victor between the two. Fjalar and Katla would trade turns of attacking and defending each other, coming close to scoring a point every now and again. Toothless and Misty simply watched from the sidelines, hoping neither of them would suffer any serious injuries.

Katla resisted the urge to curse when her friend blocked another one of her lightning-quick attacks, meeting her blade with his own. With his newfound strength, Fjalar pushed away her dagger and kicked her hand, disarming her for the second time that day. The ex-Viking couldn't help but smile at his crush, knowing he had the upper hand once again. Katla on the other hand, wasn't going to let her lack of weapon get the better of her. She waited patiently in a sparring stance for him to make his move, not even bothering to look down at her weapon.

She caught a glimpse of his legs flexing, and she acted on it.

Spinning on her front foot, Katla swung her right leg out and sent it in an upwards arc. Fjalar hadn't seen this move coming, and continued to lunge forward with the dagger extended from his body. With both speed and precision, Katla's heel rocketed into his hand, sending the blade out from his grip and into the sky. Baffled by her disarming, Fjalar froze and looked up to search for his weapon- giving Katla all the time she needed. With a two-handed shove, she knocked him onto his back, rendering him defenseless. Katla leapt onto his stomach, straddling him at the waist and pinning her knees either side of his body. With a cheeky grin, she held her hand out to her side and caught his blade- not even bothering to look at it. Katla brought the knife up to his throat, and their game was over.

"Fjalar, two; Katla, infinity" She grinned, a blush threatening to arise from the position she found herself in.

"Okay, that last move was just showing off" he chuckled, "I still suck at knowing where the weapon's gonna land, you need to teach me"

"I don't think I'll be able to, only the best fighters can learn such things" she mocked, standing up off him and helping him back to his feet.

"Ha ha, aren't you a funny one" he said, picking up his weapons and giving Toothless a scratch under the neck. "Did you bring a drink? I'm thirsty as all Hel"

"Yeah, here" Katla tossed him a bladder of wine, which he accepted thankfully. The boy had grown accustomed to the cuisine of Helgafjall, and the large amount of alcohol they drank. That, coupled with the many celebrations which took place resulted in many nights he couldn't quite remember. "I also brought some food, if you wanted to stay and have lunch"

"I'd love that" he beamed, taking a seat in the grass and offering his Dragon a fish he'd brought along with him. "Today's a perfect day for a picnic"

For the next hours the duo talked about everything, from the Dragon War to the shape of the clouds in the sky. They discussed Misty, and how her smoke breath could greatly help Katla's stealth ability, and how she should also get a Dragon which can be ridden. There was almost nothing they couldn't talk about, or what they found awkward- aside from their relationship. Both of them had long since agreed to hide no secrets from each other- friends were honest, after all.

"Why not Viper?" Fjalar raised an eyebrow, picking at his bread loaf. "She already likes you, so I'm sure she'd let you"

"It's not my approval I'm worried about" Katla cast a glance towards Misty, who was watching over her master like a protective hound. "She dislikes her for some reason. Every time we get near to Viper she gets really tense and agitated"

"I noticed that" he mused, "We could get you a different species? We don't have any Nadders in Helgafjall, but there's plenty in the forests"

"Nadder's are too common; I like something exotic" she smiled, "Trjonn told me he saw a Hackatoo the other day. They look pretty cool" A Hackatoo***** was a rare Dragon Fjalar had never seen on Berk. It was a slender and snake-like beast, with six legs and beautiful golden-brown skin.

"Good luck getting close to it" he chuckled, "Those things sure know how to run"

After their filling meal and more talk, the pair decided for a bit of last minute training before they returned home. Reflex training, Fjalar's most loathed exercise.

"Gods, do we have to do this?" He whined, putting some distance between him and Katla.

"How are you supposed to get better if you don't do it?" she raised an eyebrow, raising a good point. In her hands she held a long bow, with several arrows resting in the quiver on her back. "Besides, I'm only aiming beside you, so you won't get hit"

"It's not that, it's the damned splinters"

"Stop being such a baby" she grinned, taking aim just to the left of him and releasing the string, sending the arrow flying. Fjalar watched carefully, guessing the path and how fast it was going. The arrow was traveling slowly, Katla decided to make it easy for the first time. Carefully reaching out, he caught the arrow before it passed him. Seething in pain, he dropped the arrow and turned back to Katla, grimacing slightly.

"Okay, next one"

"Good work, now for a bit more tension" She drew the bow back further than the last time, adding more power to the shot. Katla had removed the arrowheads, which reduced a chance of injury and increased the speed at which it could travel. She released the bowstring and watched the projectile rapidly close in on him. Fjalar noticed the increase in speed, and accounted for it as he reached out again.

All his life, the once-scrawny youth had preferred brains over brawn, and now that he knew how to fight, he could use intelligence more than ever. He knew the perfect amount of power to knock a man unconscious, crack their skull or even kill them. He knew how to recoil his body to reduce the impact of a strike on his body; he knew the exact angle to hold his glaive, so that any incoming attacks would slide off the blade like water.

Intelligence was still his weapon, just as it always had been. But now it was on a whole new level.

Once again, Fjalar caught the arrow, the joy of his success outweighing the pain caused by it. The teenager stared at the arrow in his hands, admiring the blunt tip where the steel arrowhead should be. Fjalar pointed the feathered end away from him, and pushed the pointed end into his chest. Unsurprisingly, the boy didn't feel a thing- his leather armor offered great protection to his vital organs. He knew that without the arrowhead, any shots that made contact would do very little damage. Fjalar looked up to Katla with a grin, nodding his head in approval.

"Are you sure about this?" Katla knew her friend far too well; he was never one for growing comfortable with something; he was always pushing his abilities and skills further.

"Like you said earlier, how I am supposed to get better if I don't try" he answered, emptying his hands and facing her in a neutral stance.

"Point taken" for a third and final time, she pulled the bowstring so that it rested by her cheek- it's tension holding more force than the other two shots combined. Unlike her previous attempts, however, this shot was aimed straight at his chest. "Tell me when you're ready. I don't want this going wrong" Fjalar nodded, stretching his fingers and slowing his breath down.

"Go for it"

Katla let the arrow fly, slicing through the air and heading exactly where she'd planned. Fjalar had only a split second to react, and swung his body out of the arrow's pathway and prepared to grab a hold of the projectile screaming towards him. With only a few yards distance between them, Fjalar clamped his hand shut, trapping the arrow and drawing it to a near-instantaneous halt.

"Thor above, that's painful" he growled, dropping the arrow and staring down at his hands- awash with calluses and scars. Trjonn's training- as beneficial as it was- had taken a serious toll on his body. He was covered in dozens of cuts and scars, particularly around his arms and back. "Okay Katla, I think that's enough for me"

"Well, it was good while it lasted" she commented, walking up to her friend and handing him the bow. "My turn now, don't go easy on me like last time"

"I don't want you getting hurt, though"

"Well, thanks" she smiled at his care for her, and felt her face redden. "But I can take care of myself, you should know from our last fight"

Fjalar held the bow up to shoulder height and was about to draw, when a loud horn stopped him. The source of the noise was from the village, and signaled a meeting was about to take place.

"Ah, you've got to be kidding me" he lowered the weapon and started to take off his armor, "I completely forgot: the elders expect me to be at this meeting"

"It must be about the Skrill or the other Dragons" she took back her weapon and offered it to Misty, who enthusiastically grabbed it in her mouth and carried it to where her pack was.

"Yeah, sorry about this" he loaded his weapons and equipment onto Toothless' back and jumped on his back, "duty calls, I guess. Wanna meet me by the forge when it's over?"

"Yeah, that'd be nice"

"Sweet, I'll see you there!" he gave a mock salute, launching in the clouds and making his way back home"

"**You should have mated with her by now"** Toothless gently slapped his friend with his ear, growling at him.

"Ow, what was that for!" he asked, wishing he could actually understand his companion.

"**You know exactly what I'm talking about. You shouldn't keep her waiting"** Toothless raised an eyebrow and grinned at his rider knowingly.

"If you're asking about Katla, forget it Bud" he brushed the Night Fury off, conversations involving his crush were always an awkward topic for him. "I mean I like her, a lot. But I doubt she'd like me back"

"**You're dumber than you look."**

The pair continued their disjointed conversation, all the way to their new home.

o~0~O~0~o

"Helheim's Gate"

Whispers of the infamous location spread throughout the lone ship which waited outside its shrouded entryway. For nearly three hundred years, the location of this deadly and feared had remained common knowledge for all Vikings- and yet its contents remained a mystery to every living soul.

Alvin the Treacherous wanted to change that.

"Captain, our food supplies stand strong, and all our men are well rested. We're as ready as we'll ever be" Alvin's second in command, Savage, answered his chief's summoning with respect, knowing what he was capable in a state of rage.

"Good" he murmured, tearing his eyes from the ghostly white fog ahead of him and making his way down the deck of the ship. "Ready the men, we set sail now"

"Erm, Alvin, I-if I may" Savage followed the massive leader of the Outcasts, fearing him but questioning him nonetheless, "We're only one ship, how can we possibly take on the Dragons when all of Berk's fleet can't-"

"We ain't attacking the nest, fool" he snapped, whirling his head around and causing the man to flinch, "We're out to find it, not for a suicide mission" Alvin turned back to the deck, which was now accompanied by the nervous outlaws. The total crew number of this mission was hardly over twenty men, yet he was certain him and his men could pull this off. "Is this everyone?"

"Yes sir"

"Good" he repeated, moving to the very front of the boat, where everyone on board could see him clearly. "_Outcasts, _Listen up!" he roared, silencing the mob within moments. "You're all here today, because you're tha best of the best. I hand-picked each of ye for this job, and I'll be damned if we don't see it through!" several people cheered at their chief's rare compliment, but quietened down at the raise of his massive hand.

"Me old man once gave me a piece of advice, many years ago" he continued, "And that's to learn about your enemy before you try and kill 'em" Alvin pointed out to the enormous clouds behind him, "for seven generations, the stupid Hooligans have tried to crack this baby open, by driving as many ships in there as possible. I however, have a much better idea"

Murmurs and gasps erupted as Alvin looked up to the top of the ship's mast, revealing something none of the crew had previously noticed. Upon the wooden beam, there was a Terrible Terror, its jaw clamped shut and its legs tied down- stopping it from flying away. A twisted grin came across the man's face, and the people at last realized what he'd been planning.

"I am not the fool Stoick, and I will not sail my armada in there blindly" the Outcasts could see the beast above them struggle, flying motionless in the air and staring at Helheim's Gate. "That cretin up there will lead us straight to the nest, and we'll finally learn what we're up against"

"And once we've learnt the location and its secrets. Then we'll attack with our full force" he drew his sword and held it high above his head, "_And every tribe in the archipelago will remember why the Outcasts are feared!_"

o~0~O~0~o

*** Hiccup's armor: It's the same armor from the second movie, including the mask but NOT the flying mechanism.**

*** Reverse and Saber grips: Go on the Internet if you're interested in how they hold their blades. I'm sure there's a site or two that'll show you what I'm talking about!**

*** The Hackatoo: Dragon of the HTTYD phone/tablet app 'Rise of Berk'. Go on the HTTYD Wiki if you want to read about it or see what it really looks like.**

**So yeah, thanks for reading yet another chapter of my story! Feel free to review and tell me how good or bad I went any constructive criticism of my story! I'd love to know where I can improve! Once again thanks for reading and I'll see you in two weeks or so.**

**Peace! :-)**


	9. A Day Of Foreshadowing

"_Ah I-it's not like the last few times, Dad. I mean i really actually hit it! It went down somewhere near Raven Point, m-maybe we could send out like a search party-"_

The voice of his now-deceased son echoed through Stoick the Vast's mind, painfully reminding him of the moment where he should have listened to the boy. Everything in the past year had fallen into place and made sense, like an awful puzzle. Hiccup _did_ hit a Night Fury that raid, now so long ago, and the Dragon Rider must have been with it. When he ran out into the woods to kill the Monstrous Nightmare, he must have found them, and they must have taken revenge on the poor boy.

In the chief's mind, it all added up. It explained the location, the lack of body; how Hiccup's clothes were shredded by a blade of some sorts. The savage beast and its master must have taken his boy away- off to Thor-knows-where.

Stoick the Vast now stood in what was Hiccup's room. Dust had gathered upon the furniture and his bed remained untouched, still unmade from the day he woke up. The only major change to the room was where his invention drawings used to be. The papers that once illustrated devastating weapons had all been covered up by a single piece of parchment, depicting a large and savage looking creature.

It was a Night Fury, or at least he thought it was.

The village artist who everyone knew as Bucket had drawn it up himself, all in according to Trader Johann's description. Alongside the drawing, were the dimensions of it, including its rough wingspan, length and size of the man who controlled it. The Night Fury looked truly terrifying, its stocky limbs and huge wings resembling a bat. The face on the other hand, looked nothing like the real thing, but it was hardly surprising, Johann only caught a glimpse of it. Stoick stared hatefully at the Dragon and the rider who sat atop it, his meaty fingers clenching into white-knuckled fists.

"I'll find you, demon. I'll find you and I'll find your traitorous master" he glowered, "I'll avenge my son, even if it's the last thing I do"

The sounds of shouting and pots breaking could be heard in the Hofferson household, but his thoughts remained elsewhere.

o~0~O~0~o

"Marriage, is that what this is about?!" Astrid yelled with unexpected fury, barging into her house and standing in front of her parents.

The shield-maiden rarely jumped into such conversations without being well educating on the topic, but in this case she really couldn't care less. All Astrid's life, her parents had promised she would never be married off to someone without her approval. The Hoffersons were a wealthy family, with Frida and Horik Hofferson- Astrid's parents, both being talented warriors. This meant they would never marry off Astrid for financial reasons, and gave her a huge amount of relief.

"Astrid dear, please just sit down. I'll explain everything" Frida spoke softly, attempting to sooth her enraged daughter.

"I don't want to get married, mama. We talked about this so many times" she seemed unfazed by her mother, and continued to rant on. "We're well off, we don't need a dowry. I don't wanna be sold like a Yak" Astrid's anger soon turned to panic, as the thoughts of marriage assaulted her mind.

"-You're _not_ being engaged, Astrid. Just sit down and listen to your mother" Horik interrupted, silencing both women. "Ruffnut likes to assume things. We mentioned that word once or twice, but that doesn't mean we're gonna 'sell you' to someone"

Relief flooded through Astrid, as she felt an enormous weight lift off her. If her parents were to marry her off to anyone, it would most likely be Snotlout. The thought of her being with him was one of the few things that rightly scared her. She took a seat by the table where her mother was, and shut her mouth as they explained to her.

"We made you a promise, and we won't back down from it" Frida continued, "You've always wanted to be a pure Shield-Maiden, and we'll keep it that way, no matter how great the offer"

"Even if the Jorgensen family offers?" she asked warily. Astrid knew how beneficial it would be to marry the future heir of Berk- in her parent's eyes, that is.

"_Especially_ the Jorgensens" her father spat. Astrid's heart leapt, realizing that they were just as against marrying Snotlout as she was. "That Snotlout boy treats you like complete Yak-shit. I'd rather exile myself than see him with you"

"Language, Horik" his wife cut in firmly, before adopting her gentle tone once more. "Look honey, what we're trying to say is that we don't want you to marry anyone, unless it's with someone you love and care for"

Astrid's foul mood seemed to evaporate, leaving only a grin which was rarely seen those days.

"Then what was this about?" the question caused her parents to shuffle uncomfortably in their chairs. They were unsure if what they were about to say would spark any more outbursts.

"Okay Astrid, just please listen to us until we've finished" her father said, "We don't mind the idea of you not marrying, in fact we're proud of you. But that hasn't stopped us wondering about your future, and if you'll ever find someone to love" Astrid frowned at Horik's statement, having no clue what he could mean.

"Astrid, all we're asking is that you go to Gothi and have her predict your love life. Plenty of women have done it, me included" Frida jumped in, trying to reinforce her husband's idea. "It worked well for me, and it might work for you"

"I… I don't see why not" Frida and Horik both blinked in surprise and a smile etched its way across their lips. Astrid was reluctant to try Gothi's 'prophecies', she didn't consider herself to be very faithful. Despite that, she could see how much this meant to her parents, and she figured it would be easier to get it done and skip the arguments. "If it's that important to you, I'll do it. I'll head up after Nattmal and get it over and done with"

"Excellent! I'm glad you agree to this" Frida had expected another dispute from her restless daughter, and was elated to have Astrid agree with her on something.

"So is that it, then?" the teenager picked her axe up which leant against the door and hoisted it on her shoulders. Her parents nodded and she returned the action. "Okay, well thanks. Sorry I got angry mama, just… yeah you know. I'll be at the tree training if you need me" She tucked tail and left her house in a hurry, not bothering to close the door or pick up the ruined pots.

"What are we gonna do with her" Horik sighed, "she's always been a little tense, but now she's loosing control"

"I know Horik, I know" Frida shook her head in exasperation, "Ever since Stoick's son was killed by that Dragon she's been like this" Horik sat down next to his wife and wrapped a single arm around her shoulder, comforting her as they worried about their only daughter.

"You don't think she had… _feelings_… for that boy. Do you?" she asked

"I've got no clue" he mused. "But it would explain an awful lot"

o~0~O~0~o

Fjalar was tirelessly hammering away at his latest forge project, assigned to him by the elders at the council meeting he attended just hours ago. They had planned this next Skrill attack to be the last, they finally had a plan to take it down and stop any more deaths. Fjalar and the others had studied the creature's attack patterns, and guessed they had roughly two months to prepare for its return. A light knock on the door drew the teenager away from his thoughts and the job at hand. Gently placing his red-hot metal down, him got up and answered the door. Katla stood in front of him, having changed out of her armor and now wearing her casual clothes.

"Welcome to my humble abode" he joked, stepping aside and letting her join him inside.

"You're such a gentleman" she snickered; entering the forge and letting the heat of the room nearly knock her backwards. "Thor almighty, it's hot in here. I don't know how you stand it"

"When you work here for eleven years, you get used to it" he shrugged, returning to his sizzling piece of iron, "You get back home safely after I left?" Fjalar was fully aware that Katla could protect herself even better than him, but that didn't stop him worrying about her safety.

"Yeah, I was fine thank you" she smiled, walking over to his desk and admiring the sketches. Fjalar was one of the messiest writers she'd ever seen, yet his drawings were nothing short of stunning. Every feature, detail and texture was etched into the parchment with extreme accuracy. "So how was the meeting? You and the elders have a plan set out?"

"Yeah, but we mostly discussed its motives. I don't want to hurt the Skrill, and maybe we could stop it without violence if we learn the reason it's attacking" Fjalar answered, dropping the hot metal into a water-filled barrel, triggering an eruption of steam.

Katla's eyes ventured south as he used the end of his tunic to wipe his forehead, revealing a part of his torso. Trjonn's training had some negative impacts on the boy's body, but his new physique was anything but. Katla could easily make out the sets of muscle which adorned his chest and arms. Her jaw went slack, not at all disappointed by his transformation.

"W-Well why do you think's its attacking?" she decided to save her fantasies for later, and at least try to have a conversation with him.

"I've got no idea" he shook his head, propping himself up on the desk and facing his friend, "but I'm certain it has a motive. You can tell by the way it attacks" Katla raised an eyebrow, and Fjalar felt the need to explain himself. "The Skrill and the Night Fury are both Strike Class Dragons, meaning they are faster, stronger and far smarter than the rest. When Toothless is in combat, every move he makes is tactical and efficient, showing off just how intelligent he is. When the Skrill is fighting, it's not like that. All its attacks are sloppy and careless, almost like it's blinded by emotion"

"You don't think straight when you're in a rage" Katla nodded in agreement, seeing the logic in his statement. "So we need to find whatever's pissed it off"

"Yeah basically, and if that doesn't turn out well, we've got this" he pulled the iron rod out of the water barrel and tossed it on to a small pile of parts. Out from his trouser pocket, he removed another sketch of his. Fjalar handed it to Katla; she noticed how fresh the charcoal was on it and assumed it was drawn up today.

"And what exactly is 'this'?" she inquired, trying to read the name of the brutish design plan she held. "Fjalar, you named it 'The Mangler'. Is this what I think it is?" He nodded solemnly, returning to his work.

"Yeah, that's what took down Toothless nearly a year ago. It's the only thing I know of capable of taking down a Strike Class Dragon"

"But it tore his tail fin off!" she spluttered, "What ever happened to avoiding injury?"

"It was the crash into the forest which maimed Toothless, not the bola itself. The plan is taking him down over water; it'll land without harm _and_ it can't use its lightning shots" he grinned back at her. "From there we can restrain it and Toothless can talk some sense into it"

"That could actually work" Katla agreed, before raising a hand. "_But_, it has to be one damn good shot, if you don't want it's spines to cut the rope like butter. You gonna take it?"

"I suppose so" he shrugged, taking the paper of her and studying it as he assembled it together. "I made it, and if I can take down a Night Fury, how hard can it be?"

"Easy peasy" she rolled her eyes, flicking through the many more ideas Fjalar had scribbled down beside her. One particular project caught her eye- a pair of short-swords and a new type of metal. "What do we have here?" She studied the swords, admiring their beauty and design. "What's this _Nightshade Steel_, you've got written down everywhere?"

"Oh that!" Fjalar dropped whatever he was working on and quickly snatched the paper off her. "That's erm… Something Bardi was working on. Yeah I've got no clue what that's about" he stuttered in speech as Katla slowly got off the desk and put a hand on her hips, staring at him with a smirk.

"Oh really?" she tilted her head slightly to the side, watching how the boy made a poor attempt at covering up. "Don't call me rude or anything, but I don't think you're telling the truth" she teased, edging closer as Fjalar backed up. "May I have another look of it? It looks an awful lot like that project Bardi told me about" Any confidence that Fjalar had built up over the months abandoned him that second.

"I-I err… No, sorry" he blurted, reversing his way to the open door. "Top secret designs, very confidential, y'know? Can't have something so err, valuable slipping into the wrong hands" Katla's wicked grin failed to leave as she followed only steps behind him.

"Come on, Dragon Boy. Hand it over before things get rough" she purred, extending out her open hand like a scolding mother. Fjalar stared at her hand, then the sheet, then back at Katla. Reluctantly, he reached out with the sheet, offering it to her in submission. Just as Katla was about to grab it and take a look, he whipped it out of her range and dashed out the door.

"Never!" he hollered, running down the street with the paper in his grip.

"You big oaf, get back here!" she laughed, sprinting after him in hot pursuit.

Fjalar had a good knowledge of Helgafjall, but Katla had lived there from birth, and was given the upper hand. The pair weaved between the many shops, houses and surprised townsfolk, laughing merrily while doing so. There were many people who thought the two of them to be a couple, and with good reason- they hardly spent time with anyone than each other. Fjalar's longer legs gave him a speed advantage, and it wasn't long until she lost sight of him.

"Damn that boy to Hel" she shook her head, falling silent and listening to any sounds of him. With no luck, she found a ladder leading up to the roof of a random house. With the extra field of view she managed to catch a glimpse of her friend, several streets away. He appeared to be having a desperate conversation with his Night Fury, waving the illusive paper about like a flag.

'Oh, I've gotchya now' she thought, making her way over to him as quickly and quietly as possible.

"Toothless please, don't do this to me!" she could hear him blurt frantically at his Dragon, who seemed to be grinning humorously at his human. "There's a crazy woman after this, you've gotta hide me" Once again, Toothless shook his head and happily warbled back.

Katla now stood on top of the building behind him. Toothless noticed the shadow being cast over him and Fjalar, and stared up at her quizzically. The boy beside him froze in speech and refused to turn around to look at her.

"Odin, I ask that my death be quick and painless" he breathed, knowing exactly what was about to happen to him. Katla leapt from the building and pounced on him like a cat.

"_Surprise!"_

o~0~O~0~o

The stairs which led up to Gothi's hut seemed shorter than ever for Astrid Hofferson, and the queasiness in her gut only worsened as she climbed higher and higher. The Shield-Maiden began to regret her choice to go along with her parent's suggestion within minutes of accepting it. She was nervous to find out who she would fall in love with- if anyone.

The more she thought of it, the more often she asked the same question

_Who could it be?_

As she continued to climb the steps, she gradually crossed off the names of every boy she could think of. Snotlout was a definite no, he was disgusting and sexist. Fishlegs was a nice person, but hardly her type. Tuffnut was a good fighter, but about as intelligent as a sack of potatoes. She knew it wouldn't be someone outside Berk; Astrid had always wanted to stay on her homeland. There was only one guy she could ever see herself with later in life.

And he was dead now.

Astrid literally stopped in her tracks at the thought. Did she really just think Hiccup was the best person she could've been with? For fifteen years she'd hated his guts, and when she wasn't bullying him, she'd simply deny his existence. Everyone on Berk knew he was socially awkward, and incapable of following orders. Yet there was just _something_ about him, which made her think otherwise.

It was something she saw in the final days with him, after he'd saved her from the Changewing. It was only then, that she finally pushed all her bias opinions of him aside, and saw Hiccup Haddock, not Hiccup the Useless. Perhaps it was those stunning green eyes of his, or the way he had a comeback for every insult, and could bring a man to rage without even lifting a finger. Astrid realized her emotions were grabbing a hold of her, and put an immediate stop to it.

'Hiccup is dead. Like him or not, he's gone now' she thought, continuing her journey up the mountain to the fragile hut which rested at its peak. 'Stay in control, it's been nearly a year since he left. It's time I moved on from him'

o~0~O~0~o

"Evenin' Lass" Gobber opened the door to Gothi's hut with a warm smile and a wave of his missing hand. Astrid cast a curious glance at the meaty blacksmith, stepping inside and wondering what he was doing here.

"Hey Gobber, why are you up here?"

"Yer mother told me about wanting your runes read" he explained, closing the door behind her. "I'm one of the few people who can understand Gothi's writing, so I'm needed here if you want any idea what she's sayin'" Gobber gestured to Berk's only living elder, who sat cross-legged on the floor and stared calmly off into space.

Astrid took a deep breath and examined the scene around her. There were candles lit around her in a circle, and incense filled the air. In front of Gothi, there were an assortment of random items, such as a bone, sticks, pebbles and a lone Dragon scale.

"It's a little obvious this is ye first time, so I'll talk ya through it" Gobber chuckled. "Sit on your knees in front of Gothi. Open up yer strong hand and hold it out to her" Astrid complied with the middle-aged Viking, kneeling in front of her and extending her right hand. Gothi took hold of her by the wrist and closely examined the lines and grooves of her palm. The elder took a quick look at Gobber, and raised an eyebrow at him.

"Eh, she's making sure that it's the love line you want to be read, right?" Gobber asked, "she's always taken you for the warrior type"

"Yeah, it's the love line I want" she breathed, surprising herself with how nervous she was feeling. She was finding this whole event too… _surreal. _Astrid had never been a religious person, she favored logic over faith. Despite any of that, she couldn't help but realize something was going on around her; perhaps the Gods were real after all?

Not taking her eyes of Astrid, Gothi used her free hand to pick up the scattered items around her and gently toss them on to the floor space between them. The pieces landed awkwardly next to one another, and the concentration on Gothi's face told the Shield-Maiden that it meant something. The Elder released her hand and began to scribble patterns and lines onto the dirt, trying to communicate somehow. Gobber saw this as his queue, and began to write down on a sheet of parchment, every picture she made translating into a work of some kind.

The process lasted for several minutes, every second proving to be nail-bitingly intense for Astrid. Once again, the question she kept on asking herself had returned.

_Who could it be?_

"It's all done!" Gobber announced proudly, waving the paper about. "Don't expect this to tell you everything about the person. These messages are usually quite cryptic, but still correct" The man trailed off into silence, as he decided to actually read what he'd written. Gobber's eyes widened ever so slightly and he stared at Astrid in confusion when he was finished.

"Well? What's it say?" Astrid asked, standing up and stepping towards him.

"I'm… not too sure. It's definitely someone, though" Gobber mused, folding the paper in half and handing it to the teenager. "I'm sure yer parents want to have a read of it, take it to them and see what they say 'bout it" Astrid took the sheet and stared at it, not sure whether she should open it and see who it is. The blacksmith escorted the Shield-Maiden out of the Elder's hut, claiming that Gothi needed to rest.

Astrid's emotions were at war with each other as she made her way home, unable to choose between reading the paper or simply letting her parents see it and leaving it at that. Hiccup had been the only person her age whom she'd felt something for, and so far it hadn't exactly been a pleasant experience. He'd been the only person in the past decade she'd shed tears for, and she didn't want to go through that a second time. She stared at the paper in her hands, her curiosity gnawing at her insides.

'I can open it now, and all my questions'll be answered. But if it's someone I know, I'll never look at them the same' she thought, drawing to a halt and holding the paper in both hands.

"Screw it" she scoffed, opening it and reading it. Astrid couldn't resist the temptation, despite the possible consequences. The message came in the form of a short poem, only six lines in length. Astrid took a deep breath, and read the note aloud.

"_An agent of darkness and a guardian of light_

_Atop the winged demon, blacker than the night_

_A hindrance of old, yet a love of new_

_The only man in combat, to ever beat you_

_You'll offer him your heart, against the coal-black_

_And yet he shall never, love you back."_

o~0~O~0~o

Fjalar and his Night Fury had just returned from a short flight, and chose to spend the last hours of daylight down by the forge. He wanted to complete Katla's birthday swords while she was working, and the current opportunity seemed too good to pass up. After their brief chase through Helgafjall, Katla decided to let him keep the written plans without looking at it- only because she suspected it was a present to her.

"Alright Groundsplitter, wakey wakey" he gently kicked the bloated and vomit-colored Hotburple, who lay snoring on the forge floor. With a loud growl, the Dragon woke up and coughed up a clump of molten iron, narrowly missing the boy's bare feet. "Well, someone's feeling helpful today" he remarked sarcastically, scraping the Gronkle Iron off the floor with a stone slab and pouring it into a carefully made mold of matching swords. Knowing time was of the essence; Fjalar placed the mould over the fire pit and pressed on the bellows to keep its extreme heat going.

"Toothless, can you come over here?" he called, catching the attention of his sleek Dragon at the other end of the room. The Night Fury waddled over to the teenager, and stared curiously at the smelted iron. "Remember the project I told you about? Yeah, well we're gonna have another try at it" Toothless grunted in acknowledgement, and let a steady torrent of purplish-black fire flow out of his mouth and onto the weapons-in-progress. Fjalar knew this was the part he most often messed up: Heat the Gronkle Iron up too much and it would bubble and overflow, ruining the fragile mold; cool it down too much and the Gronkle Iron would set before Toothless was finished blackening it. He had to maintain the perfect temperature for at least a minute, to gain the perfect results.

"Come on, Toothless, nearly there" he grunted, watching the metal intensely as its color darkened from the Night Furies flame. He had a good feeling in his gut that this time would finally work out, and refused to let his concentration wander elsewhere. After several more moments, the Iron had transformed from radiant silver to a sleek and charcoal colored black. "Okay bud, that's enough" Fjalar released the bellows and wiped a heavy layer of sweat off his brow.

The teenage blacksmith waited for several minutes, before removing the 'Nightshade Steel' from the mold and placing it in a water barrel. The sizzling sound of steam echoed through the forge, as Fjalar bit his lower lip in nervous anticipation. He'd only made it this far a few times, and with Katla's birthday fast approaching, he wouldn't have many more options to try again.

Slowly, one at a time, Fjalar removed the blades from the water with his bare hands. Every step so far had been done according to plan, not a single issue had come up.

'Please Thor, Loki, Frigga and Freyr; I need this to work. I've worked far too hard on this for it to not turn out' The boy now held both pieces of metal in his hands, his eyes screwed shut in fear of what he would see.

Fjalar opened his eyes, and he was anything but disappointed.

Each blade was glossy and immaculate in condition, and he hadn't even polished them yet. Despite its incredible darkness, the boy could easily make out engravings he'd carefully etched into the mold. The blades were decorated with Nordic runes and depictions of Yggdrasil, the tree of life. Just above where the hilts would be attached, Fjalar had written the family insignia of Katla's now deceased parents.

"_Courage conquers all_" he murmured, flabbergasted at how well it had turned out. The Nightshade Steel was the best of both worlds: it possessed the remarkable strength and weightlessness of Gronkle Iron, and Toothless' flames had given it the excellent chrome-black which he'd been striving for so long. "Yes!" he shouted, holding the blades above his head in victory. "Odin's ghost, she's gonna love these!"

"Who's gonna love what?"

Fjalar dropped Katla's weapons in shock and spun to face whoever had just spoken. The door of Bardi's forge was wide open, and two people his age waited at the entrance with matching smiles of curiosity. Fjalar immediately recognized the two teenagers as Lodin***** and Nina*****, perhaps the only teenagers besides Katla whom he considered bearable.

"Gods above, you two scared me" he shook his head, picking the blades up and putting them away as casually as possible. "What brings you here?"

"You still haven't answered his question" Nina raised an eyebrow, "you looked pretty chuffed just then"

"Oh nothing just finished a sword or two" he replied, a shy grin betraying his ruse. Lodin and Nina had been an 'item' for several months, and since then had left the group of other teenagers. Unlike the rest of them, Lodin and Nina had made amends with Katla, and no longer picked on her.

"You don't seem too keen on tellin' us, so I won't push it" Lodin shrugged as he stepped into the forge, his fingers entangled with Nina's. "I was just wondering if you had any arrows to spare, Nina and I used the last of ours up"

"Already?" Fjalar questioned, walking over to where all the projectiles were stored. "This is the second time a week" Everybody on Helgafjall had a job and a purpose, Lodin and Nina both served as hunters alongside Viper, the Changewing. Lodin might not have been a good fighter, but he was the only person their age that could raise a candle to Katla in an archery competition. Nina rarely associated herself with combat, but when it came to running and agility, she was faster than a Terrible Terror.

Lodin was built much like him- lacking body fat and possessing a decent amount of muscle. He stood just shy of six feet, making Fjalar slightly taller. His hair was short and sandy blond, spiked up to give him a rugged look. Nina was rather petite, nearly half a foot shorter than the two. Her hair was a velvety brown, and was done up in a tight bun atop her head.

"We only need a dozen or so. Plus we've got the coin right here" she said, throwing the boy a small pouch of silver coins.

"I'll see how many I've got to spare" he caught the money and nodded, searching through boxes and cabinets for any spare ammunition. With the forge fire left unattended, the flame began to die out, leaving the room in an awkward silence. Fjalar took the initiative, and did his best to start a conversation. "So… how's Viper been?"

"Good!" Lodin nodded, "really good, actually"

"That's an understatement" his girlfriend snorted, "hunting's never been better. Who knew a Dragon could be such a help" Fjalar nodded in agreement, smiling at their enthusiasm.

"Ever thought about training your own Dragon?" he asked, stopping his work to face them and see their reaction. Fjalar's ultimate goal was to unite the Dragons and men, thus ending the war. Helgafjall was by far the closest tribe to this, but it still had a long way to go.

"I think it would be cool" Lodin answered, surprising the boy with his unexpected interest "Neither of us have made that 'bond' you and Katla talk about, but I think Viper's taking a liking to us"

"Agreed, she's a beauty" Nina smiled, noticing Groundsplitter passed out on the floor. "Uh, is he always like that?"

"Hotburples are the laziest Dragons known" Fjalar laughed, "only species which can fall asleep while in the air. So yeah, this is pretty normal behavior" From a dusty barrel, the teenager removed a handful of arrows, and gently placed them on the counter. "Will these do the trick?"

"Should be fine" Lodin took the arrows and carefully placed them in a quiver attached to his back. "Thanks for this, Fjalar. Nina and I are going to have a small bonfire by the beach tonight for dinner, you wanna tag along?"

"That'd be nice" Fjalar grinned, "I'm pretty sure I don't have anything planned, so I can probably make it" Lodin and Nina both smirked knowingly at the ex-Viking.

"Don't worry, you can bring your girlfriend along with you" Nina chuckled, smacking her boyfriend's rear and walking to the shop entrance.

"She's not my girlfriend!" he called out, watching the duo laugh at him as they left.

"All in good time, Dragon boy!" Lodin cackled, winking at the flushing teen and following Nina out of sight. Fjalar closed the door behind them and picked up the blades he'd just finished, still stunned about how well they'd turned out. He had roughly a week to finish designing the hilt and pommel, giving him an enormous sense of relief.

"All in good time" his voice echoed through the now quiet forge. With excitement and determination glinting in his eyes, Fjalar grabbed a polishing cloth and sat himself at the grindstone.

He was going to make her those swords, even if it meant seven days without sleep.

o~0~O~0~o

"You sure he's in there alone?"

Two sixteen year old girls stood nervously by the door of Helgafjall's forge, checking the street around them to make sure they were alone. Both of them wore their best dresses, and the hair they had usually tied up was undone and flowed freely.

"Yeah, I think I hear him in there" the second girl nodded, before casting a glance down at her body and clothes. "How do I look?"

"He'll love it" the other winked, before adjusting her own breasts and puffing out her chest for further emphasis. Bristling with confidence and excitement, the two girls opened the door and walked inside.

The intense heat of the room sucked the air out of their lungs, making them immediately regret their choice of attire. They had only been in the forge a couple of times, and the sight was still highly unfamiliar in comparison to the seamstress they both worked at. The entire forge was one large chamber, with the back-left corner serving as the hearth and smelter; the back-right serving as storage for weapons. The most noticeable feature however, were the two Dragons resting comfortably directly in front of them. Both of them recognized the black one as Toothless the Night Fury, and Groundsplitter the Hotburple.

"Over here, Bardi. I finished that wedding sword you asked for the other day" The girls both whipped their heads to the source of the noise. To their left sat the boy they were looking for, his back turned and attention not once leaving the sword he held up against the grindstone. "We're running a little low on polish. I was wondering if you had any to-" he raised the blade off the spinning device and turned to face the girls, his facial expression shifting from enjoyment to surprise, and then quickly to frustration. In one smooth motion, he leant the weapon against the grindstone and stood up to face them, his arms crossed and wearing a face that spoke nothing other than mild discomfort.

The two teenager girls couldn't help but stare at Fjalar in hunger and awe. During the nine months he'd been living at Helgafjall, his body had undergone some dramatic and 'attractive' changes. He'd shot up in size, growing to just under six feet tall, and his auburn hair had lengthened so that it ran onto his shoulders. His chest, which was once perfectly straight and toneless- like an actual toothpick- had adopted a slight 'V' shape; showing off his now wider shoulders and defined stomach muscles. Fjalar's face had also transformed in more ways than one. His jawline was sharp and showed off the many whiskers developing around the edges. As well as this, the months of training in the sun had tanned his once pale skin, making it almost impossible to tell he was from the cold north. When Fjalar first arrived at Helgafjall the women there found him cute and enigmatic, but now they considered him as 'drop-dead gorgeous'

Puberty had struck. Puberty had struck _with a vengeance_.

"Here to have your weapon fixed, Lene?" he asked sarcastically, "or what about you, Anne?" it was common knowledge that the two of them never fought, or even held weapons. Fjalar returned to his work, praying that the two girls would leave him alone. Anne and Lene were women comparable to Snotlout: incapable of taking a hint that he isn't interested in them. On a regular basis they would show up at his work, flaunting their bodies in a poor attempt to seduce him.

"Well, we were just chilling with our friends, and chose to pay you a visit" Lene grinned, mouthing the word '_daaamn!_' at her friend. "Y'know, wanted to see you in the forge, workin' the steel" Lene's mentioning of the word 'friends' sent Fjalar's blood boiling. Perhaps the largest reason he disliked the two of them, was because of how much they picked on Katla. Anne and Lene were essentially the ringleaders of the pranks and name calling, and for that he showed them no respect.

"I'm flattered" he rolled his eyes, ignoring their obvious efforts to make their chests larger. The first time Lene and Anne tried to 'get with him', Fjalar nearly suffered from a heart attack. Only after several more attempts did he understand how they saw him nothing more than a conquest. "Well, I don't mean to disappoint, but I'm not forging anything. Just sharpening a sword" the boy's voice was monotonous; as much as he found them annoying and cruel, he didn't want to be outright rude to them. The last thing he wanted was an enemy, or more people who picked on him.

"Nah, its fine. A man like you could never disappoint" Anne winked, striding towards him while swaying her hips. "besides, i'm sure you can make it look interesting" Fjalar merely grunted and shrugged his shoulders, continuing to work on his birthday present for Katla. "Say, those are some pretty nice swords you got there. Is it meant to be black like that?"

"Yep, it's a birthday present" Fjalar nodded, before cringing at what he'd just said. Katla was the only birthday within the month and just about everyone knew her passion for dual-wielding short-swords.

'Thor above, now they're gonna know' he thought to himself in frustration.

"This is for _Katla_, isn't it?" she snorted, instantly linking his reference with the date. "Get real, Fjalar the Mighty, she doesn't deserve something like this!"

"Yeah, you really shouldn't hang out with her" Lene joined in, adding fuel to the boy's inner flames "she's like, a really bad influence on a great guy like you. You should hang out with the gang instead, she's _useless_"

That single word was enough to open the floodgates. He couldn't hold his silence any longer.

Once again, the teenager took the glossy-black weapon off the grindstone and stared at the girl; his gaze turning colder than ice. Fjalar rose out of his chair, never dropping his eyes from Lene. With a calm and clear tone, he spoke.

"Do you remember the story of where I came from? Do you remember why I ran away?" he asked, tilting his head ever so slightly to the side. The girls' confused expression was more than enough of an answer. "I was bullied there, and not a little, a _lot_. For nearly a decade, I was made fun of; pushed about and served as a human punching bag. The girl I once had a crush on completely ignored me, and only cast me a second glance when I saved her life; the only person I considered a friend abandoned me, because if he talked to me, he got bullied himself; my own cousin treated me like vermin, he went out of his way to make my life a living hell"

Fjalar now paced around the forge, emotion rushing through him as he recalled the painful memories of his past. Lene and Anne both watched him with a forceful gaze, now more intent on listening than flirting. As this point, the words were flowing out of his mouth, with no hesitation whatsoever. He wanted them to know.

"And do you know _why_ they did it?" he asked, bending down and absent-mindedly scratching Toothless on the neck. "I screwed up pretty often, yeah. And my sarcasm didn't get me in their good books" he let out a quiet chuckle, "but those were all small motivations, the _real_ reason was because I was _different_. I thought differently, acted differently and looked like anything but a Viking" he stood up and walked towards them, each step quiet and amplifying the intensity.

"So now I come here. I come here and I see Katla" he continued, "I see a girl who is unique, talented and above all, _different_. I see people my age treat her with no respect and dignity, because of her difference- the same way I was treated back on Berk" at this point, the girls no longer stared at the boy, but instead the floor. They didn't dare look at him, not when his words were making so much sense. Fjalar's voice dropped to a whisper, so that they could only just hear him. "Do you now know why I don't hang out with your 'friends'?"

Once again, silence was his only reply.

"If you want me to ever hang out in your little 'group', you will change the way you treat her" he said firmly, unaware that his eyes were brimming with tears, "she is not _useless_, and she is not a bad influence. The day you treat her the way she deserves to be treated, I'll gladly sit at your table, and I'll gladly call you friend"

He sat himself down on the grindstone, and resumed his work as if they weren't there. "But until that day comes…" he stuck out his free hand, and pointed to the door, "there really isn't much for us to talk about"

Lene and Anna were shocked beyond words. For nearly a year, them and their friends have pondered as to why the Dragon Rider ignored them, and spent so much time with Katla instead. But now, the truth had come out, and it made a disturbingly large amount of sense. Lene opened her mouth to retort, but was quickly silenced by her friend, who nudged her and simply shook her head.

"I guess we'll leave then" Anne said quietly, leading her friend out of the forge. They opened the door and stepped outside, the sharp scraping sounds of the grindstone fading away. Without any delay, the two girls took a left and walked down the street, in search of their friends. They had to tell them what he'd said, and discuss whether they should apologize to Katla.

They were so lost in thought; they failed to notice a raven-haired girl their own age, quietly sobbing against the forge wall.

o~0~O~0~o

**Lodin: pronounced as Low-din**

**Nina: Pronounced as Neen-ah**

_**SORRY FOR THE DELAY**_

**These past two weeks have been crammed with exams and school work; needless to say I've been too busy to write. Today is my first day of the holidays, so I'll be posting chapters far more often. As always, thank you so much for reading, thank you for 250 favorites and 350 follows! I never imagined I'd get this far!**

**Peace! :-)**


	10. A Birthday To Remember

Alvin the Treacherous would never tell anyone, but even he was scared.

The leader of the Outcasts- along with his best men- clung helplessly to the walls of a monstrous cavern, which they believed to be the home of all Dragons. After spending several days of navigating their way to the nest, and several more locating an entrance, they had achieved with twenty people what the Hooligans couldn't in nearly three hundred years.

"Keep yer head down, and mouths shut" Alvin growled, leading his team through the maze of caves and tunnels. One of the smaller men behind him carried a rope as they walked, serving as a means of returning to the ship if they ran into trouble. Before anyone could even nod in acknowledgement, an ear-splitting Dragon roar shook the very walls which surrounded them. The echoes of claws scraping and wings flapping grew louder as they moved deeper and deeper inside.

Eventually, Alvin and his group reached a large passageway, where multiple tunnels merged together and led off into one direction. By now, the sounds of individual Dragons had blended together, to form a continuous- and terrifying- snarling sound.

They knew they were getting closer, with each and every step.

"S-Sir, you might wanna-" a man behind him broke the eerie silence, causing Alvin to whip his head back in rage. Before the Outcast leader could reply, he caught sight of what he was on about. A dozen or so yards behind the men stood a Dragon, staring down at them with sickly reptilian eyes. With almost no delay, Alvin and his men recognized the beast as a Monstrous Nightmare, with its blood-red skin, and a dead Boar hanging limply in its elongated jaws. With a collective motion, the outcasts drew their weapons, preparing themselves.

And yet nothing happened.

The Nightmare simply snorted at the men in disinterest, and walked around them. Within seconds, the beast had left the cavern and plodded down the largest tunnel, which lead deeper into the Nest. Alvin and his men did nothing but stare in a mix of confusion and shock, their mouths hanging open.

"What in nine realms just happened?" another Outcast asked incredulously, a hint of fear still in his voice. Alvin wordlessly shook his head, implying to his men that he was just as stunned as they were.

"Keep yer guard up. We're gonna see where that demon's going" he found his voice after several seconds. With great reluctance, his men followed him, their gnarly and over-sized weapons still raised. "We're almost there boys, I can almost-" Alvin couldn't finish his sentence before yet another Dragon roar cut him off. Outcasts such as him had grown used to such sounds, after years of defending their island from the winged beasts, but this roar was _different_ to the rest.

The last time they'd heard a Dragon roar; it had shaken the cave walls and rang their ears. This roar however, was unlike anything any of them had ever heard. The very floor under their feet vibrated, and cracks danced up and down the walls around them. Dust which had been left untouched for generations flew up into the air, clouding their vision. Several of the men even dropped their weapons and covered their ears, with faced white from sheer terror. It didn't take a genius to realize that whatever was up ahead, wasn't something they'd dealt with prior.

From that point onwards, each of their steps was quiet and careful as can be. This mission wasn't aimed at taking the nest by force. Alvin possessed a decent intelligence, and knew that if he wanted to defeat the Dragons, he had to know what they were up against.

"We're here" Alvin's face twisted into a grin. The sight before him was as terrifying as it was intriguing. Right in front of them, lay the heart of the nest, in all its glory. The entire chamber was massive in size; easily triple the size of the room they were previously in. Hundreds upon hundreds of Dragons hugged the walls, all of them seemingly oblivious to the humans below them. At the very center of the chamber was a pit, giant in size and filled with a red smoke. The Outcasts watched in fascination as the Dragons dropped a range of dead animals into the hole.

"They ain't eatin' any of it" An Outcast to Alvin's left breathed out, essentially speaking their thoughts. All of them had wondered what the beasts did after their raids, but none of them expected the food to go to waste. All eyes were soon on a lone Gronkle, who buzzed in and hovered over the pit. With its tongue lolling about and eyes fixated on some random spot on the wall, the Dragon regurgitated half a fish, letting it slide out of its mouth. After several seconds of free-fall, the fish vanished in the smoke, and the Gronkle turned around to leave.

Before the Dragon could move more than a yard, _something_ took it.

Roars of disbelief and gasps of shock filled the cavern, as a pair of enormous jaws erupted from the mist, and swallowed the plump Dragon as if it were a berry. Alvin could hear many of his men muttering hopeless prayers to the Gods, and watched as the Dragons cowered in fear while the beast eyed them with hunger. Everything he saw now clicked into place, this… _thing_, was their queen. With a rumbling sniff, and a reverberating growl, the monster retreated to the red mist, having not noticed the Outcasts.

Alvin was moments from speaking, when a voice hammered into his skull, sending him to his knees and clutching his ears in shock.

**::MORE. BRING ME MORE::**

The voice was unlike anything he'd ever heard. He could understand what it was saying, but at the same time, he couldn't actually hear it. It reminded him of reading off paper: he could hear the words in his head, but nobody was actually speaking aloud. Alvin cast a quick glance at his me, by the looks of disbelief on their faces; they'd heard the voice also. The Dragons which situated themselves in the cavern took flight, leaving through a large hole in the ceiling.

"That… That's the Queen Dragon" an Outcast whimpered,

"It's fuckin' massive!" another joined in; his face clammy with sweat and eyes wide with terror.

"It… _talks_" all twenty of Alvin's men turned to face the men who spoke at the very back of the crowd. The man was one of the younger people to join on this mission, barely twenty winters old. "I mean, didn't you all hear that? It told the beasts to bring it more food. It must control them or some shit like that" several people nodded in agreement, before looking back at Alvin. The leader of the Outcasts held his face firm, determined not to show fear in front of those who loyally followed him.

"We've seen what we're up against now" he grunted, dusting his axe off from when he dropped it. "Get back to the ships. We've got some work to do"

o~0~O~0~o

'So this is what a heart attack feels like' Fjalar thought jauntily as he sat amongst the grass in the clearing. For the past hour, the boy had tried to lower his heart rate, and with no avail. Today was the day, the day he'd been waiting for so long.

It was Katla's birthday.

"**Don't forget to breathe, Hiccup"** Toothless snorted at his friend's nervousness in amusement. Like several other Dragons, the Night Fury was well aware of his companion's attraction to the fiery girl, and knew how much she meant to him.

"I must have forgotten something, did I forget something?" he asked out loud, standing up and searching his bag for what he packed. "Charcoal and paper… Check. New saddle… Yeah, that's here. Food… Check. Swords! Oh my Thor, I've lost them haven't I?" Like a madman, Fjalar scrambled about the patch of short grass, searching for his freshly made weapons. Ever since their creation, just over a week ago, the blacksmith had worked tirelessly on them, sharpening and polishing them to perfection. Fjalar looked down at his waist, where the distinctive sound of metal clinking together could be heard. Within a second's delay, he remembered that he'd strapped him to his belt. "You've got to be kidding me" he moaned, burying his head in his hands. "I'm loosing my mind, why am I so nervous, Toothless?"

"**Because you want to mate with her"** was his eloquent response, his black and scaly face looking smug as ever.

"Okay Fjalar, just calm down and take it easy" he took large gulps of air, and did his best to steel his nerves. "It's just Katla, why am I getting so worked up about this?" The midday sun and cool breeze helped in calming him down, and after a few minutes he was back sitting on the grass. He hadn't seen Katla at all that day; he'd woken up before sunrise to prepare for her, and left a note for her to meet him at the clearing around midday. "I'm gonna give her the swords, then take her on a flight. She'll love it, and then I'll do a nice drawing of her to top off a perfect day" His speech of self motivation was cut off but Toothless, who once again warbled happily at his rider.

"**Speak of the devil"** he offered his classic 'Toothless' grin, and pointed to the edge of forest, where a black haired girl could be seen running over. With a deep breath, he hid the swords in his pack and approached her, beaming widely with his arms outstretched.

"Well if it isn't the birthday girl, gracing me with her presence!" he laughed, pulling Katla into a hug. Fjalar noticed that her classic smell of leather and iron had been replaced with lavender and cotton, a good sign she'd received some new soaps. Her clothes were also new; while she still wore her typical blue tunic and brown leggings, they were obviously fresh and very well-made.

"Thank you thank you" she grinned, twirling around on the spot, showing off her new attire. "How do the new clothes suit me?"

"Really good" he nodded in agreement, "never the local seamstress was capable of work like this"

"She isn't, she didn't make it for me" before Fjalar could raise his eyebrow in confusion, Katla answered the unspoken question; "_Lene_ and _Anne_ did this!"

Fjalar's breath caught in his throat, as he examined the valuable cotton. It was clear to him now, that the two hormonal girls had listened to him, and were trying to earn Katla's forgiveness. The fact that he influenced two people his age shocked him, and left him with a clumsy smile upon his face.

"That's awesome! I knew they'd see how good a person you are, and of all days" he tried to bluff his way around her comment, but Katla knew the truth. She was outside the forge when he talked to them about her, and to say she was touched would have been a considerable understatement.

_Never_ before in her life, had someone stood up and defended her so honestly, and with no apparent intention other than to be a good person. What made it more incredible, was the way he denied it ever happening. She was fully aware the only reason Lene and Anna made her the clothes, was because of Fjalar's little 'chat' with them. Katla remembered the whole thing like it was yesterday; how she simply broke down in emotion when they left, shocked and heart-filled by the boy she called a best and only friend.

"Yeah, I know right" she replied with equal joy. "Today's easily been the best birthday yet"

'Probably because you're here' she mentally added, nearly blushing at her own comment.

"How's it comparing to _my_ sixteenth?" Fjalar shot his friend a wry grin, and burst into laughter as her jaw dropped.

Nobody would _ever_ forget the day Fjalar turned sixteen. It had been two days since the Skrill made an appearance, and was fought back by the boy and his Night Fury. His act of heroics only added more motivation to celebrate, and resulted in one of the loudest and craziest parties in Helgafjall memory. The whole day was filled with Fjalar swimming in delicious treats and exotic gifts, along with Toothless being showered in fish- quite literally at some points. After that, the entire town took to the hall, and drowned themselves in ale and whatever alcohol-related beverage they could get their hands on. Sven even insisted on challenging Toothless to a wine-drinking competition.

And he _won_.

"Oh no no no no" Katla giggled, waving her hands out like she was turning down a drink, "My day's been good, but not _that_ good. Gods above, I'll never forget how much stuff got broken"

"That makes two of us" Fjalar cackled, shaking his head at the memory, "Thor almighty, I wish I could remember half of it though" The duo continued to let their conversation steer more and more off track, until the boy remembered the whole reason he dragged her out here.

"You really didn't have to buy me presents!" Katla scoffed, watching her friends open her pack and reach for something.

"Yeah I know" he replied, before turning to her and smiling with a small shrug, "but I wanted to, you deserved one" before Katla could argue why she deserved a present, when he'd been the one always there for her, he continued to talk. "Plus…" he yanked out a pair of identical swords, concealed in their black-leather sheathes, "one warrior I happen to know, is in dire need of some new swords" Katla stared at the swords, then back at her friend.

"… I knew it!" she gasped, running up to Fjalar and admiring the craftsmanship, without even taking it from his hands of unsheathing it. "I just knew those plans were suspicious, when I saw them"

"Yeah, ya got me" he grinned sheepishly, raising his hands in self-defense, before offering both of them to their new owner. Katla took the gifts with her most sincere thanks, and almost immediately realized an issue.

"This is a joke, isn't it?" her eyebrow shot up, and gently tossed the weapons up and down in the air, like they were sticks. "What's really in here? These are far too light to be real"

"Ah, I figured you'd say that" Fjalar remained confident and smug, aware she knew very little about Gronkle Iron, let alone 'Nightshade Steel'. "Why don't you take a closer look at them?" Katla stared oddly at Fjalar, but drew the weapons out of trust.

Only for her jaw to fall positively open.

Katla's new swords had become black mirrors, over the course of the week. When the weapons first came out of the forge, they were shiny and overall excellent. _Now_, on the other hand, they almost seemed to bend the very light around it. The shorts words were both engraved with beautiful runes, all of which Katla found stunning to look at.

"I also engraved a little something-" he pointed to where the hilt and blade met, where her family quote was, "-right there, hope you like it" he added sheepishly.

"This…" Katla was lost for words; too shocked to even speak. Even if these swords weren't pitch black and made of an exotic material, the engravings and shape along would have taken countless attempts and hundreds of hours of preparation. "You made this, _for me?_" the last part of her sentence squeaked out like a terror being trodden on.

"I sure did" he nodded, proud to have impressed her, "so… wait, you like it right?"

"Fjalar, this is unbelievable" she said softly, swinging her new weapons about with and speed and ease she'd never thought possible. "What the Hel is this material? Why's it so light?"

"Those, were the first weapons made from a new metal" he gestured to the swords, "I call it Nightshade Steel. Lighter and stronger than anything else" The drawings of her swords and the 'Nightshade Steel' scribbled all over it clicked into place. With an ear-to-ear grin, she looked up from her new toys.

"Stronger, you say?" With almost no delay, she placed her left weapon on the floor, before unsheathing her dagger. In a rapid motion, he brought the 'Nightshade Steel' sword down on the dagger, and watched as it cleaved the tiny iron weapon in two. "Oh my gods, this is incredible" she breathed, jumping into Fjalar's arms with a tight embrace. "I can't thank you enough for this, I love it!"

"The pleasure's all mine, Katla" he beamed, glad to have impressed her, "and the presents don't stop there, I'm afraid"

"You're kidding me" she laughed, pulling away from him with her mouth hanging loose, "now you're just spoiling me, Fjalar"

"Maybe, maybe not" he shrugged, turning back to his bag and pulling out another item. Katla stared at the object in curiosity, not quite understanding what it was. "Toothless, can you come here?" The obsidian-black Dragon bounded over to his companion, equally excited to see how Fjalar's 'mate-to-be' would react.

"What is it?" she asked, sheathing her weapons and walking closer to Toothless. Upon further examination, Katla recognized the item in his hands as a saddle- roughly half the size of the one on his Dragon. The girl's excitement soon dissolved into confusion. "A… Saddle?"

"Yup, made it a few days ago" with a small clicking sound, Fjalar attached the new saddle to the back of his current seat, giving it more than enough room for two people on Toothless' back. "How's it looking?"

"I still don't understand" Katla frowned, wondering how his new saddle was a present to her. Fjalar attached the bag onto Toothless, and promptly jumped on. The girl continued to stare at her friend in confusion, until she noticed how the new saddle created enough room for two.

"Are you just gonna stand there like a lemon, or are you gonna hop on?" he smirked, patting the saddle which rested behind him. For the umpteenth time that day, Katla's jaw fell slack, as realization slapped her across the face.

"No bloody way" she gasped, noticing the wicked grin on the Night Fury.

"Yes way" Fjalar retorted, "Wanna be the second person to ever ride a Dragon?" Katla was incapable of speaking, so the best she could manage was a rapid and wordless nod. "Then let's get going!"

With a little help from Toothless and his rider, Katla jumped aboard and gripped tightly onto her friend. Fjalar blushed slightly as she held him in a 'bear hug' position. She was… larger in the front than he anticipated, and ignited a torrent of scenarios which refused to leave him.

"So you uh, ready to go?" he asked, double checking the straps and harnesses which kept her to the newly made saddle.

"As ready as I'll ever be" she laughed, a mix of exhilaration and nervousness churning in her stomach. Fjalar whispered something into his Dragon's ear, and as carefully possible, the trio left the ground.

"I've always wanted to show somebody what it's like to be up in the sky. I'm glad you're the first" he said as Toothless continued to gain altitude, leaving the tree line below him. Katla peered over the edge of the Night Fury and stared down at the grass below her, which was quickly leaving her.

"Well, I just learnt that I'm afraid of heights" she stammered, tightening her grip on Fjalar, "who could have guessed?" Once Toothless had reached a suitable height, his rider clicked his tail fin into the 'fly' position, they began to move forward.

"It's normal, Katla. Toothless is going nice and slow for us" he soothed, honestly having no idea if her fears were normal. Their speed gradually increased; until the Night Fury was traveling at a rate he could consider average. "See? Nothin' to be afraid of!"

"Y-Yeah, I guess so" she nervously chuckled, watching below as the terrain below changed from forestland to ocean- symbolizing their departure from Helgafjall. "How far have you gone off the island?"

"Pretty damn far" he shrugged, "I love exploring, so Toothless and I will always go out looking for something new"

"That's awesome. I've always loved the idea of traveling" Katla smirked. _Toothless_ on the other hand, was far less impressed, and was growing bored with the conversation and severe lack of 'suicidal stunts'.

"**Females love acts of courage"** he rumbled, rolling his eyes. **"If you wish to mate with her, we must display our fearlessness"** Fjalar grew aware of his Dragon trying to talk, and the mischievous look in his eyes was a dead giveaway of what he was planning.

"Oh shi-" Toothless tucked in his massive wings, and sent the three straight down at blinding speeds. It took a full second for Katla to realize what was going on, and start screaming in terror. Her very first flight had changed so quickly in a moments notice, and her brain hardly had the time to catch up. "_Toothless_!" Fjalar roared over his friend's yelling and the deafening wind, "what the Hel are you doing?! This was meant to be a gentle ride!"

"**See? She is yelling in excitement! The female will love this-"** Toothless began to barrel roll, as the raging ocean came up to greet them.

"Oh thank you for nothing, you useless reptile" Fjalar muttered, not at all impressed by his best friend's immature display of skills on the one day that really mattered.

"Make him stop, for the love of Thor!" Katla howled, gripping her friend so hard she feared blood may be drawn. "Bad Dragon, very bad Dragon!" At the last possible minute, Toothless opened his wings and pulled out of the dive, leveling out over the sea.

"Why the Hel did you do that, bud?" Fjalar scolded, fearing he may have given Katla the fright of her life. "This is her first time in the air, and I don't think she'd appreciate being killed-"

"That was… Odin's ghost!" she laughed, loosening her grip on Fjalar and running her hands through her lengthy hair, "can we do that one more time?" the boy stared at her like she'd grown a second head.

"Wait, what?" he asked incredulously, "you mean that crazy stunt?"

"**Told you so"** Toothless winked at his rider, having proven his theory correct.

"Yeah! I just need a bit of a warning next time" she nodded, the visible excitement glinting in her amber eyes. Fjalar knew that look all too well; he'd felt the way she did after his first flight. She'd gotten a taste of the adrenalin, and already wanted more.

"O-Okay then" he shared a look at his Night Fury, grins spreading across both their faces, "you sure you wanna do this? Once he starts, I don't think he'll stop"

"If you can do it, I can" she smirked, wrapping her arms around his shoulder. Fjalar opened his mouth to argue, but for once decided not to. Actions spoke far louder than words.

"Righty-oh, Toothless you wanna try that move we've been working on?" The Dragon snorted in affirmation, and shot into the sky. Within seconds, the trio went from cruising over the ocean to hurtling into the sky at an almost vertical angle.

"This is amazing!" she hollered, letting go with one hand and extending it out. "Why has nobody else done this before?"

"Beats me" he replied, his voice straining over the howling winds. "And if you think this is impressive, wait and see!" their speed continued to grow, and eventually they left the cloud line far behind them.

"Wait and see what?"

"_This!_ Now bud!" Fjalar gave his best friend a gentle pat on his neck, signifying the beginning of their 'stunt'. With one final push of the wings, the Night Fury tucked in his limbs and let their momentum carry them through the air like an arrow-head. "Katla, might wanna hold on to your saddle" Fjalar unhooked his harness, and removed his feet from the pedal control.

"We're loosing speed!" she yelled, looking behind her to see the clouds slowing their retreat.

"That we are" he chuckled. Katla stared in disbelief as Fjalar brought his legs up to the saddle, so that he was crouching atop his Dragon. When their speed finally hit zero, he jumped off completely. "Now the real fun begins!"

It was almost as if time had stopped for the three, while they hung suspended in the afternoon sky. Katla blinked dumbly at Fjalar, who was now several yards in front of his Dragon and laughing at the astonishment on her face. Gravity kicked in, and without any form of lift, they began their direct route straight down.

"_You're senseless!_" she screamed, feeling her stomach rise into her throat as she plunged back to Midgard.

"Yeah, probably" he shrugged casually; free-falling next to her and the Night Fury. It wasn't long before Katla was lost in the moment, her hands high above her head and cheering in unrestrained bliss.

During her descent to the sea, she took a moment to admire Fjalar, who was spinning in the air and beaming madly at his Dragon. Katla knew that he was the reason her sixteenth birthday had been such a success; everything from his stunning gifts to the smile he gave her. Trjonn and his wife often teased her about how she liked him, but only now did it fully occur to her of just how strongly she felt for him. Fjalar was everything a girl her age could want: funny, generous and interesting. He could've arrived at Helgafjall, and picked any of the girls to be with, and yet he spent almost all his time with Katla.

And that made her feel very special indeed.

After close to a minute of free falling, Fjalar angled himself back onto Toothless' saddle and pulled out of the dive, earning a small applause from Katla.

"Congratulations, I'm now certain you've lost your mind" she said rather cheerfully, resuming the original position with her arms snaked around him. From then on, their ride adopted a much gentler tone; focusing more on savoring the views and atmosphere, instead of insane flips and twirls.

"Have a look," he smiled after a while of silence, pointing over in the distance, where Helgafjall could be seen glowing in the afternoon light. "You can already see everyone getting ready for Nattmal"

"It's incredible up here" she breathed, admiring the village she'd lived in since birth from a view she'd never thought possible. Katla remembered back to the very first time she'd seen Toothless and Fjalar in the air; how she wished for the day to come, that she too would take to the skies and feel what it's like to be _truly_ free.

'I'm living the dream' she thought to herself, shaking her head in disbelief and smiling. Fjalar noticed Katla daydreaming, and coughed softly to re-gain her attention.

"I've got uh… some food in my bag. Do you wanna, y'know, have Nattmal at a place I know?" he asked anxiously, "It's on a nearby island, a few minutes from here"

"I'd like that" she nodded, feeling her stomach rumble at the mentioning of food. Toothless made a banking turn away from Helgafjall, and made his way towards a smaller island in the distance. "I don't think I can thank you enough for this, Fjalar. You and Toothless have easily made this the best birthday yet"

"It's fine Katla" he reddened at the girl's compliments, "you helped make my last birthday the best one yet, so it's only fair that I did the same to you"

"Yeah, but nothing like this" she argued, "Now I feel bad for only giving you one gift"

"The new boots you got me were excellent!" he said, watching their destination grow larger. "Just consider this all one big gift, so that makes us even" Katla merely rolled her eyes, knowing Ragnarok would occur before Fjalar lost an argument.

o~0~O~0~o

Ruffnut stared at the piece of paper in her hands with a concentration rarely seen by her. Unlike her brother, the Thorston girl actually knew to read yet chose to not show it too often. Astrid sat opposite her in the forest, doing her best to catch her friend's reaction while she literally read her fate.

"The only man in combat, to ever beat you" she mumbled, not quite believing what she was reading. "And you're sure these things work?"

"Gobber seemed to think so, plus my mom's also done this and she said it worked" Astrid shrugged. Ruffnut handed the paper back to her and lay back on the grass they rested on.

"Well by the sounds of it, you've got yourself quite the catch" she snorted, resuming her normal self. "He sounds like some war hero, plus he can beat you in a fight, and that's something not many people can do"

"Yeah, I guess" she shrugged, Ruffnut's doubt having rubbed off on her. "I'm still trying to figure out who it could be. No offense to you lot, but none of you can beat me in the ring"

"None taken and I dunno. It could be someone from another tribe" Ruffnut suggested, knowing there were plenty of incredible fighters from the Bog Burglars or Ugly Thugs.

"I never want to leave Berk" Astrid countered, "If I fell for an outsider, I'd have to move away" her friend on the other hand, wasn't listening. She was too focused on one particular line.

"_He shall never, love you back_" she echoed, sending a chill through Astrid's spine. "That's the part I can't get over"

"Me too" Astrid nodded solemnly, "Gobber told me these 'fates' aren't written in stone, meaning I could possibly change it with my actions"

"All you gotta do is find the first guy to beat you, and make him like you. How hard can that be for the famous Astrid Hofferson!" Ruffnut rolled her eyes, throwing her head back in the grass and trying to sleep. The blond Shield-Maiden merely rolled her eyes and got up in search of food.

Unknown to her, Snotlout had heard the entire conversation, his face distorting into a devilish smirk.

o~0~O~0~o

Several more minutes passed until the three of them landed safely at the island. Unlike Helgafjall, this location was very small; harboring only a spit of grass and a handful of coastal trees. It was clear to Katla that Fjalar had spent some time here before, having noticed the hammock tied between two trees and a burnt patch where Toothless most likely rested.

"I'll usually hang around here whenever I want to draw, or have a quiet meal" Fjalar said, having noticed Katla's admiration of the place.

"I can see why" she breathed, taking off her boots and feeling the cool sand sink in between her toes. "It's so peaceful here. Nothing at all like home" her friend trailed several steps behind her, carrying his large pack. With a small grunt, he lowered it onto the grass and pulled out a fur mat.

"Looks like we'll catch the sun set" he held his hand above his eyes and stared out over the sapphire ocean, where the gleaming sun was beginning it's decent under the horizon. The two of them both collapsed onto the fur mat, their limbs exhausted from flying for such a long time.

"I'm knackered. Who could have guessed sitting on a Dragon could be such an effort" Katla rolled her shoulders with effort, feeling the joints in her neck and back cracking. "Can't imagine how Toothless is feelin'"

"He may complain a lot, but Toothless is a tough one" Fjalar joked, scratching his best friend around the neck while the Dragon simply snorted. "Night Furies are stronger than they look, he could probably hold ten of us in the air" Toothless' head shot up high in pride, staring off into the distance for superfluous drama.

"Aaand now you've fueled his ego" Katla giggled, only to be given an eye roll from the Dragon before he waddled into the sea to cool off. "He really is one of a kind, isn't he?"

"Couldn't agree more" Fjalar grinned, offering some Yak jerky and bread to his friend. "Sorry if it isn't a banquet or anything. Couldn't fit all that much in my bag"

"Nah it's okay. I'm not that hungry, especially if Toothless is gonna try any more tricks on the way back" she answered.

"I'm sure he'll behave himself on the way home" he said, before raising his voice so that his Dragon could hear. "_Ain't that right_, Toothless?" The Night Fury merely threw the pair of humans a gummy smile, and plunged back into the foaming water.

Fjalar and Katla continued to relax and eat, until the daytime became history and the moon laid suspended high in the starry sky. Toothless had finished his swim, and lit a bonfire where they were previously eating, granting all three of them some warmth and light. Katla lay comfortably on the hammock, swinging back and forth, while Fjalar sat cross legged on the floor, rubbing his Dragon while he napped.

"I honestly don't think I can thank you enough for this, Fjalar" Katla said affectionately, smiling up at the sky while the hammock gently swayed from left to right. "I mean sure, Trjonn and his family have always tried to make my birthday memorable, but nothing at all like this" she extended out her hands, in reference to the island and Toothless.

"You're exaggerating this Katla" Fjalar shrugged her compliment off, as if what he'd done wasn't special. "Plus, I kinda owe you this"

"You _owe _me this?" she gawked at him, standing up off the hammock and sitting next to him. "Name one thing I've done to deserve a birthday as good as this!"

"You've been there for me" he said simply, which shut her up almost instantly. Katla almost wanted to yell at the boy; the hypocrisy was incredible. "You were the first person my age I met, after leaving Berk. You were nice to me, you helped explain to the Free Folk that I was no harm, and without you I doubt I'd still be here" Fjalar shrugged meekly, "I never thanked you for all that, so consider this my way of doing so"

"I could say the exact same for you, bud" she smiled, touched by how he felt like he needed to do this. "You're my first friend, the first person to talk to me and listen. You haven't bullied me or ignored me"

Fjalar realized how close Katla's face was to his, and he could feel his heart rate begin to climb. The warm glow of the fire illuminated her face and seemed to set her silky black hair on fire. Her warm amber eyes and cute lips which curved at the edges caught his attention and reminded him of just how beautiful she was. He was now seriously beginning to weigh the options up; whether or not she liked him the way he liked her.

"I'm sure any guy would do the same, if they found you" he commented, his voice an octave lower than he intended. "What those other teenagers do to you is wrong and awful, but they are right about one thing; you truly are unique"

'Oh my Thor, that sounded so much better in my head' Fjalar could feel himself blush as his cheesy comment, but Katla didn't seem to notice, and blushed an even darker shade of red. 'All my life I've done things based on facts and chances, like Fishlegs. About time I went off my gut'

"I like you a lot, Katla. I really do" his eyes didn't leave hers, as he continued to fly completely in the dark. Katla's face moved closer, and so did his. The last time they had been at this point was nearly a year ago: the very first day Fjalar- or Hiccup- arrived at Helgafjall.

"Well… Maybe you should prove it to me" she whispered, having turned her body to face him completely. Katla couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this nervous. Her heart and mind were flooded with nervousness and excitement, having steadily built up over the course of the day. With a spike of confidence that even surprised him, Fjalar spoke.

"Oh, I plan to" he answered smoothly, gently cupping her cheek with a single hand. "And _this_ time, Sven isn't gonna stop me"

'I am not Hiccup the Useless'

And without any further words, his lips met hers, and any remaining attraction to Astrid Hofferson abandoned him forever.
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	11. The Call Of War

"Is it really that hard to stay still?" Fjalar rolled his eyes at his girlfriend, who sat comfortably on a rock overlooking the sea.

"This is harder than it looks!" Katla defended, doing her best to speak without moving her mouth. "My legs are tingling and I'm fairly sure bugs are crawling on my fingers"

"Just a few more seconds…" Fjalar took in all her curves and edges, doing his best to replicate her figure on the paper which he was drawing on. "-Okay! I've got the basic outline done, we can continue later on if you want" he offered, putting the charcoal stick down and giving his fingers a much-needed stretch.

"How's it look so far?" she propped herself off the rock and walked over to her boyfriend, anxious to admire his handiwork. She wasn't at all disappointed with what she saw. The drawing was about as close to real-life as she could possible imagine; her body resting against the boulder, looking out to the ocean with her long raven hair gently blowing in the wind. Katla could feel herself blush as she noticed how well he managed to capture the structure and shape of her physique; he was a natural-born artist.

"It still needs some work, which is hardly a surprise for my first drawing of a person" he shrugged nonchalantly, seeming oblivious to her state of awe. "The clothes are lacking detail, and I've hardly done any of the terrain. Maybe I could-" Katla silenced him with a soft kiss on the lips. She pulled away and simply shook her head at the dazed teenager.

"You're too modest for your own good" she grinned, "I think it's wonderful"

"Y-You do?" he asked, a shy smile breaking across his lips. Katla nodded in confirmation, and his smile turned into a full grin. "Well hopefully, you'll like it even more when I'm finished"

"One step at a time, Dragon boy" she laughed, handing the drawing back to him and setting off in search of Toothless. "You hungry, babe? I've got a loaf or two back in my pack" Fjalar felt his stomach flutter at the mentioning of his new nickname. It had only been a week since he and Katla agreed to call each other boyfriend and girlfriend, and both of them were overjoyed by the new status. They had chosen to keep their relationship quiet to the rest of Helgafjall, only telling Lodin and Nina because they'd figured it out within hours.

"Yeah sure, we'd best get back anyway. I've got training with Trjonn, and about a dozen projects in the forge I'm yet to start" he said, following her and looking out for his Night Fury. They'd spent the entire morning at the clearing, talking about miscellaneous things and drawing each other. They were almost certain that more people were suspicious of the two of them; in the past couple of days, they'd hardly left each others side.

"And when you're finished" she turned to face him, excitement shining in her eyes, "we're gonna find a Dragon for me!" Fjalar nodded in agreement, loving the thought of flying alongside another Dragon and its rider. Katla was still highly unsure about which species she could ride; the teenage girl wanted one which perfectly suited her personality. Ever since her first flight, a week before, she'd developed a healthy addiction for the freedom of the sky.

"Good idea. You still remember what I've been teaching you?" he asked, walking alongside her as they left the clearing and entered the forest which surrounded it. "What's the number one rule about befriending a dangerous species?"

"Forgiveness" she answered confidently, having been reminded by him many times. "Many of the most dangerous Dragons aren't approached because of their reputation or history. To befriend one such beast, you must forget all the bad things you know about them, and forgive any of their past wrongdoings"

"You got it!" he laughed, lazily draping an arm over her shoulder while they continued to search. "Question two; how do you find a cheeky and sluggish Night Fury in a forest which all looks the same?"

"Oh now _this_ is a tough one" she rolled her eyes, pointing her finger over to a small creek, where a large black Dragon was gleefully lapping up the water. "Maybe if you used your eyes"

"Wha- Oh!" he blushed slightly at Katla's obvious amusement, adjusting their course to meet the scaly beast. "Bud we need to get back home, you up for a quick flight?" The Night Fury abandoned its drinking source and bounded over to the couple with his tongue happily sticking out of his mouth. Both of the teenagers removed some bread from an attached satchel and jumped onto Toothless' back.

"Can you go on easy on us, Toothless? We're eating up here and I don't think you'd like vomit all over you" Katla gave the Dragon a short scratch on the neck, and was given a grunt of reluctant agreement. Carefully, the Night Fury took off and left the tree line in a matter of seconds.

"Atta' boy" Fjalar said, adjusting the tail fin and steering towards Helgafjall; his home for nearly a year.

o~0~O~0~o

"Give _up_ already" Astrid Hofferson snarled; her mother's axe in one hand and a freshly dented shield in the other. The Shield-Maiden's opponent lay sprawled out on the cold stone floor, having been defeated more than four times that day alone. "You're not gonna win today, or any other day"

"Hah, I love it when you play hard to get" Snotlout grinned, his missing front tooth clear as day. Shakily, the muscular boy got to his feet and picked up his hammer, brandishing it in front of her with a smug expression. "Darling, we both know how much you want this-" he flexed his arm muscles for further emphasis. Astrid felt bile rise up into her throat, and decided to sedate her frustration by defeating him at least a few more times.

The girl charged in, only giving him a second to react. Snotlout brought his hammer above his head and brought it down with his now dwindling strength. Astrid stepped out of the hammer's path, and sent her shield careering into his barrel-shaped chest, causing him to double over in pain. To finish the job, the girl slammed down on his neck with the wooden end of her axe, flooring him instantly and declaring the fight once again over.

"You think he'll ever stop?" Ruffnut asked casually to her brother and Fishlegs, having witnessed the previous couple fights from outside the Kill Ring.

"We all know the answer to that question" Fishlegs mumbled, a rare look of clear annoyance dancing across his face. "He thinks he's invincible, especially after he was proclaimed 'Heir of Berk'. Astrid could probably cut off both his arms and he'd still think he could take her"

"Why's he even fighting her, anyway?" Tuffnut asked, having not really listened to their conversation. "It's not like he can beat her"

"Astrid had her runes read by Gothi" Fishlegs explained, "It said her true love would be the first and only man to ever beat her in a fight"

"That's not all it said" Ruffnut interjected, catching the attention of the two boys. "It also said that this person would 'never love her back' and that she'll lose his heart to someone 'coal-black'" the girl's statement caused Fishlegs to frown in thought, the information being completely new to him.

"That's even more evidence against Snotlout being the one," he shrugged, "and I doubt it's any of us"

Astrid left the Kill Ring with a huff of frustration, not bothering to check on the damage done to her opponent. She was beyond mad that the greasy-haired Jorgenson had told the boys about her conversation with Ruffnut. Fishlegs was a good friend, but spilled information at the drop of a hat, and the last thing she wanted is more people challenging her to a duel. Astrid passed the observing teens with nothing more than a short glance, and headed straight to the forest. The idea of more people fighting for affection was something she didn't like, but something she very much saw possible, and she intended to prepare for it with more training than ever before.

If this 'true love', was going to beat her, he'd better be damn good.

o~0~O~0~o

"Going strong, Fjalar. Time to bring in the fourth" Trjonn called out, watching the boy in the center of Helgafjall's infamous arena. Fjalar stood without his shirt on and a blunt version of his glaive in his hands, sweat soaking his head and running down his head. His trainer had insisted on the lack of clothes, because it made any fresh injuries much easier to see.

"Can I just… have a moment?" he panted, his free hand resting on his knees for support. For the past few hours he'd been practicing his fighting skills against multiple foes, and had just equaled his record of three people at once.

"You can have your moment later" he smirked, nodding at the handful of equally exhausted men which surrounded him to get ready. The boy's opponents had been hand-picked by Trjonn, they were far worse at fighting than the teenager, but were proven to be deadly as a team. Fjalar groaned in annoyance, readying himself for yet another fight. There was a strict rule in training that no sharpened weapons were used against one another, and as a result every weapon was unsharpened to the point where most injuries were avoided. "Ready… Begin!"

The first man charged in, armed with a spiked mace and no shield. Immediately Fjalar could read his attack strategy, and reacted based solely upon that. The man's body twisted to the right and he brought his weapon to his side; a powerful side attack was incoming. With no time to waste, the teenage boy rolled past and let the mace pass straight over him. Fjalar got to his feet and swung the flat side of the glaive into his back, stunning him and giving him some time to deal with the other four people.

Fjalar could see Katla watching him from outside the arena, encouraging him on with a confident smile. He silently reminded himself to thank her after he'd won or lost the fight. Katla had served as his training partner for as long as he'd been fighting, and without her he wouldn't be nearly as good as he was now. His thoughts were drawn back the next two people fast approaching, both of them wielding daggers in both hands.

'If someone uses two weapons, their lives will become a whole lot harder if they lose one. Removing one weapon wrecks their balance, and throws off their aim' her voice echoed in his head, reminding him of the many lessons she'd given him. Using his traditional tactic, he took steps backwards with his weapons twirling rapidly in front of him. The men and their attacks were all proven unsuccessful, with every attempted strike sharply connecting with the glaive's steel blade and being knocked to the side. One of man backed off and stepped to Fjalar's left, coming in from a new angle and greatly increasing the difficulty.

The sounds of hurriedly footsteps coming at him, and a gasp from Katla alerted the teenager that his first adversary had recovered and was fast approaching behind him. Fjalar ducked an attack from his left and blindly swept out his rear leg. His foot connected with the bottom of the first man's leg, and sent him in an uncontrollable tumble into the person in from of Fjalar. Using both his legs and the wooden end of his weapon, he leapt into the air and straight over a low slash from the third opponent. Fjalar spun mid-air, and his heel stuck the man in the jaw with a brutal '_crunch!_' rendering three of the men defeated.

"Now _that's_ what I'm talkin' about, right there!" Trjonn hollered, accompanied by several cheers "Great way to use your enemies against each other, Fjalar"

"Oh my Thor that felt good" the boy gasped for breath, adrenalin pumping through his veins. Not being the kind of person to brag or gloat, he merely bowed his head with an ear-to-ear grin, pride bubbling inside of him. Fjalar faced his remaining opponent, who held a double-edged axe and a shield. It was a rare combination, and reminded him of the only person he'd ever seen use it.

_Astrid_

Fjalar could feel his joy dissipate ever so slightly at the image of her. He hadn't thought about her for a while, and since the previous week he'd held absolutely no attraction to her. The teenager boy remembered how she acted on Berk, how she only looked twice at him after he saved her life. He thought back to the days when she completely ignored his existence, and the rare times where she'd actually join in on Snotlout's bullying.

'She's probably married by now' he thought, not nearly as upset as he thought he would be, 'Spitelout most likely offered her parents a contract. Who would refuse the 'heir of Berk'?'

Fjalar looked back up at Katla, and felt his happiness rise once more. He now knew that Astrid was nothing more than a childhood crush, because what he was feeling for Katla was quickly becoming so much more.

"Oh Astrid, if you could see me now" he mumbled under his breath, his eyes glinting with exhilaration. The man in front of him noticed this, and his composure faltered ever so slightly. Fjalar charged at the man, firmly gripping his glaive with both hands. As he got within range, the teen's opponent thrust his body forward in an attempt to bash him with the shield. Fjalar whirled the glaive above his head and swung out the man lunged, knocking the shield off course and giving an opening to the center of his chest. Before he could take advantage of the gap, his rival's axe came swinging down in a diagonal arc. Fjalar spun out of the way, narrowly missing the blunt but still very deadly weapon. With a loud grunt, he launched his left knee under the man's right arm. For good measure, he gently prodded the adult's back with the very tip of his weapon; a show that he could kill if he wanted to.

Fjalar helped the other three people to their feet, and once more was faced by whoops and cheers of the audience. He'd successfully taken down four reasonable Free Folk fighters with minimal injury; an accomplishment he'd never thought possible a year before. After several minutes of catching their breath, most of the crowd had left and the five men in the arena held a short discussion.

"Excellent work, all of you" Trjonn nodded, addressing the four trainees in front of him. "Time for a little de-brief. What could Fjalar improve on?"

"He could hit a little softer" one said, clenching his jaw and making his friends laugh a little.

"Needs to be more aware of his surroundings" a second said, giving a shrug of honesty. "If Katla didn't alert him, I might have snuck up successfully" Trjonn and Fjalar both nodded in agreement. The boy knew his advice shouldn't be taken as an insult; he still had plenty to learn and the constructive criticism would help him improve.

"Exactly, glad you noticed" Trjonn nodded, "What about you?" he pointed to the man with the axe and shield.

"I held back" he said simply, speaking the thoughts of everyone. "I should have helped the others while they fought Fjalar. Maybe we could have taken him it was all of us at once" the man shot Fjalar a wink. Despite the large gaps in age and skill, they all saw each other as equals, and treated one another as friends while they trained.

"Indeed. Now as for you two" Trjonn pointed at the two men who ran into each other, "watch where ya going and keep your balance" the men nodded in acknowledgment. "Let's call It a day. Head down the wash houses to get that stink off you, and get yourselves a meal. You all deserve it" All five of the trainees were in no position to argue, and left the arena almost immediately.

"Looks like someone is catching up to my record" Katla grinned, standing by the exit doors and watching Fjalar put his tunic back on. "The kick you gave that bloke was unbelievable"

"Yeah, really close" the boy snorted, "My four against your seven" his girlfriend's record for fighting was nearly twice his own, yet she continued to brush it off as 'no big achievement'. "And thanks, by the way. I guess flying with Toothless has helped the legs grow a little.

"You gonna join the others?" she asked, turning her head to watch the men limp down to the bathing rooms.

"No, I'll wash up after I'm done in the forge" he picked up his gear which he'd left by the door and followed her out.

"Fjalar, can you give me a hand over here?"

The pair of teenagers turned to face Trjonn, who was moving the training equipment back into its proper place. The man rarely needed help with such tasks, but both of them assumed he too was tired from training.

"I'll be waiting at the forge" she whispered, planting a kiss on his cheek and leaving swiftly. Fjalar hoped that Trjonn didn't notice her affection, and walked up to help him pack up.

"So how is it between you and Katla?"

The question made his gut freeze and his spine shrivel up. Trjonn looked up from what he was stacking away, and faced the teen with a curious grin. Fjalar tried hard to hold his composure, but he could feel the blood leave his face and was sure the man noticed. He and Katla had kept their relationship a secret to avoid any awkwardness between the adults and other people their age, yet here Trjonn was, seeing right through his facade.

"Huh? Oh, K-Katla. Yeah she's a great friend, we hang out and stuff" he stammered, putting no thoughts into his words out of sheer nervousness.

"I see" Trjonn nodded thoughtfully, before getting right to the point. "So how long have you two been a couple?" Fjalar felt the cold in his body leave him, only to be quickly replaced by heat. His once pale and clammy face erupted in a fierce blush. It had taken the man a full thirty seconds to see the truth behind the two 'best-friends', and that made Fjalar incredibly uneasy.

"Was it that easy to tell?" the boy sighed, his eyes failing to meet Trjonn's and sticking to the floor. He expected the man to be livid or upset, that an ex-Viking was dating the girl he saw as a Daughter.

He didn't expect him to laugh, however.

"I knew it!" he boomed, a smirk dancing across his face. "Avaldr owes me a pint. We made a bet on whether the two of you were an item, a couple of days back"

"Y-You're not mad?" Fjalar asked, astonished by his reaction.

"Why would I be? You're a good lad, and you treat her right" Trjonn answered, "She likes you a great deal, Fjalar. I'm sure you two will make a great couple"

"Wh-Really?" his eyes nearly popped out of his skull, and Trjonn's nod in confirmation made him ecstatic. "Um, well thanks! That actually means a lot"

"But you still didn't answer my question" he laughed, "how long's it been?"

"About a week now"

"Why've you two been keeping this all so quiet?" Trjonn asked out of curiosity.

"Well we… we didn't really know how everyone would react" Fjalar admitted sheepishly, sending the man's eyebrows up in interest, "Katla was worried how the elders and other teens would see it. And I was a bit nervous about, y'know… how you'd take it"

"That makes some sense" Trjonn shrugged, patting the teen on the shoulder and offering his classic smile. "Well if makes you feel any better, you've got my approval. I can tell you feel for her, and she feels for you" the fighting instructor and his apprentice both finished packing up, and made their way out of the arena.

"Thanks for staying so calm about this, Trjonn" Fjalar laughed nervously. "I can think of people who'd skin me alive if they found out I was dating their daughter"

"I'm calm because she _isn't_ my Daughter, Fjalar" he smiled in return, "I might care for her like one, but in the end she's the one making the choices. She's sixteen; I couldn't control her if I tried. Now go on, I'm sure she's waiting for you."

"I sure will" Fjalar grinned, "thanks again, Trjonn" and without a further word he dashed away, only to be halted once more.

"Oh, and one more thing" the man called out, catching his attention.

"Yep?"

"It's a little obvious something is going on with the two of you, everyone can see it" Trjonn's smile twisted into a grin, "don't even bother trying to hide it. Us Free Folk are smarter than that" with a bark of laughter, the fighting instructor turned and headed the other way, leaving the flabbergasted teen to his own thoughts.

o~0~O~0~o

"Still haven't made up your mind?" Fjalar asked, stopping his work on a new sword to watch Katla flick through a book he'd been making. The tome in question was his version of the 'Dragon Manual', explaining the many species he knew of and how to train them.

"Not quite" she murmured, "I'd like something that can hold it's own in a fight-" she held up a page to the boy, showing him drawings and details of one particularly fearsome looking beast. "-_This_; the Whispering Death. Doesn't he look handsome?"

"Gorgeous" he rolled his eyes, sending both teenagers into a fit of laughter. "Babe, that's the last Dragon on Midgard I want to see you riding. They're about as close to uncontrollable as it gets, plus they can't stand the sunlight"

"Well, what do you have in mind then?" she asked, closing the Dragon Manual and sitting up on his work desk. Fjalar left his latest project to cool off and sat by her side, taking the book into his hands and skipping to a page.

"Scuttleclaw" he read aloud, showing her a sketch of a brightly colored bipedal Dragon. "_These highly energetic creatures are cousins of the Deadly Nadder, though much lower in population. In terms of loyalty and devotion, the Scuttleclaw ranks as one of the highest; following its companions into situations without a seconds hesitation_"

"Not bad" she admitted, trying to picture herself riding one alongside Toothless. "Looks quite nice as well"

"A beautiful Dragon for a beautiful rider" he chuckled softly, nuzzling his chin on her shoulder. Fjalar's increased confidence was something Katla had certainly noticed after her birthday, and she loved it. Every charming remark he made sent Katla's stomach fluttering and left her giddy inside.

"You're such a goof" she giggled, leaning on him and letting his steady breathing put her mind at ease. Ever since Fjalar's training in the arena, her thoughts had been elsewhere. After several minutes of comfortable silence, the blacksmith returned to his work; as much as he enjoyed cuddling her, he had some serious work to get done.

"How's this lookin'?" he held out a newly forged sword, engraved with striking runes and gleaming gemstones implanted along its spine. "It's for one of the Palsson brothers, they're getting married and need something for the wedding" Katla was still caught in a slight daze, and snapped out of it after a brief moment of silence.

"Huh? Oh, that looks great Fjalar" she smiled genuinely, taking the blade into her hands and admiring the craftsmanship. Unlike Bardi- the owner of the forge- Fjalar was a perfectionist. He'd spend hours trying to fix the tiniest of faults, and would settle for nothing less than impeccable. As a result of this, the boy's forge tasks were almost always things such as wedding dowries, sacrificial blades and coming-of-age gifts; low in quantity, but very high in quality. The weapon Katla held in her hands didn't even have its handle attached yet, and she could already tell that it would make an excellent tool, and an even better gift. Fjalar gently took it back, and rested it against the grindstone. He leant against the nearby wall and faced her, a small smile across his lips.

"It's easy to tell when something's on your mind" he said, folding his arms and staring at his girlfriend humorously.

"What do you mean?" she asked, trying to seem casual. Katla silently cursed; the boy knew her better than she did!

"The way you bite your bottom lip, just a little bit" he grinned, "and your eyebrows scrunch up. It's cute." Katla smiled begrudgingly at his comment, dulling the edge of her slightly bitter thoughts. She decided to throw caution to the wind, and tell him what was bothering her; she knew he'd do the same for her.

"When you were training this afternoon, I noticed the way you looked at the man with the axe" she said. "I could tell you were thinking about Berk. The axe… it reminded you of _her_" her tone wasn't accusatory or even remotely angry, just very matter-of-factly. Fjalar noticed the look on her face while she spoke, and saw worriment instead of frustration. He immediately knew what she was on about- why she was concerned.

"Well… yes, I was. I hadn't thought of my old home for a while now, it just kinda… hit me" he said, slumping slightly against the wall. Katla feared the answer of what she was about to ask, but she needed to know the truth.

"You ever thought about returning? Y'know, to Berk"

"I feel like sooner or later, I should help them with the Dragons" he answered, "but moving back there? No, this is my home now" Katla felt relief flood into her pores, and the perturbed feeling inside of her seemed to pack up and leave. "I was always an outcast there, being son to the Chief was the only reason I wasn't thrown out altogether. You and the Free Folk have given me more in one year than Berk did in fifteen" He gave her a smile of reassurance, which only made her feel better. Fjalar wasn't just her boyfriend; he was her best and only friend, the one person who'd been there for her ever since he'd met her. Fjalar understood her concern for his departure, and it made him feel happy that she cared to such an extent.

"And what about Astrid?" Katla asked. Fjalar and her had conversations about his old home on occasion, but this was the first time they'd talked about his ex-crush since they called each other a couple.

"She was just a crush, I've realized that now" he said, watching Katla's face brighten. "She's probably forgotten all about me, or she might even be celebrating my death still" Fjalar expected a pit of grief to appear after saying such things about himself and the girl he once liked, but no such feeling occurred. After a second of silence and pondering, he realized why.

"And you're not upset about that?" she questioned, her voice soft and nervous. Fjalar shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. Without much hesitation, he walked up to her and kissed her gently on the lips.

"I guess it's 'cos I met someone better" he murmured, "someone who treats me like a real person, and someone who I think is even more attractive" Katla pulled him back into the kiss, savoring the presence of him for several more moments.

"Thanks you" was all she could bring herself to say, breathing heavily and smiling at him clumsily. The boy returned the grin, and pulled her in to a tight hug. "You have no idea how relieved that makes me feel, you really don't"

"Hey, that what boyfriends are for, right?" he quipped, once again returning to his wedding sword. "Now, the sooner I get this done, the sooner we can go flying"

"And the sooner I get to kick your ass in training" she joked, getting off the desk and examine the many weapons on display around the forge. "How many of these have you made?"

"I dunno, I'd say most of them" Fjalar replied, sketching out the measurements for the handle of his sword-in-making. "These days Bardi is usually making the more common items like shovels and hoes, while I'm forging the weapons"

"How many do you make a week?" she removed a broad sword from its weapon rack and gave it several test swings. Katla had grown used to her 'Nightshade Steel' swords, and since then she'd been finding any normal weapons rather uncomfortable. Not only that, but she'd also broken several people's weapons, due to her swords cutting right through them. It was very bittersweet; she could dominate the ring more than ever, but she couldn't train without cleaving the person or their tools in half.

"One a day, I guess" he said, pinning up his latest design plans and fetching him some spare iron. "Some of the larger and more important ones I'll take my time with-" Fjalar froze, ad he quickly remembered something. "Oh my Thor, Katla I almost forgot to show you something!" Before Katla could reply, the teenage boy dashed out of the room, and returned a few minutes later, wheeling some sort of contraption.

"Uh, what's that meant to be?" she raised an eyebrow and took a closer look at what was probably his latest invention. Katla took care not to touch the design; his prototypes had a bad habit of being sensitive and suffering from 'calibration issues', as he put it.

"My new and improved version of 'The Mangler'" he unfolded the weapon, and Katla was blown away. The design reminded her of a bow, with a large metal tube running down the center and two drawstrings at the ready on either side. This new version resembled the old Mangler in its basic function, but that was about it. The entire base, launcher and ammunition set were completely remade.

"This… isn't what I saw coming" she said, wide eyed at the surprising elegance of the design. "It's… wow. It looks nothing like the original you have drawn up"

"You were right about it hurting the Dragon" he shrugged; "I decided to improvise a little, and it turned out all right" he reached behind the forge counter, and retrieved a set of wooden balls attached by a thick piece of rope. "This new design shoots the bola not as hard, but spins it much faster instead, meaning it had a greater chance of wrapping around something and not injuring the Skrill"

Katla couldn't resist a smile to escape onto her lips, while Fjalar explained his new creation. The boy may have been more muscular and taller than before, but he still held the heart of gold which she cherished. Everybody knew that Fjalar had developed a love of fighting over the months, but his true passion would always be in the forge. Every new project or creation- no matter how boring- he would always complete it with such enthusiasm and glee. She found it adorable.

"You should rename it" she grinned, standing alongside her boyfriend and imagining herself firing it. "'The Mangler' sounds like something made to kill. This is gonna save lives"

"How about a Viking name?" he suggested. Katla nodded in agreement, and gave him a moment to think of something. "What about… _Gjallarhorn_?"

"Gjallarhorn*****" she echoed, "Where'd you get that from?"

"It's the name of the horn blown at the beginning of Ragnarök. I think I suits" Fjalar commented, folding up the bola launcher and moving it back into the storeroom.

"It is hard to use?"

"I've tried it a couple of times, and I'm having no trouble with it" he shrugged, picking up the sword with determination to finish it before he got side-tracked yet again. "I could teach you how to use it, if you're up for it"

"Sounds good, but if-"

A bellowing horn stopped Katla mid-speech. Fjalar frowned at the noise, and looked out one of the open windows to see people walking past with equal confusion.

"Must be an urgent meeting or something" he brushed it off, returning to his work, "can't see why they'd-"

The horn rang a second time, freezing both teens to the spot. Everyone knew the horns and what they meant. '_One blast for friends, two blasts for foes_'. Katla and Fjalar visibly paled, and both whispered the same dreadful word.

"Skrill" A thunder-clap echoed across Helgafjall, snapping the couple out of their daze and focusing them on the matter at hand. Fjalar dumped his weapon where he sat, and ran to where he'd stored Gjallahorn. Katla ducked her head outside, to catch a glimpse of what was coming. Roughly a hundred miles of the east coast, black clouds could be seen building up, with the occasional lightning strike flashing between them. Such a violent storm wasn't possible this time of year, and only meant one thing.

"Katla, you know the plan" his voice was no longer soft, it was commanding and authoritative. "Get our sets of armor and meet me by the docks" he loaded several bolas into the launcher, giving his limbs a quick stretch, "Toothless and I will get this on the boat"

o~0~O~0~o

It didn't take long for the storm to arrive in full force, blanketing the entire town in maelstrom winds and torrents of rain. The townsfolk had stuck to the standard procedure, and took cover inside their buildings, leaving only a couple dozen men and women out in the open. Fjalar and Katla were amongst them, standing alongside some of the town's best fighters and archers.

"Listen up, you lot!" Trjonn bellowed over the storm, catching everyone's attention. "We've got several minutes to spare until the beast hits, we need to make it count!" he looked at Fjalar, who was dressed in his armor with a nervous yet stern expression. He hadn't spoken to the boy since training, and he prayed to the gods that his plan was ready. "Fjalar's gonna take it from here, so pay attention"

The ex-Viking jumped up onto a nearby barrel, so that he could be seen by everyone. Fjalar had never been more nervous in his life; here he was, leading the defense of an entire town against a rogue Dragon. His father would be undoubtedly proud of his actions, but he didn't let his thoughts wander.

"O-Okay. I know this Dragon attack came before we predicted, but we can still take it down" he started, his pulse and breathing coming raggedly. "Our biggest focus is containment. We need to make sure the Skrill can't fly over the town and get to the people" Fjalar pointed to the dozen or so archers, who had their weapons at the ready. "Every man and woman with a bow will be stationed on the east wall, ready for when it comes. You mustn't let it get past you" With a quick nod, the archers ran off and readied themselves for the Skrill's arrival.

"Toothless and the other Dragons will be posted on top of Helgafjall's buildings. If the Skrill _does _get around the archers, they will try to push it back" Fjalar felt slightly sick at the thought of his Night Fury being grounded. Unlike the other Dragons, Toothless wouldn't be in the air; but his plasma blast would still be a great help. "The rest of us will be out on the boats with bolas. Our job is to get the Dragon into the water, while the others draw its fire and distract it. If we can down the Skrill over the harbor, it won't be able to fire and we can trap it.

"You heard the boy, get to it!" Trjonn called out, sending the people away, spare himself and Katla. "I really hope this plan of yours works"

"So do I" he said, stepping down and letting his fingers entangle with Katla's. Despite being equally terrified, she gave him a small smile of reassurance and put his mind at a bit of ease. "Now let's get this done, once and for all" With a small kiss, the two headed away to the boats, dreading what was about to come.

The battle against the Skrill was about to begin.

*** Gjallarhorn: Pronounced 'Yallah-Horn' (From my favorite video game, try and guess haha)**

**Really sorry for the inconvenience, but I've got to take a short break from writing. My end of year exams is just around the corner, and I want to make sure I focus on good grades. Don't expect a chapter for as long as one month :-(. The big battle will be next chapter, so I hope you look forward to it, I know I do!**

**Anyways, thanks again for reading. Please feel free to review; I don't really care if it's positive or negative, as long as it helps me develop as a writer! Catchya later, and sorry again for the wait!**

**Peace! :-)**


	12. Coping With Loss

**POSSIBLE**** DEATH OF POV CHARACTER. WARNING FOR GORE AND VIOLENCE.**

The gentle noise of rain drumming the ocean and the steady creaking of boats were the only sounds that could be heard on the harbor which lay to the east of Helgafjall. A total of four vessels waited anxiously and in complete silence, all close together and readying themselves for what could very well be their last battle. Fjalar stood on the leftmost boat, his eyes trained on the sky in search of the lightning Dragon which would begin its inevitable assault any minute now. Katla- who had now been his girlfriend for a week- also looked to the clouds, standing on the ship next to his. Unlike the other three boats, Fjalar's craft held his secret weapon to taking down the Skrill; his new bola-launcher, which he named The Gjallarhorn. He'd only had time to create one, and he was the only person who knew how to use it.

'We need more time' the voice of doubt hammered into his thoughts, 'just one of these won't be able to take it down, we need more'

Several hundred yards away, and several dozen yards above, a twenty of Helgafjall's best archers lined the east wall, arrows nocked in their bows and ready to open fire at the word of their leader, Avaldr. Trjonn stood next to Fjalar, and could almost feel his anxiety.

"Gotta stay faithful, my boy. We can pull this off" he placed a hand on the boy's shoulder as an act of reassurance. "This is the most ready we've ever been"

"I hope so" he murmured in return, hardly feeling the rain droplets running down his face and onto his leather armor. Fjalar turned to face Katla, and he could feel his gut churn. The past week had easily been the best of his life, and it was all thanks to her. His greatest fear was loosing her, after only having just got her. An ear-splitting roar echoed across the sea, quieting the few conversations which were taking place. The teenager carefully cocked The Gjallarhorn into the 'fire' position and waited.

"_I see it!_"

Many heads whipped around to face the source of the noise; a man stood on the right-most ship, facing the opposite direction to everyone, his finger pointing to the clouds and his eyes wide. Nearly a mile away- but still very visible- a speck of white light could be seen barreling towards the harbor at blinding speeds. Fjalar knew immediately that the beast was riding lightning, and at such speeds his change of hitting it was nearly zero.

"We've gotta slow it down" he blurted, stepping away from The Gjallarhorn and grabbing his bow off the wooden deck "there's no way I can make that shot" Trjonn nodded and turned to face the other boats.

"_Archers, nock yer arrows!_" he roared, catching the attention of everyone nearby. In a single frantic action, the men and women pulled arrows out of their quivers, and shakily slotted them onto the bowstring. _"Draw_!" Each and every pair of eyes was stuck on the Dragon, which soared towards them at speeds which could compete with a Night Fury.

The Skrill was now less than half a mile away, and seconds from unleashing the full force of its lighting blast. Fjalar held his breath as the Dragon approached, and prepared to release the bowstring. Just as he was about to, however, the Skrill pulled up sharply and vanished into the thick clouds, stopping its attack run. "_Wait_!" Trjonn called out, scanning the sky for where the Dragon had simply vanished from sight.

Fjalar could feel his arm strain against the pressure of the bow, as he held it at the ready. It wasn't very often that the Skrill pulled out of an attack, and he was beginning to wonder if his plan could really be working.

"You think it tucked tail and fled?" Trjonn asked, catching the boy's attention.

"I-I've got no idea. Perhaps it-" Fjalar turned to offer his stuttered opinion, but his voice caught sharply in his throat. Completely unbeknownst to Trjonn, his long brown hair was gradually lifting off his shoulders, and beginning to stand on end. He would have found the entire scene rather humorous, if not for the terrible meaning behind it.

The Skrill wasn't done, not by a long shot.

Fjalar whipped his head to Katla, who was hardly visible through the rain. Similar to Trjonn, her long black hair was also raising itself off her back and waist. Unlike the other fighters, her eyes were not focused on the clouds; she was staring at him in terror. Both of them knew exactly what was coming. At the top of their lungs, and almost simultaneously they screamed a frantic warning.

"_GET DOWN!_"

A Dragon roar howled from above, and the Skrill burst out of the clouds and into view, this time right above them. Most of the men on the ships didn't even get to see it, before the beast opened its maw and let a torrent of whitish-blue lightning escape out. Shrieks of terror filled the air as the deadly blast tore through one of the ships like it was parchment.

Fjalar watched in horror as the ship next to Katla's sunk in mere seconds, half its crew struggling to stay afloat and the other half presumably dead. He'd never considered the losses which could be the result of his plan, and panic sunk its teeth into the boy.

"Oh Thor, no this wasn't meant to happen. Not like this" he gasped for air, struggling to cope with what he'd just seen. The previous attack by the Skrill hadn't resulted in a single death, and Fjalar had just watched men and women slaughtered like cattle in an instant. Their deaths were on _him_, and he couldn't undo it.

"_Fire! Fire everything!_" Trjonn bellowed, trying to shut out the death which he'd just seen. Those who were still on the boats launched whatever they could at the beast, such as hand-held bolas, spears and non-metal arrows. Fjalar too gave his best shot at hitting it- and he managed to. The teenager let his arrow soar in a flurry of anger and self loathing, and it bounced harmlessly off the Dragon's right leg as it flew away.

"Son of a _bitch_" Fjalar snarled, tossing down the weapon and returning to his bola-launcher. There were no metal weapons or items at their disposal- using them against the Skrill ran the risk of attracting lightning- and made any successful shots almost useless. His best and only remaining hope was The Gjallarhorn.

The Dragon then turned its attention to the archers along the city walls, who were watching the scene in a state of disbelief. It rapidly swerved in avoidance of further arrow fire, but a stray bola wrapped itself around the creature's left wing. Everybody watched in incredulity as the Skrill yowled in rage, and landed on the Helgafjall docks with a heavy smash. Fjalar and the others couldn't resist a cheer of success as the now-immobilized Dragon writhed on the wooden floor.

"Get men down there, we need to keep it contained" Trjonn yelled, feeling the boat turning under his feet and make its way back to the docks. The ship hardly moved a yard, until the Skrill had broken it free of the ropes and was no longer grounded.

"Fantastic" Fjalar muttered, watching the torn bola fall harmlessly off the Dragon as it took to the skies once again.

"Should've seen that coming" Trjonn growled, signaling for the ship to stop. "Those bloody things never seem to work" Fjalar gave a noncommittal grunt, focusing more on the Dragon's flight patterns and the possibility of hitting it. For several intense minutes the archers managed to hold off the Skrill; preventing it from reaching the rest of Helgafjall, and giving the survivors of the attacked boat a chance to recuperate.

"Trjonn, they won't last much longer without us" Fjalar said urgently, "If we can grab it's attention and it flies straight towards us, I could take the shot" The man cast a glance at him, his eyes beginning to show panic.

"Are you _sure _you can do it?"

"Not even a little bit" he shook his head, "but judging how those archers are holding up, this is the only hope we have" Trjonn knew they had little choice in the matter; with the archers out of the way, the Skrill would be one step closer to wreaking havoc upon Helgafjall.

"_Nock your arrows!_" the fighting master thundered, re-gaining the attention of the men on the ships. Much like the second the time, the archers made a frantic effort to load up their weapons. "Draw!" dozens of bowstrings creaked and groaned as their wielders pulled them back to near-breaking point, desperate to force as much power into the shot. "_LOOSE!_" with a collective 'thunk', a cluster of arrows were launched in the direction of the Dragon at a steep angle. The distance from the boat to the target was nearly three hundred yards, and with no metal tips to give weight, the flight time was relatively long.

A sharp roar came from the Skrill, as one of the arrows managed to take it by surprise. The beast turned to face the source of the attack- the boats, out in the harbor. With little regard for the archers it was tormenting moments before, the lightning Dragon set it's on the three remaining ships.

"Well, I hope that launcher of yours works" Trjonn said, giving Fjalar a strong pat on the shoulder, "'cos this isn't gonna end well if it doesn't!"

"Not. Helping." the boy hissed through a steeled jaw and gritted teeth. The adrenalin pumping through his system made lining up his target a shaky act, only mounting more pressure on him. The opportunity before him was easily the best one he'd been given; the Skrill was quite the distance away, and coming from straight ahead.

He could end this.

"Two hundred yards" he muttered to himself, his eyes never leaving the Dragon. Fjalar forcefully pushed every bit of emotion out of the way, and focused solely on the task at hand. He forgot about the death he'd seen, he forgot about loosing Katla, he forgot about his own safety. All that mattered was the beast in front of him, and his twitching trigger-finger.

He made the calculations in his head as it approached one hundred and fifty yards, and he pulled on the handle.

_WHAM!_

Every man and woman of the battle-on land or on sea- watched as the intricate machine burst into life, and propelled a bola which whirled at incredible speeds. The Skrill saw the projectile's course and tried to move clear, but both the bola and the Dragon were moving far too fast. One of the weights attached to the bola smashed into one of the many talons on the Skrill's wing, and wedged itself like a wood-chipping axe on a log. The thick and snap-resistant rope still carried momentum, and wrapped itself around the Dragon's left wing multiple times, before lodging itself in the claws on its feet. The effect was almost instantaneous; the nearly unstoppable beast seemed to drop out of the sky, and began it's certain decent to the frothing ocean.

Whoops and cheers of joy filled the air as the beast once again plummeted downwards- this time for certain it was trapped. Only Fjalar remained silent throughout the ordeal, watching the Dragon intensely as its momentum continued to carry it forward in his direction. After a second or two, the praise and celebration died away, as the rest of the Free Folk soon caught on with what was happening.

"It's gonna hit the boats" he murmured, his eyes growing wide at the realization. Fjalar continued to watch the Skrill and did his best to guess where it was going to land. His eyes panned to the left, predicting the beast would land somewhere on the sh-

_Katla_

Fjalar felt his stomach shrivel up and his mind go numb. His girlfriend stood near the center of the boat next to his, her eyes filled with joy and clearly unaware to the imminent danger she was in. The boy tried to call out for her; to get her to move out of the way, but his voice stubbornly refused to work. Shouts telling people to 'get clear' filled the air, and yet Katla didn't move an inch. Fjalar could now see a mix of terror and confusion in her eyes, as if her mind wanted to run, but her body simply wouldn't work. She was paralyzed with fear.

He had to do something. He didn't know what, or how, but he wouldn't let her die.

Time seemed to almost stop, as Fjalar shoved The Gjallarhorn away, and sprinted down the boat deck in her direction. He could see the individual rain droplets on his callous hands as he pumped his arms to run faster. Fjalar didn't think about his sweaty and soaking armor; he didn't think about his bola launcher, which probably fell into the sea after pushing it; he didn't think about the men and women he shoved out of his way, watching him in confusion. The only thing that even occurred to him was the black-haired girl on the boat next to his.

'I'm not Hiccup the Useless' his mind screamed, but something about that simple sentence made him think.

For the past nine or so months, he had called himself Fjalar; the _deceiver_. The day he'd called himself that was the day he promised to hide all weakness, and ensure that he would never be tormented the same way he was back on Berk.

What ever happened to that?

To the boy, his new name was a mask. He'd given it to himself so that he could become someone who he wasn't. Sure, his hair was now longer, he was more scarred than before, he was taller, stronger and less awkward than before; but he was still Hiccup- the son of Stoick the Vast, and the boy who made crazy inventions in his spare time.

He thought back to the first months of living at Helgafjall- where he considered leaving and exploring the rest of the world. He remembered that aside from Katla, the reason he stayed was because they treated him like a person. Within three months, the barriers of his 'fake personality' had broken down, and he was acting like himself once again.

And they _still_ liked him. If anything, Katla seemed to like him more.

Using every ounce of muscle in his legs, he leapt off the side of the ship and landed heavily on the other. He wouldn't let Katla die, not after all they'd been through. He wanted her to live, so that he could tell her the truth that he'd been denying for so long.

'I am not Hiccup the Useless' he thought, not sure if it was tears or rain on his face. '_I. Am. Hiccup_' his feet left the ground, as he dove in front of her. The last thing he remembered seeing was her beautiful face, slowly twisting into a look of horror; her glorious amber eyes softening in helplessness and her arms being raised in an attempt to protect her figure. The sight of her vulnerability made his heart break.

The Skrill smashed into his body, and that broke everything else.

o~0~O~0~o

It was one of those rare moments on Berk, where the sounds of teenage irritation couldn't be heard. In a way, it was unusual, and rather disheartening. Astrid had grown bored of beating 'suitors', and was out resting in Heir's Grove- the place where Hiccup was killed; Snotlout was too busy shadowing the chief to ogle and flirt with Astrid; Fishlegs was being Fishlegs, and studying the Dragon Manual in the Meade Hall.

And the twins, for once, were spending time talking and not fighting.

"There's nothing to do 'round here" Tuffnut grumbled, using a long twig to pick the wax out of his ear. He and his sister both sat on the shore of Loki's cove, trying to get away from the near-unbearable silence that now plagued the once lively and bustling village.

"We could prank someone" Ruffnut suggested, picking up stones and tossing them out to sea. "It's been a while since we dumped Yak milk on-" the Thorston girl paused, remembering the person she was thinking of had been killed. In truth, she _almost_ missed the scrawny boy- the way he caused destruction so easily was an incredible talent to them.

"It's a shame that Dragon Rider killed Useless" her brother shrugged, calling Hiccup by the traditional nickname his cousin had given him. "Everyone now gets angry when we mess with them. Hiccup acted like he didn't even care" Ruffnut gave a grunt of agreement, remembering how after every prank, the boy used to just awkwardly leave, not bothering to complain to his father- the chief, who could punish any of them if he so pleased.

"Why do you think he did it?" she asked, pausing to face Tuffnut. His face scrunched up in an expression of confusion, not understanding what he meant. "The Rider, why did it kill him?"

"I dunno," he gave the wax on the end of his stick a whiff, and threw it away immediately. "Maybe it thought he was annoying, or something" The twins both laughed at his joke, but the question still lingered in the air.

"The raid before he died. Hiccup said he shot down a Night Fury, and that it landed somewhere near Heir's grove. What if he really did?"

"You butt-elf" he snorted, "This is Hiccup we're talking about. Of all the people to shoot down that Dragon, he would be the last" Ruffnut thought about that, and eventually agreed. It was painfully obvious that over the course of the year, their mourning for Hiccup had dissipated, along with their opinion on him. Like most of the Vikings, they were impressed by his abilities in the Kill Ring, and thought that maybe the days of 'Hiccup the Useless' would come to an end. But before he could change his reputation from 'nuisance' to 'Dragon Slayer', he was taken; leaving behind only memories of being annoying and getting in everyone's way.

"Bride of Grendel" she retorted, lightly throwing a stone at Tuffnut and knocking his helmet off his head. Within moments, their casual conversation had erupted from verbal into physical.

Everybody had a way of dealing with boredom, and this was theirs.

o~0~O~0~o

To Katla, the whole event was over in an instant.

One moment she was watching the Dragon hurtle in her direction, and the next she could feel Fjalar colliding into her, acting as some sort of barrier between her and the Skrill. With a roar of agony and a sickening crunch, the trio landed heavily on the wooden deck. Katla could hear Fjalar moan weakly as the Dragon rolled off him and floundered on the floor in an effort to escape.

"F-Fjalar" she stammered; the shock of what had just happened catching up to her. The boy gave no response, lying on his side and facing away from her. The other Free Folk who stood on the boat wanted to restrain the creature and help the young pair, but even they were stunned by that they had just seen. This teenager had offered up his body and essentially sacrificed himself for her, leaving all of them staring with gaping mouths.

Katla tried to stand up, but her head was spinning wildly and she could feel the gently trickle of blood on her face. Managing a frail crawl, she made her way up to the boy, and with a great heave, rolled him onto his back.

She nearly screamed at what she saw.

Fjalar's armor was torn to shreds, the Skrill's many talons and spines having carved through both the leather and his now-exposed chest. Katla could easily make out three enormous gouges, starting at his right shoulder and making their way down to his left hip bone- all of them starting to pool with sickeningly thick blood.

"No, nonono" Katla's mind went in to overdrive, tearing off the remainders of his armor to get a better look of the damage. "You're alright, Fjalar. Just talk to me, please" she gently rocked his limp shoulders, checking for any signs of life.

"Someone help him!" Trjonn thundered, rushing to Fjalar's aid. It took a solid three seconds to realize that his injuries were more than serious, and that he needed a healer immediately. "Get us to shore, _NOW!_" the crew who watched snapped into life, dropping the sails and steering to face the Helgafjall docks. "Katla, you need to stop the bleeding-" he tore a rag lying nearby, and gently placed it on the boy's wounded chest. "-keep pressure on here, I'll make sure he stays breathing"

With a choking sob, Katla placed both of her shaking hands on the rag, and pressed down, doing her best to ignore the pained yet motionless expression on Fjalar's face. A despairing gasp escaped the boy's mouth, and his green eyes flew open, the pain of his injury snapping him into consciousness.

"K-Katla?" he wheezed, the words leaving his mouth as short, raspy bursts.

"I'm here, Fjalar" she wept, maintaining the pressure on his chest. "Don't worry, everything's gonna be fine for you. We'll get you all patched up" the boy slowly shook his head, a lone tear running down his temple and landing on the deck.

"N-N-I'm… Not… F-Fjalar" he croaked, feeling his voice beginning to fail him. "H-Hiccu'. I… A-Always been… Hic-Hiccup" his clammy and pale face twisted into a soft and lopsided smile, as he whispered to her. "I... L-Lov-" his eyes rolled back into his head and the smile faded from his face, plunging back into unconsciousness.

"_NO!_" Katla bawled desperately, shaking his body violently and letting her tears stream freely down her face. "I've lost everyone, and I'm not loosing you. _Please!_"

"Trjonn!" a nearby voice caught their attention, and both of them looked up. The Skrill had broken free of its trap, and was observing them. Katla briefly stopped crying to notice the Dragon which had maimed her boyfriend- it was staring directly at her in an odd and almost… _apologetic_ fashion.

The once-regretful face quickly turned into one of fury, as Trjonn rose to his feet and charged at it unarmed. The Skrill seemed to effortlessly dodge the man's enraged attacks, and didn't look at all bothered by the Free Folk rapidly surrounding it. With a single push of its kind legs, it took off again, soaring over the crowd. Katla was too focused on her boyfriend to notice the Dragon fast approaching her, its razor talons extended out and ready to finish her off.

"_Katla!_" Trjonn shouted an agitated warning, but it was moments too late. The beast wrapped its claws around her arms with surprising grace, and lifted her up into the sky. The Free Folk –Trjonn included- watched in horror as the Dragon carried her off the boat and over the ocean. The Skrill had _never_ kidnapped a person, or anything for that matter. Many of the Free Folk tried to stop it take Katla- launching a multitude of spears and arrows at it- but the beast simply increased its speed, and took her higher into the clouds.

"_HIICCUPPPP!_" she screamed, watching the town Helgafjall slip further away from the grasp of the Skrill.

The storm clouds eventually parted, and the Free Folk knew it was over.

o~0~O~0~o

The squeal of a pre-teen child could be heard from all around Berk, accompanied by the reverberating clang of metal against metal. Once again, a boy had injured himself while working as Gobber's new apprentice, and he knew it wouldn't be the last.

"Watch yourself, Lad. Can't make an axe with bad fingers" Gobber piped, dumping another mound of iron on the scorching hearth. The 'lad' in question was only nine years old, and had been working there for just over two months. He had a mop of shaggy black hair on his head, and a thin frame that would incite names such as 'punk' and 'pipsqueak'. Those who looked past his size and were respectful to the boy, called him by his real name- Gustav Larson.

"Yeah I will, but this is still new to me" he popped his index finger in his mouth, trying to dull the aching burn. "Can this be the last one? I'm really tired"

"Gustav, how are ye gonna get big and Viking-like if you keep calling quits?" the blacksmith flashed a toothy grin, gesturing to his lanky and grime-covered body. "Ya need some meat on those bones!" Gustav wanted to complain some more, but he knew he wouldn't get anywhere. What's more, he also had to live up to the workload of the previous apprentice.

Gustav had heard an awful lot about the boy everyone knew as Hiccup, yet he rarely saw him. The teenager was always working at the forge, relaxing in the forest or serving as a human target for the other Vikings his age. His parents had also told him to steer clear of him, claiming Hiccup was some sort of 'walking natural disaster'. The new apprentice found himself in situations like this on a regular basis: wanting to ask Gobber for the truth about Hiccup, and whether he really was as bad as everyone said he was. But he'd seen how the man reacted when others spoke badly of the boy, and chose to keep his head in one piece and his tongue silent.

"How many more after this" Gustav mumbled, removing his finger and returning to his work. He knew that despite being a tough worker and stubborn as Hel, Gobber only wanted the best for the boy. The whole reason he became an apprentice was to become stronger, and 'calling quits' wouldn't get him the strength he needed to join Dragon Training.

"Only a few. Last I checked, there was a hammer which-"

A loud knock of the door halted the conversation immediately. The forge wasn't set to open for at least an hour, so both Gobber and Gustav was confused as to who was there and why. The blacksmith flung open the doors, to be facing none other than Snotlout Jorgenson.

"Ah, Snotlout. What can I do fer ya?" Gobber hid his disinterest and suspicion with a cheery smile and a light tone. The thick teenager dropped his mace- now mangled and worn- on the counter, and flashed a grin.

"I need this fixed right now" he said, puffing out his chest in an attempt to look larger than the blacksmith. Gustav turned away from the pair and bit his cheek to not laugh at Snotlout. Ever since he lost his front tooth, his appearance was nothing short of hilarious. It had been five months since Astrid gave him that incredible punch to the mouth, and he still hadn't replaced the tooth with a metal or stone version.

"Sorry, we don't open for a while now- you know that. Come back in a bit-" he was half-way through shutting the doors, when Snotlout's greasy hand stopped him.

"I wasn't asking" his voice dropped to a lower and more intimidating tone, "I won't be able to beat Astrid with a weapon this rubbish" Snotlout tossed the mace past Gobber and onto the small pile of weapons which needed repairing. The large blacksmith silently groveled, not at all liking the boy's recent change in attitude.

Everybody knew that after Stoick the Vast announced Snotlout as the heir, he began to think he was invincible. The boy had just turned seventeen- making him the oldest of the teens- and spoke back to everyone who wasn't the chief. He was more selfish and arrogant than ever, and the townsfolk were loosing their patience.

With a mock wave, the teenager turned and briskly walked away, leaving the two blacksmiths to themselves. Gobber took the mace and placed it at the very bottom of the pile, returning to his work with a huff.

"He used to be a good lad" the man spoke aloud; "Odin help us if he ever becomes chief" Gustav was surprised at Gobber's words, knowing he was among most loyal people on Berk.

"You'd rather have someone else? Who?"

"Well, Astrid's a good bet. She's a brilliant fighter, and'll certainly find tha nest if Stoick doesn't" he replied, popping the iron bolts of a rusted shield. Gustav nodded in agreement, grabbing the next mangled weapon off the pile and setting to work on it.

Once again, he found himself wanting to ask about Hiccup. There was a locked room on the second floor of the forge, which once belonged to the boy. Only Gobber ever went in there, spending many sleepless nights stowed away and mourning the teenager he saw as a son.

He was one of the few people who still missed Hiccup, and he wanted to know why.

o~0~O~0~o

_Katla was back at the clearing on Helgafjall, the sun warming her tanned skin and the gentle breeze blowing her long black hair off her waist. A boy just older than her stood several yards away, staring at Katla with a soft smile. He wore a light green tunic with brown pants, and his auburn hair flowed down onto his shoulders. _

"_You alright there, babe?" he asked, walking up to her with a curious expression. The girl instantly recognized the voice; it was soothing and with a slight Norse accent._

"_Fjalar" she breathed, eyes widening with realization. "Y-You're alive!" she tried to move up to him, but her legs refused to work._

"_I thought I told you, my name is Hiccup" he joked, "and yeah, I sure am"_

"_But you…" her eyes trailed down from his face and onto his chest. There were three distinct tears on his tunic, exposing fresh scars from where the Skrill's spines dug in. "Your chest" she whispered._

"_I'm gonna be fine, Katla" he shrugged. "Focus more on yourself than me" his expression softened as he cupped her cheek with his hand. "I don't want to loose you"_

_The world around Katla began to fade away, and with a shuddering gasp, she awoke._

o~0~O~0~o

Katla snapped back into consciousness, the pain in her body sinking in immediately. With a groan of agony, the girl sat herself up and took in her surroundings. Her armor- once immaculate and battle ready- was sticky with blood and coated in a thick film of dirt. Katla's eyes adjusted to the low light levels and noticed she was in a cave. Dry stone walls surrounded her at every angle, with the only source of light being very high above her.

'Where am I?' she thought, gently prodding her cheek to feel a rather deep cut. The memories of what happened came flowing back to her one by one: The sounding of the horn; preparing for the battle; shooting it down; _Fjalar_.

With an audible gasp, Katla remembered the Skrill, and how it had taken her away. Thrashing her head from side-to-side, she tried to spot the infamous Dragon, but it was nowhere in sight. With great difficulty and struggle, the teen rose to her feet and shakily set off in search of an exit. She had no idea how long she'd been out and what the Skrill planned to do with her, but she sure as Hel wasn't going to wait around to find out.

After several minutes of painful searching, the only path which revealed itself led further into the cave. While Katla trudged deeper and deeper inside, the sounds of the outside world seem fade away, leaving her more to her thoughts. She still couldn't believe the way Fjalar- no, _Hiccup_- offered up his body in an act to save her. The thought of her boyfriend giving his life for her made Katla feel sick. It was her fault that she didn't move out of the way, and the she didn't know how she would go on knowing he died for her.

Katla found herself in yet another large chamber, similar in size to the one she woke up in. The girl's blood froze as the distinct sound of reptilian breathing caught her ears. With a quiet whimper, Katla turned to face the source.

The Skrill stood a dozen yards away, and was staring _right at her_.

The teenager felt herself stiffen, as the Dragon locked eyes with her. Katla knew she didn't have her dagger with her- or any weapon for that matter, so the only thing she could do was raise her arms in submission. She wanted to go down with a fight, like any true warrior, but it seemed the Skrill wouldn't give her the satisfaction.

"Please. Ju-Just make it quick, Dragon" she trembled; scrunching her eyes shut and letting stray tears drip down her face. Like many Free Folk, Katla had adopted the Norse religion, and hoped that if her boyfriend also didn't survive, he too would be waiting at the gates of Valhalla.

But nothing happened.

Sluggishly, Katla re-opened her eyes, only to find the Skrill having not moved an inch. The Dragon continued to stare at her, its head cocked slightly to the side like a dog. If Katla hadn't known the terror this beast was capable of inflicting, she never would've been able to guess at that moment. The Skrill flicked its head to the left, and with a minor growl, waddled away.

Katla stared at the departing Dragon in bafflement. The Skrill had taken her presence as something casual, and it seemed to have no intention of hurting her- let alone killing her. The girl noticed a small passageway where the Dragon was going, having not noticed it when she first entered the cavern. The Skrill turned back to face Katla, and once again flicked its head in the direction to the direction of the passageway. She raised an eyebrow, her fear beginning to cloud over with confusion.

"You want me to… follow you?" she asked incredulously, only to receive a small nod. "Okay, w-well I guess so" Every fibre in Katla's body told her to run, but the pathway ahead of her looked to be the only way onward. She didn't want to irritate this surprisingly placid Dragon, especially after having witnessed its power first hand. With agitated and cautious paces, the teenager followed the Dragon into the third major part of the cave.

Katla's jaw fell open at what was in front of her.

The cavern she stood in was easily the most beautiful one yet, lush with gleaming stalactites and a shimmering pool of opal-blue water. The whole area looked untouched for thousands of years- almost unaffected by the tests and hardships of time. None of that occurred to the girl, she was too focused on the Dragon hanging from the ceiling.

Katla ran past the Skrill and up to the creature which was suspended by a thick rope. The beast hung from its tail, and when she got closer, she noticed it wasn't a Dragon at all- just the bone dry _skeleton_. The girl felt nauseous just looking at the poor creature, and the lack of stench indicated that it had been hanging here for a very long time- _decades_ at the very least.

Katla looked back to the Skrill, a mix of fear and revulsion swirling inside of her. For a moment, she was sure the reason the Dragon brought her here was to share the same fate, but she noticed the look on its face, she knew it was for another reason. The beast stared at the skeleton with equal misery and shame, only making her unsure of herself.

Katla walked even closer to the carcass, so that only a few yards were between them. The bones of the dead Dragon had undergone an incredible amount of trauma; gouges and fractures running along every part and joint. Katla knew they would've been enough to cause immense pain, but not kill. _The Dragon had been tortured_.

The girl bent down to examine the skull of the beast, and she froze; its head was alarmingly familiar. Jagged yet thin spines surrounded the top of its head like a crown, and its shallow jaws were lined with dagger-like teeth. Katla physically took a step back to examine the creature in its entirety.

It was a Skrill.

Looking back at the living Dragon, she noticed it was now watching at something else- behind the hanging carcass. A second dead Skrill could be spotted at the very back of the cavern, sending another wave of chills down Katla's spine. Unlike the previous carcass, this beast had its back to the wall, and lay sprawled out on the stone floor. It was obvious to her that this one had gone down with a fight, and hopefully its death had been less painful.

Katla wasn't sure how the Skrill would react to her touching the remains, so instead she carefully paced around the corpse and approached the newly found skeleton. Her eyes were almost immediately drawn to a set of bright purple rocks, which looked like they had been guarded by the Skrill as it died. Bending down onto one knee, she got to see the pebbles up close, only to fully realize what she was staring at; _egg shells_. The Dragon had died defending its young.

Like almost every village in the barbaric archipelago, Helgafjall had domestic animals such as chickens, and Katla knew a hatched egg when she saw one. The shells of the eggs were smashed to pieces, far worse than if they had simply broken on their own. Only a single egg was largely intact, split in two pieces and looking like the only one to have hatched and possibly survive.

Like she did with the other Dragon, Katla examined the Skrill for the exact cause of its death- and unlike last time, she _didn't_ come up empty-handed. Three rusted arrows were jammed straight in the beast's skull.

"Oh my Thor" she croaked, gently twisting the projectile and removing it from the bone. Bringing it up to her face, Katla studied the arrowhead, and the sick which had been building in her stomach threatened to escape.

The arrow may have been old, but she knew Free Folk craftsmanship when she saw it.

Everything she had seen since waking up clicked into place at once. The Dragon's anger towards her village; the reason it carried her away- of all people -after saying 'I've lost everyone'; and the one egg that wasn't crushed to dust. With a shaky and uneven breath, Katla spoke to the Skrill.

"_You're an orphan_"

The Lightning Dragon nodded solemnly, understanding the girl's words. For generations, the people of Helgafjall had pondered as to why the Skrill attacked, and Katla was the first to have learnt the truth.

"You… You were that egg, weren't you?" she pointed a trembling finger at the shells. "My people took your family, and you're out for vengeance" again, the beast simply nodded.

For the first time in her life, Katla completely forgot about the Skrill and its reputation, and simply looked at it as a Dragon- just like Toothless or Misty. It's body; once rigid and upright with pride, sagged low in shame. It's skin; once vibrant and toxic purple, was spotted with blood and deep rope burns. It had feelings, emotions; _memories_. All of which had been desecrated by her own kind.

"I-I know the things my ancestors did and that they were unforgivable… But those people you hurt are innocent" she pleaded, "I know what it's like to loose those you love, believe me" The Skrill's eyes widened at her statement, catching along with what she meant.

Katla could feel her heart rise up into her throat, as she took a single step towards the Dragon. Unsurprisingly, the creature crouched down and bared its teeth in a quiet snarl. Her hand once again shot to the sky, reminding the Dragon that she was unarmed.

"Forgiveness" Katla whispered, taking another step. "Many of the most dangerous Dragons aren't approached because of their reputation or history" by now, the Skrill had lowered its defenses, and was staring at her in a mix of confusion and interest. "To befriend such a beast, you must forget all the bad things you know about them, and forgive any of their past wrongdoings"

'What would Hiccup do?' she thought, thinking back to how he tamed a Strike-Class Dragon. The distance between the two was less than a few yards, but the tension was nearly unmeasurable. The Skrill knew her kind was known for their deceptive nature, and Katla knew one wrong word would result in her death.

"I promise I'm not going to hurt you" she reassured, "and the same goes for the rest of my village. Helgafjall doesn't kill Dragons anymore"

Katla could feel the breath of the Skrill against her body, warming her and terrifying her all at once. She was surprised by how calm the Dragon seemed by her presence. Even the Skrill was shocked at how relaxed it was around her. Perhaps it was because the girl was unarmed, or because it knew it could end her life if she took a single wrong move.

Or _maybe,_ it was because the Skrill finally found someone it could relate to.

Time to take a leap of faith.

Katla shut her eyes and looked away from the Dragon, slowly extending out her left hand towards it. She could hear the beast growl gently as she reached out, but it was clear the Skrill was more nervous than angered. Despite flinching heavily, the girl continued forward, flying on instinct more than logic. Her arm was now fully out, her blood-stained hand open and ready for whatever the Dragon had planned.

Several apprehensive seconds later, and Katla felt the warm touch of Dragon Skin against her palm, and she let out a shuddering exhale of disbelief. She could feel the rubbery surface of the Skrill- quite unlike regular Dragon's scaled. She could feel the soft tingling of lightning, running up her arm and soothing her.

But most of all, she could feel a connection. She could feel a bond.

**Surprise****! :D**

**Whaaat, you think i'd kill one of my POV characters? Just kidding! **

**Anyway, thanks for reading, and sorry for the chapter drought. Sorry if this was a bit more violent than most of my other chapters, some gore was necessary. I have an important question, which i alluded to in this update. Hiccup or Fjalar? What do you want him to be called? I plan for Fjalar to be his fake name, while those closest to him know the boy by Hiccup. Post your opinion, i'd love to hear all about it, and what you thought about the story so far. Catchya later!**

**Peace! :-)**


	13. Embracing Your People

**Sorry for the huge delay, had exams all of this week and the last, so i had literally no time to write. Buuuut now that's all over, and i can reward your patience with this, enjoy!**

**I think I've made up my mind now. Only Katla, Lodin and Nina will call him Hiccup, and the rest will call him by Fjalar. The Hooligans will also call him Hiccup when he returns. POV will also call him Fjalar.**

_Fjalar stood calmly by the beach of Thor's Cove, back on Berk. It had been a long time since he'd been here, but everything seemed to be exactly how he remembered it. The frothing and hissing waves were crashing onto the shore, and the pale sand was dotted with the occasional stone or shell. The sounds of other people could be heard in the back of his mind, seeming so close yet so far away at the same time._

"It's been weeks now, why hasn't he woken?"

_Fjalar wasn't the only one on the beach. Several figures- all of which he could recognize- stood on the sand, looking out to see and seemingly oblivious of his presence. With several cautious paces, the teenager walked over to fully observe each of them._

_The first person he could see was Gobber, his long time father-figure and blacksmith. The burly man stood with his eyes trained on the horizon, and Fjalar could make out all his features. Gobber looked older than ever, his eyes half-lidded with fatigue and shoulders sagged. It was obvious that the past year Fjalar was away had been hard on the man, and it made the boy sick with guilt. Gobber was one of the few people who had been nice to him, and to see him in such a state was depressing._

_The next person was his father- Stoick the Vast. Unlike his best friend, the red-haired Chief stood tall, clenching a bloodied hammer in one hand, and a piece of parchment in the other. The paper had a Dragon drawn on it, reminding Fjalar slightly of a Night Fury. Stoick's face was much like Gobber's, however; weary and exhausted from the world around him. His eyes spoke a different story- while the remainder of him wanted to rest, his eyes spoke of vengeance and desperation. The teenager shook his head sadly, and moved onto the next person._

_Snotlout Jorgenson, Fjalar's largest and meanest bully- now not so large anymore. The black-haired boy would often brag about having hit adulthood at such a young age, but it seemed to no longer be such an advantage. Snotlout stood up to Fjalar's shoulder, almost having not grown since he ran away. The only major differences were his missing front tooth, and a hint of stubble on his chin. What set him apart from the others was the wicked smirk dancing across his face, and his hazel eyes shining with greed and personal gain._

_He loved Fjalar being 'dead'._

_The last person in line was a face he never expected to see again- Astrid Hofferson. The girl he once spent years fantasizing of now stood in front of Fjalar, looking all too familiar. Her face had lost its baby fat, and was looking ferocious as ever. Her sandy blond hair ran down her right shoulder in a single braid, completely different to its original style. He took note of Astrid's figure, and couldn't help but compare it to Katla's. While his girlfriend was curvier and more muscular, Astrid was thin and petite- shaped from years of dodging enraged Dragons and Vikings twice her size. Her classic battle-axe was still in her hands, slightly scratched and now dripping with fresh Dragon blood._

_What he most noticed, however, was that he felt nothing for the girl. To be this close to the Shield-Maiden years ago would have sent him into a bout of stuttering and nervous butterflies._

_But now… Nothing._

_Like he did with Stoick, Fjalar shook his head and walked away from the people. He knew Katla was to blame for this change in emotions, and even more strange; he liked it. Astrid never favored him, she ignored him and thought he was 'useless', like the rest of Berk. He was with Kata now, and he loved it._

_He loved __her__._

_Fjalar was now by himself again, the four Hooligans having vanished into the very air. Most of him was happy for leaving Berk, now that he was out of their way and with Katla. But there was __one__ tiny part of him that knew the truth; he would have to return sooner or later. He knew his ability to tame Dragons could very well end the war, and prevent the massive loss of life. Right then and there, he made himself a promise. One day he would go back to Berk. But he knew it wouldn't be for a very, very long time._

_And from the seemingly endless slumber, he woke._

o~0~O~0~o

The first thing Fjalar noticed was the smell. It was the warm and inviting odor of a stoked fire with freshly made tea. The teenager's limbs were all but numb, and his head felt lighter than ever against the furs which he lay on. Gradually, the boy opened his eyes, only to find himself ogling at the ceiling of a house.

Summoning all the strength from his exhausted arms, the boy pushed himself, so that he leant against the head of the cot. After several seconds of confused staring, Fjalar figured he was in one of the Helgafjall's many healing huts. The memories of the Skrill flooded back, and he couldn't help but wonder how many hours he'd been here.

The gentle purring of a Dragon caught his attention, alerting him to the Night Fury who lay curled up on floor next to him. Fjalar's heart leapt at the sight of Toothless, thanking every God that his Dragon had gone through the attack unscathed.

"Toothless" he whispered, a small smile breaking across his lips. Instantly, the Dragon's long ears perked up, and the previously snoring Dragon burst into life.

"**You stupid, STUPID human"** he yowled happily, hungrily lapping the boys face and pouncing on the bed. **"Do you have any idea how much you scared me?"**

"Hey- T-Toothless!" he laughed, defending himself from the Dragon's long tongue. "Knock it off, would you, this doesn't wash out!"

"**That's the last time I ever trust you with another Dragon, trained or not" **Toothless growled, trying to look serious in front of his companion.

"Bud I'm fine, don't worr- ah!" Fjalar tried to adjust his position under the beast, but a sharp pain in his upper body stole his breath. Toothless' expression went straight from exhilaration to worriment, as he jumped off the bed and carefully nuzzled his chest. Fjalar pulled down the covers to his waist, and examined his torso- still wrapped in thick bandages.

"**You're lucky to have lived, Hiccup"** Toothless rumbled, **"The infection nearly killed you"**

"I… I can hardly remember what happened after I shot it down" he murmured, trying to piece together the events which unfolded that afternoon. "Is… Katla, okay?" he asked, fearing the answer. The memories close to his injury were faded, but he knew he'd jumped in front of Katla to protect her. Toothless' eyes widened at the mentioning of her name, the unmistakable grin of excitement danced across his face. The obsidian Dragon waddled over to the open window and stuck his head our, releasing a deafening roar for all of Helgafjall to hear. "I'll take that as a yes" he chuckled, gently prodding the bandages to test out the pain. Several more minutes passed, and it was clear the Dragon's call was his way of alerting the Free Folk. The sounds of rushed footsteps reached his ears, and the door flung open.

"Fjalar…"

The boy turned away from the window and looked to the source of the voice- Katla. His girlfriend stood at the doorway, her eyes wide with disbelief.

"I was wondering where you were" he joked, watching her suck air in through her mouth like a fish out of water. Katla practically leapt onto the bed, throwing her arms over his shoulders and letting out a single, shuddering sob.

"You… You're back!" she whimpered, clinging onto him desperately.

"I sure am" he grinned sheepishly. "Er… How long was I out?" Fjalar could feel Katla stiffen in his embrace, and he knew the answer wouldn't be good. She pulled away from him and for several moments all they did was stare at each other in appreciation. Katla looked mostly the same; her piercing amber eyes, lightly tanned skin and coal black hair which ran down to her waist. One new feature he immediately noticed was the small scar on her right cheek.

"Three months" Katla answered, pulling him back into a hug. Fjalar's blood ran cold at the statement. He'd been asleep for _three months_. "The infection sunk into your chest, and you lost a lot of blood"

"I… I thought it'd been a day or two. That explains why I'm so hungry" he commented, sending Katla into a quiet giggle. Fjalar broke away from Katla and lightly kissed her. After a brief moment, he opened his eyes to look at her- she was almost in tears. The boy opened his mouth to comfort her, but the words were put on halt by Katla smashing her lips into his, in a passionate kiss.

It took several seconds of shock for Fjalar to realize what was going on, and join in on the moment. It was unlike anything he'd ever experienced- it shamed their previous moments of affection, and left him wanting more. It was heavy with emotion and longing, telling the boy she'd missed him as much as he missed her.

"I was scared…You wouldn't wake" she panted in between kisses, their lips only parting for instants at a time. "I didn't want to loose you… Not after what you did… For- mm" Katla quickly gave up speaking, her tongue had far better things to do than form words, and her boyfriend would have happily agreed.

The pain in Fjalar's chest seemed to vanish, as the pair continued to explore each others mouths, and let their hands run wild. Katla couldn't hold back the quiet moan which escaped her lips, as Fjalar's gently pinched and caressed her body. Every bit of contact between them was exciting, sensitive; _electrifying_.

Within a matter of minutes, the couple forgot about everything except each other- they were in their own little world, a realm of intimacy, passion and pure ecstasy. Fjalar had never felt more alive in his life, having only woken up several moments ago, and jumping into _this_. Katla shared his delight; her very skin feeling like it would catch alight and burst into flames.

"About time they stepped it up a notch"

Their intense 'session' drew to a shuddering close, as the voice of another person reached their ears. Katla and Fjalar tore away from each other and turned to address the voice- both of their faces turning a deep scarlet. Lodin and Nina both stood where Katla was just minutes ago, sharing a look of unrestrained amusement. Toothless also stood next to the visitors, seeming more grossed-out at the sight of his rider doing such things.

"Oh uh, hey you two" Fjalar stammered, shuffling away from Katla. "H-How long have you been there?"

"Long enough" Nina laughed, watching her friends struggle at the sheer embarrassment. "We heard Toothless, and wanted to see if you were up"

"Yeah, Fjalar's '_up_' alright" Lodin's grin split his face in two, sending his girlfriend into another fit of hysterics. Fjalar could feel his face flush even more, and was starting to feel a whole new world of discomfort.

Katla rolled her eyes at the comment. "Real mature, you two" She lay casually on the bed next to Fjalar, trying to pretend they hadn't walked in on anything major. She turned her attention to his wounds, and made an effort to move the conversation away from their relationship. "So, does it still hurt?"

"A little, yeah" he admitted, "when can I take this bandage off?"

Lodin and Nina exchanged a shrug. "The stitches were taken out last week, so I don't think it's needed anymore" Lodin answered, walking up to him and taking a closer look. Fjalar looked to Katla for advice, and she also shrugged.

"Take it off if it's uncomfortable. It's your choice" she said, smiling softly.

"Yeah, might as well" he sat up with a heavy groan and clumsily fumbled at the straps. Lodin and Nina gave some assistance, while Katla stared uncomfortably.

'It's my fault he's like this, I should've moved out of the way' she thought morosely, 'I know it, he knows it, and so does everyone'

Katla was still lying on the bed, lost in thought while Fjalar sat up on the edge with his back to her. The last of the bandages fell off; she watched Lodin's eyes widen, and Nina suppress a short gasp. Katla sat up and moved over to get a view of his chest.

Much like Nina, her breath caught sharply in her throat.

The Skrill's talons had done enormous damage to his torso. Three colossal scars ran down his chest, starting at his right shoulder and running all the way down to the left side of his waist. Not only were the wounds long and very visual, but they were also deep. Even from a yard or two away, Katla could see the scars had gouged there way far past the skin level, and she knew it would never heal fully.

Fjalar stared down at his chest, and he felt sick. The boy expected his injury to be a scar- which he really didn't mind- but not like _this_. This wound was devastating, and only now did it dawn on him, just how lucky he was to be alive.

Lodin cleared his throat, noticing the horrified expression on his friend's face. "My father once told me a saying from the mainland" he murmured quietly, catching the attention of the girls. "He said, a man in shining armor, is a man who has never had his steel truly tested"

"The…" Fjalar took a deep breath, trying to cure his light-headedness. "The Skrill…" he looked up to stare at the others, "w-what happened to it" Lodin and Nina both glanced at each other, then Katla. The raven-haired girl stared at the ground, her face a mixture of guilt and uncertainty.

"We'll let you two talks this out. Lodin and I will go grab something" Nina said, taking Lodin by the hand and dragging him out of the room. For a short moment there was silence; Katla stared at Fjalar's wound regretfully, only making him more confused.

"Are you angry at the Skrill, for this?" she asked softly, her eyes never leaving the gash in his chest. She never considered how Fjalar would react to her taming the Dragon.

But the boy surprised Katla when he answered. "If I'm honest, not really" the girl ogled him like he'd grown a second head. "It's kinda my fault I'm like this- I shot it down mid-flight, not thinking about where it would land" Katla let out the breath she hardly knew she was holding, her body slackening in relief.

"Okay, well, that's good to hear" she sighed, smiling slightly.

"So, what happened?"

"Well" she began her smile widening. "We didn't capture it like planned, but it isn't dead" Fjalar's brow furrowed as she spoke, his confusion only mounting.

"It got away?" he asked, disappointment and frustration slowly brewing inside of him. Katla's smile remained firmly on her face, and after a moment of guessing, the answer hit him. "You _trained_ it?"

She nodded, and the boy's jaw hung slack. "You were right when you said we needed to find the source of its anger. It carried me away after you passed out and I learnt that the Free Folk killed its family a long time ago"

"-And that's why it attacks" Fjalar finished, eyes going wide as the rest of her sentence caught up to him. "Wait hang on, it _carried you away_?"

Katla shrugged, "Maybe she thought I deserved to know, so she took me to her cave where I found a whole family of dead Skrills. I told her how these people aren't to blame, and that we don't kill Dragons anymore"

"That's just…" Fjalar trailed off into silence, falling back onto the furs. "Wow. Katla that's incredible!" his grin widened, and he cocked his head slightly to the side. "So it's a _she_, huh?"

Katla broke into a laugh. "Yeah, she wasn't too pleased when I first called her a guy"

"How did everyone else react to Helgafjall's newest Dragon?" Fjalar asked, his voice adopting a more serious tone. "She's killed a lot of people, y'know"

"I do" Katla nodded solemnly, "and I was also pretty worried. I went back to Helgafjall on the Skrill and kept her in the forests for a few days. I explained everything and took the elders to see her personally, and before too long the whole town knew what I did"

"How long did all this take?"

"It's been about a month since she was introduced to everyone. A lot of people are still jumpy around her, but she's a hard worker and about as helpful as she is dangerous" she answered, turning to face the sound of the door opening.

"Back again" Lodin called out, stepping back inside with Nina behind him, "we didn't interrupt anything again, did we?"

"Hilarious" Fjalar rolled his eyes with a playful smile. He quickly noticed Nina was carrying something in her hands- slender in shape and wrapped in a large piece of cloth. The whole scenario reminded him of a day a year ago, after he first met Viper.

"We've got uh, a present for you" Nina grinned, dangling the unknown item in front of Fjalar. "Bardi and some others have worked on this for a while now" The teenager looked to Katla, and he noticed she too had a joyous smirk on her face.

"I didn't know Bardi was the present-giving type" Fjalar joked, taking the gift into his hands and cautiously opening it. The loose cloth fell to the floor, and so did his jaw.

It was a Glaive unlike any other. The weapon was similar in shape to his old one, but it was crafted from a single piece of Nightshade Steel. Despite being nearly as long as himself, it was almost weightless in his grasp.

"We figured you needed a new weapon, and why not get one that matches mine" Katla smiled, running her fingers along the obsidian blade. "Trjonn also gave us some ideas for it, have a look" she pointed over to the other end of the Glaive, where a small and hardly visible button stuck out. Fjalar clicked on it wordlessly, his mouth still slightly agape. The weapon separated at multiple points on the shaft and within seconds the six-foot tool had folded up to only a third it's original size.

"I… K-Katla, this is amazing" he breathed, holding the weapon out and letting the sunlight dance off its edges. The boy wasn't surprised his Glaive had no runes, decorating was his specialty. Strangely, he preferred it plain and smooth- the weapon felt sleek and agile. Fjalar pulled on both ends of the Glaive, and with several sharp clicks, the weapon was erect once again. "_How did you do this?_"

"It took quite a bit of time" Lodin admitted, "A lot of the weapon is hollow, full of strings and pulleys. Bardi was inspired by your Bola-Launcher"

"I love it" he grinned, sitting up from the bed and giving several test swings. The new Glaive felt like a feather in his hands, and he knew it would work wonders against opponents. "Can't wait to test this out"

"Oh, we will" Katla grinned; "Now I've finally got someone to spar with using my own swords" Fjalar threw on a tunic and gave his limbs a much-needed stretch, careful not to strain the freshly exposed scars. The sounds of people could be easily heard outside, most likely waiting for him to come out.

"So, I don't have to stay in here anymore? Y'know, I'm free to leave?"

"There is one other thing" Lodin said, fiddling with his hands and eying the other two girls. "Katla told us about what happened after you… the Skrill landed on you"

The teenager raised an eyebrow, "And?"

"You said something about your old name" Katla murmured, "_Hiccup_. Do you remember?"

The memories flooded back to the boy of what exactly he said. The last things he remembered was confessing his love for her- or trying to, at least- and saying that he was Hiccup all along. A part of him always wanted to go back to 'Hiccup', but the fear of abuse and the dark memories clung to that name, so he didn't bother. Those memories were far in the past, and the fear of abuse was gone as well.

Fjalar nodded, "I do, and I miss my old name. It's a part of me, whether I admit it or not"

"Well, the three of us have talked about this a few times" Katla said, "I doubt all of Helgafjall can just change your name over a day, but if you _want_, the three of us could call you by your old name?"

"I…" Fjalar froze, as Katla's words sunk in deep. He looked up to see the other two smiling at him, and he felt a bubble of joy form in his gut. "You three would really do that for me?"

"Absolutely" Nina scoffed, "Fjalar, you saved the whole town, taught us about Dragons and so much more. A little name change is the least we can do"

"Id like that" he grinned, folding up his new Glaive and staring at the door. As much as he enjoyed a quiet conversation with his friends and girlfriend, he knew there was a whole town out there that were probably waiting for him.

"Well it's settled then" Katla stood up from the bed and pulled him into a hug. "Now let's go say hi to the rest of Helgafjall, _Hiccup_. After we're done with that us three have something planned"

Fjalar gave a lopsided grin, and the three teenagers walked out to face the crowd.

o~0~O~0~o

"It's no fair, why does she get to have all the fun" Tuffnut muttered, emptying his bucket of water onto a burning house. Three other of the teenagers soon joined in on putting out the fire, all of their eyes focused on the blond-haired Shield Maiden locked in combat several houses away.

"Well, she _did_ kill a Dragon" Fishlegs stated matter-of-factly. "A Nightmare no less, which is probably why she isn't helping us with the fires"

Snotlout groveled at the blond boy's statement. "It should be me out there; I'm the Heir of Berk, not a bloody firefighter"

"Shut it, Lout" Ruffnut snapped, "Maybe if you spent less time running your mouth and flirting, you could have killed a Dragon by now"

Snotlout opened his mouth to retort, but a reverberating Gronkle roar cut him off, reminding them of the job at hand. The winged beasts had been raiding Berk for the previous hour now, with no signs of stopping.

"Their attack durations have been increasing" Fishlegs commented, watching a Nadder pass overhead with a net full of fish in its maw. "Along with their pickings, they're taking more food than ever"

"But no Night Furies, at least" Tuffnut shrugged, filling the bucket with more water to use on the houses. "Maybe the rider and his Dragon died or something"

"Unlikely, it's possible they fled after murdering Hiccup" the boy's usually passive eyes flickered with frustration. "They knew the possible consequences of killing Berk's heir and played it safe"

"Ex-Heir, you mean" Snotlout laughed maliciously, pouring the remainder of water in his bucket on the blond boy's head- his idea of a practical joke. Fishlegs grit his teeth and continued to work away, summoning every once of his self-control to not turn around and sock the Jorgenson boy square in the face.

Astrid was in a world of her own, having removed every distraction around her from thought, and focusing solely on the Gronkle in front of her. She and the Dragon had been pitted against each other for several minutes now- and despite both parties being considerably wounded, none of them showed signs of letting up. The Shield-Maiden had a rather small gash on her left thigh after being flung into a house and the Gronkle was missing several teeth from biting on her shield.

"C'mon, hell-spawn" she growled, circling the beast and waiting for it to make a move. "I'll mount you on my wall" The Gronkle roared at her statement, staring at her hatefully. One thing that always confused Astrid was the eyes of Dragons; she always imagined they would be rather beautiful things- lush in color with a single black slit running down the centre. They were nothing like that; instead they were a milky white, looking 'clouded over' and frankly unnatural.

'It's almost like they're possessed' she thought, only dwelling on them for a moment. The Gronkle snapped open its jaws and let out a searing hot fireball, fully intent on killing the teenager. Astrid met the attack with her nearly broken shield, blocking the fireball but sending her backwards in the process.

"Shit!" she landed heavily on her back, eyes not leaving the Dragon which was now closing in on her. The wooden shield flung from her grip and was sent rolling away in an almost teasing fashion. As a final act of protection, Astrid held out her hands with the axe parallel to the ground. The teenager's measly line of defense worked; the Gronkle snapped at her with its jaws, only to latch onto the axe handle instead of her. In a mix of both anger and confusion the bloated Dragon backed off, madly shaking the weapon in its jaws like a canine with a dead rabbit.

Astrid saw her chance, and she took it. Whipping out a dagger from her belt, she shot to her feet and lunged at the Gronkle still focused on her axe. The head was too difficult target- the blade of her axe was protruding, and could cut her apart- and the dark brown scales were far too thick for such a small weapon. The wings were the only available option, and she plunged the blade into the rightmost one. The Dragon roared in agony, now incapable of flight and rendered 'as good as dead'. Summoning the remaining power in its four legs, the beast flung Astrid off its back and set off in retreat, the dagger still lodged in the wing.

"Vile demon, get back here!" she growled, picking her up and chasing after the Dragon. She knew it would likely die because of its inability to fly, but she wanted to finish it off herself. Their short battle had taken place near the outskirts of Berk, so it wasn't hard for the Gronkle to waddle its way to the forest edge without any other Vikings noticing it.

Astrid could feel adrenalin flowing through her veins, as she pushed herself faster to catch up with the surprisingly quick beast. The teenager always loved a good hunt, and now she'd be able to have one while bagging another Dragon kill as a bonus.

The sounds of Berk and time itself faded away as the girl and beast remained in chase. Astrid knew it was her duty to defend her home, but for once she simply decided to _let go_. She was enjoying this, and she wanted another Dragon kill to claim as her own.

"You can't run from me, Gronkle" she grinned, only a couple dozen yards behind now. "I'll give you some credit, though. For a wart with wings you're pretty nippy" Astrid would have loved to taunt more, but the Dragon's yelp of pain stole her attention, followed by a quiet _snap!_ She watched from afar, as the beast in front of her vanished from sigh, and for a moment she was worried if she'd lost it. The Shield-Maiden sprinted up to where it had disappeared, and she laughed at the sight in front of her. Astrid stood at the top of a rather tall small mound, with the Gronkle lying awkwardly on its side at the very bottom.

"Well, it seems like someone wasn't looking where they were going, and had a little fall" she taunted, cracking her knuckles and advancing on the helpless Dragon. She only took a single step, however, until something caught her eye.

_A tree._

It had obviously been dead for a long time; the thick trunk was caked in all sorts of dust and moss. The entire tree looked at least a century old, far outclassing the smaller shrubs that surrounded it. But what really caught her eye was _how_ it had died. The once-proud and noble thing was mangled beyond belief, its vast trunk bending over at an alarming angle and splintering off into countless shards.

Astrid's eyes made their way back to the Gronkle- this time more aware of her surroundings. In a straight line from her to the beast, a large pathway of dirt had been dug up.

'There's no way the Dragon did that' the thought, 'It may be heavy, but not that heavy'

Cautiously, Astrid slid down the hill and approached the Gronkle. The source of the _snap_ became clear to her, as she noticed one of its front legs twisted violently and evidently broken.

"Well, looks like this little game is over now, Dragon" she murmured, studying the beast as it panted desperately for air. She carefully leant over its swollen body and removed the dagger from its wing with a sickening squelch. The only response the Gronkle gave was a low growl, too tired to fight back. The creature slowly turned its head to face her, and Astrid hesitated for just a moment.

Its eyes had seemingly changed color. What was once a lifeless and pale white, had been replaced with a vibrant and normal-looking yellow. The difference that really took her aback was just how _terrified_ the thing looked.

'Not so possessed anymore, are you? It's almost like you have has feelings' she raised an eyebrow, and raised the dagger above her head.

Once again, she hesitated.

She was washed over by the same feeling as when she had her 'true love' revealed. This constant aurora of surrealism, like the very ground under her boots were sacred. She looked around her and knew that something special had taken place here once, the destroyed tree and deep impact-marks were all the more evidence to support her claim.

Astrid shook her head roughly, the dagger still held above her head. "No, no no. I can do this. Dragons are mindless killers, with no emotions" her voice was firm, like she was talking to herself as well as the Dragon. "I am a Viking. Do you hear me, beast? I'm a Viking!" The Gronkle's eyes remained pleading, yet accepting at the same time- as if waiting for its fate. Astrid saw this, and nodded.

"_I am a Viking"_

She slammed the dagger downwards, and dying howls filled the night.

o~0~O~0~o

"You nervous Fja- oh, Hiccup?"

The auburn-haired boy took a deep breath of the cool afternoon air, his hands fidgeting while he walked further into the forest "I know I shouldn't be, but I sort of am"

Lodin was walking to the left of Fjalar, and shrugged at his statement. "As would any of us, you're handling this rather well" He was slightly out of breath, carrying a rather heavy bag over his shoulder.

"I've got Toothless here, so that gives me some sort of relief" Fjalar gestured to the Night Fury lumbering alongside him, who seemed equally agitated about the whole situation.

"And don't forget Misty!" Katla called out, several paces in front with the dark blue Smokebreath happily perched up on her shoulder. The Dragon roared gleefully at the mentioning of her name, and sent the four teenagers in a fit of laughter.

"Yeah, who could leave that crazy thing out" Nina grinned, walking alongside Katla and admiring Misty.

It had been a rather eventful day for Fjalar, having woken up in the early hours of the day from a three-month coma. It had only been an hour since the celebrations of his awakening ceased, and he wanted nothing more than a quiet evening with his friends. But there was one thing which he saw as more important; _meeting Katla's Skrill_.

"Babe, I promise it'll be fine" Katla waited for her boyfriend to catch up, and entwined her hand with his. "Plus we've got a little surprise after for you" she murmured.

"Looking forward to it" he smiled. "You never told me her name, by the way"

"I didn't?" Katla asked, "Well I named her Elysia. Greek name meaning 'Struck by lightning'"

"Seems fitting" he rolled his eyes, feeling the cold winds increase as him and the others left the forest, and set foot in The Clearing. "Good to be back here again"

"I can't believe you two lovebirds hid this from us" Nina scoffed, running her hand through the long and golden grass.

"I decided to show them our little place a few weeks ago" Katla explained.

"Fine by me" Fjalar shrugged, his eyes catching on a purple spot towards the center of The Clearing. The teenager gulped audibly, and his nerves faltered ever so slightly. Despite all his friends' reassurance, he couldn't escape the fact that this was the Dragon which nearly killed him.

'Forgiveness' he thought, turning to face his Night Fury. 'Toothless came just as close to killing me, and I forgave him. It wasn't the Skrill's fault, it was mine'

"Well, let's go meet Elysia then" he smiled thinly, taking a bold step in front of the other three.

The Skrill watched intensely as the four people and Night Fury approached her. One of the women she shared a strong connection with, and two others she had grown comfortable with. The new boy, however, was the one who shot her down, and as a result nearly lost his life. He was the one who had trained the Night Fury, and despite being uneasy around him, held a degree of respect for him uniting the People and Dragons.

"Elysia, this is my boyfriend, Hiccup" Katla explained, gesturing to the teenager by her side. The Skrill stared at him uncomfortably, and was perplexed to find the boy looking at her in a similar fashion. For a brief moment, all stood still; Katla and her friends remained motionless, with their eyes locked on the boy and Skrill. Toothless stood with every muscle tensed and ready- he liked the Skrill, but would protect his rider with his life if things turned sour. Hiccup simply stared at the Dragon, and was rather happy to not feel any anger towards her.

'It's my fault I was hurt, not hers' he reminded himself, taking a step forward.

"I… I've never been one to hold grudges" he said simply, holding out a hand in a sign of acceptance. Elysia met the boy's hand immediately, gently purring in agreement. "I'm sorry for what I did to you, and I'm sorry for what our ancestors did" Fjalar could hear the others release a collective breath of relief, their 'worst-case-scenarios' all fading away.

"I don't know many people as forgiving as you" Katla snaked her hands around his waist from behind, and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. "I'm proud of you, Dragon Boy"

"Thanks, babe" he smiled, leaning forward and giving the Skrill a stronger scratch around her spiny frill. "See? You're not so bad when people get to know you" Fjalar turned to face Katla, his smile having broken into a grin. "Do how many times have you ridden her?"

"Just the once" she replied, "I think I need to practice with someone else ready to catch me, and the spines on her back are a nightmare without a saddle" The boy leant slightly over to the side, and noticed the dagger-like talons protruding from every angle of it's back. He winced at the thought of her having to sit on them.

"Well, I'll be spending a few days in the forge remaking my armor, I'm sure I can craft up something for you to ride on" he nodded, before a wave of excitement ran over him. "Oh my Thor, we'll be able to go flying together!"

"It'll be amazing" she gushed, the images of them flying side-by-side were already appearing in her head.

Lodin cleared his throat, and the couple remembered they weren't alone. "I don't mean to break the moment, but-" he gave the large bag over his shoulder a shake, "-I'm afraid the flying fantasies will have to wait"

"Agreed, it's been too long since we've done this" Nina nodded, a smirk developing as she helped her boyfriend open the bag.

"Wait, what are we doing? What's in there?" Fjalar noticed the three teenagers had kept the contents of the sack a secret, and he was almost anxious about what they had in store for him.

"Just something fun for us all to do" Katla soothed, a grin equal to Nina's dancing across her cute lips. "While you were asleep, we tried to have fun by doing things we would have done as a group, but it was never quite… 'Right' with you missing. Now that you're back, we can do something we haven't done in a very long time"

After several moments, the bag finally opened and its contents rolled out onto the grass. Fjalar's tense expression melted away into a smirk more suitable for an infant. More than a dozen flasks of Helgafjall wine now lay sprawled out on the floor, and what they wanted to do became clear.

"It's been too long since we all got good and steamin' drunk!" Lodin cackled, handing one to each of his three friends.

"Elysia, can you bring over a log for us to sit on, please?" Katla asked, "And Toothless, its getting dark. A small bonfire would be appreciated" The two Dragons complied, with the Skrill happily flying off to fetch a dead tree, and the Night Fury igniting a manageable fire which the four teens congregated around.

"I think a toast is due" Katla held out her flask, signaling for the other three to follow suite. "To celebrate the awakening of Helgafjall's best Dragon Rider and my lovely boyfriend"

"Here here!" Lodin and Nina cheered, knocking their canteens together.

"I'll drink to that" Fjalar chuckled, raising his own flask with the other three. Within minutes, Elysia returned with a large log caught between her razor claws. "I now know what you mean by 'hard worker', Katla. Toothless you could learn a thing or two from her!"

"**I'm not lazy, I'm just very careful about what I put my effort into"** The Night Fury defended, practically tearing open one of the canteens to finish its contents in an instant.

"It's good to be back to the way things are" Lodin and Fjalar both sat down on the large log, and their respective girlfriends happily took a seat on their laps.

"Couldn't agree more, down the hatch!" Without any further words, the four teenagers held the wine flasks up to the sky, and gulped the entirety down.

"I love you, you know that, right?" Katla whispered in his ear, softly kissing the nape of his neck. Fjalar could smell the alcohol on her breath, but he still took her statement to heart and was overjoyed by it.

"I love you too, Katla" he answered, feeling the drink already buzzing inside of him. Fjalar gently tilted her head up with his hand and met his lips with hers.

"We are Free Folk!" Lodin shouted happily, reaching for another drink.

The four teenagers cupped their hands over their mouths, and let their howls of drunken-joy echo into the night.

**During this chapter I wanted to focus more on how Hiccup is becoming less and less of a Viking, while the people his age back home are beginning to fit into their roles as Dragon-Slayers. _I'm curious to see how you all thought of how well I did._ Once again, sorry for the huge delay, I'll be resuming the standard fortnightly chapter.**

**Peace! :-)**


	14. Ain't No Rest For The Wicked

**Back from holidays at last! Yes, I'm still writing just like I promised! Please enjoy; a few important things this chapter regarding the plot.**

The full moon hung over the Helgafjall midnight sky, coating the island in an eerie white glow as it's supremacy drew to a close. The sun was set to rise in several hours time, and as a result every body- be it man or beast- was fast asleep. Viper the Changewing was resting peacefully in a forest tree, listening for any unsuspecting prey. The twin Hobblegrunts, Eenie and Meanie had kicked back after a long day's work, and planned to go off exploring when the sun rose. Trjonn had also been working equally hard these past few days, and planned on sleeping in for the first time in months. Groundsplitter remained semi-unconscious as always, but even he was beginning to worry about the absence of his forge partner.

All in all, it was an average night on the not-quite-Viking town; buzzing with action throughout the day, and borderline comatose when the sun finally dipped. Only one significant sound could be heard throughout the entire island.

Mind you, it was quite a loud one…

"_Be merry my hearts, and call for your gallons, and let no liquor be lacking._

_We have silver in store; we purpose to roar, until we are sent a packinngg…_"

Four exceedingly drunk teenagers gathered around a campfire deep in the Helgafjall forest, along with three Dragons having just as much fun enjoying the antics. Nina leant against an old log, ardently strumming her lute***** while singing to her tune. The girl's boyfriend, Lodin, danced around the fire to her song like a lunatic, while Fjalar and Katla simply rolled on the floor in sheer hysterics.

"What's he doin' with his arms?" Katla giggled, watching the blond-haired boy in a state of mirth.

"I dunno, but he isn't doing it well" Fjalar cackled, taking a healthy swig of his nearly-empty wine flask.

"_Then let us make haste, and let no time waste, let every man have his due._

_To save shoos and trouble, bring in the pots double, for he made that one, made twooo…"_

Fjalar was still in a state of awe towards Nina and her newfound singing ability. Katla had briefly explained how their boredom led to the girl trying out the lute and her voice- only to open a goldmine of undiscovered talent. Where she faltered in combat, she made up for in performing, even while completely intoxicated like the rest of them.

"You two are just… jealous" Lodin slurred, not stopping his dance with a goofy smirk plastered on his face. "One day, I'll show ya. I'll be the best dancie boy us Free Folk have ever- _ugh_" the blond boy's declaration was abruptly ended, by passing out flat on the floor. Fjalar, Katla and Nina could only howl with laughter, watching him snore loudly without a care in the world.

"Oh my Thor… I can't" Katla wheezed, helplessly clutching her stomach as her whole body rattled with laughter. "He- he's like Toothy after a scratch!"

"I think we should check if he's okay" Nina laughed, briefly interrupting her song to comment on her boyfriend who now lay on the grass. "My baby's down for the count"

"And then there were three" Fjalar breathed, regaining his composure and sitting back up against the log. "Nina, your voice is like… whoa" he flailed his hands about in front of him in an attempt to explain. "I never could 'a guessed you had that in you"

"_Then Hostess go fetch us some, for till you do come, we are of all joys bereave'n_

_You know what I mean, make haste come again, for he that made tan, made eleven"_

"I'm a woman of many talents" she grinned, her fingers not once ending the almost magical tune that came from her simple instrument. With a free hand, she reached over and stole a gulp of wine from Katla's flask. "Thor above, this stuff is amazing" she said.

"It's been too long since we did this!" Katla declared loudly, extending out her hand as if she was dishing out commands. Her face quickly twisted into a frown. "Wait, did I say that already?"

"You're such a goof when you're on the drink" Fjalar giggled, only to have his girlfriend pout and poke out her tongue in response. Like an exhausted Terrible Terror, Katla crawled her way up to the boy, happily rested her head on his lap.

"Ya stuck with me, Dragon Boy" she mumbled, her alcohol-fueled muscles slackening in relaxation as Fjalar ran his hands through her raven hair. Katla absentmindedly let her hands travel along his legs and traces his chest. "Damnn, babe when did you get so… _Muscly_?"

Fjalar laughed softly, taking another drink of the sweet-smelling wine. "And here I was, thinking I was more drunker than you"

"**Which of them do you think is next to pass out?"** Toothless purred at Elysia, who were both watching them drink themselves into the night.

"**The one you call Hiccup. He has been asleep for a long time, and lacks practice" **The Skrill growled back at her new friend, finding this game of theirs incredibly humors to watch.

"Nah, but seriously!" Katla went on, having not really heard him. "One minute you were all cute and 'fun-size', and then… _wham!_" she jolted into life and waved her limbs about, trying to imitate someone caught in an explosion. "-you became my sexy man"

Fjalar rolled his eyes. "How flattering"

"I've got you all pictured in my head" she grinned, "my flawless sexy man. You only need one or two things until its juuust right"

"Oh, really?" he raised an eyebrow, rather intrigued about what he could do. "And what would that include, little miss perfect?"

"Number one" she brought her head up from his lap and held a single finger in front of his face. "Babe, you get a tattoo. Like a biiig one, on that back or something. It will make your scars _even_ hotter"

"Ya think my scars are hot?" he asked incredulously, staring down his tunic and letting the light of the bonfire illuminate the three gashes on his torso.

"Number two" Katla raised an extra finger, and then gestured up and down his body. "You need less of… _this_"

"Why does everyone say that?" he threw his head back and gave an overly dramatic sigh.

"I wasn't talking about you, dummy" she giggled. Katla grabbed him by the scruff of his shirt and yanked his ear to her lips. "I was talking about those _clothes_ of yours" she whispered mischievously.

"I-uh, oh!" Fjalar's face went an alarming shade of pink, and Nina burst out laughing.

"I've got a lil' question" Nina garbled, doing her best to speak while drinking. "Have you two… y'know" she made an obscene gesture with her fingers, and it was Katla's turn to blush.

"_Nina!_" she squealed, tossing her wine at the short brunette. "Of course we haven't!"

"I'm just curious, stop being such a baby" Nina scoffed, unable to hide her smirk.

"You're horrible, Nina" Fjalar shook his head, but he too had a smile on his face.

"Ahh, you two love me" she winked, placing her lute down and getting comfortable next to the fire. "We're like one biiig happy family!"

"I'll drink to that" Fjalar chuckled, raising his flask up into the sky. His eyebrows furrowed in confusion after a second. "Whoa, did I say that already? Damn, I'm turning into Katla"

"Oh shut up, and keep drinking"

They most certainly did.

o~0~O~0~o

The room was clouded over in a blanket of dust and smoke, making the already dwindling candles even harder to see. Seven men stood impatiently around a table, each of them unshaven, hulking with muscle, wielding brutish weapons and wearing the same scowl of utter disinterest.

"Sir, are you sure about this?" Savage asked, his dirty fingers anxiously twitting at his facial hair.

"Yes ah'm sure" Alvin the Treacherous snapped, his eyes falling onto the open doorway. "Besides, it's not like I can uninvite them now"

"You're right Sir, sorry"

The fatigued leader of the Outcasts grumbled, and collapsed into his creaky chair at the head of the table. "That's what I thought" The man hardly got the change to catch his breath, however, until another Outcast entered the room, and caught the attention of all seven men.

"Alvin, they're here and ready for you" he said, the fresh and bleeding cut on his cheek serving as a clear indication these 'guests' weren't patient. Before anyone could make a reply, the messenger was shoved out of the way, and three more figured entered the room.

"Sorry for being late!" the man in the middle said, rather too cheerfully. "Navigators got a little bit lost on the way, but I made sure they paid for it" The three people in question stood out like a sore thumb in the presence of the Outcasts. Their armor was in an immaculate bronze, and their faces were clean-shaved, despite the lengthy trip there.

"Nice of you to join us, Dagur" Alvin said through gritted teeth.

"_Nice?_" The leader of the Berserker armada barked a laugh, making even the men at his flanks flinch in shock. "You make me sail half-way across the bloody archipelago to this sorry excuse of an island, ranting on about some 'Dragon Queen' bullshit, and how an alliance is _soo_ badly needed"

Alvin had gone the previous night with no sleep, and the young Chief's comments did nothing to dull his throbbing headache. "Take a seat boy, and shut yer trap"

"I think I'll stand, if you don't mind" Dagur snarled. Every Viking with half a brain knew how the leader of the Berserkers hated being called juvenile. "I can hardly see you and your ugly companions through this smoke. If this is what you call a 'war room' I'm afraid I'm sorely disappointed"

There was a collective growl of anger from Alvin's associates, as none of them enjoyed taking insults from a person not nearly as muscular as themselves.

"With all do respect" Savage interjected, his voice trembling ever so slightly, "p-perhaps we should look to the job at hand. I don't think we came all this way just to kill each other"

A lengthy silence followed the second-in-command's statement, until the steady _creak_ of Dagur sitting down signaled the suggestion had been taken to heart.

"So, let's cut the crap then" Dagur broke the silence, the edginess not leaving his voice. "You found the Nest"

"Aye" Alvin nodded gruffly. "It's a mountain, bloody filled with Dragons"

The Chief of the Berserkers raised an eyebrow. "So you and a handful of your men just strut in there, and do what Stoick couldn't manage in three centuries?" he gave his classic 'deranged' laugh; uncomfortably loud and long. "I'm finding this rather hard to believe"

"All the truth" he couldn't resist a toothy grin, as the magnitude of his achievement occurring to him. It had only taken one attempt and a single ship with twenty men to do what the Chief of the best Viking villages couldn't even get close to doing.

Dagur leant forward, his elbows resting heavily on the dry wooden table. "_How_" Alvin could see that mad look in his eyes, and the way his teeth glinted under the candle-light was an almost disturbing sight.

"That's unimportant," the leader of the Outcasts shrugged nonchalantly, "what matters is that I now know how to get there and that we could use it to seize control over every other village"

_That_ got Dagur interested. The youthful Chief let out a rumbling growl of lust, and his eyes narrowed.

"Keep talking, Alvin"

Alvin smirked, knowing he'd captured the lad's interest. "It's simple; we kill the Queen Dragon" Murmurs of confusion erupted across the table, as not even Alvin's close associates had heard of his full plan. Many of the people seated had traveled with him to the Nest, and witnessed the full extent of what they were up against.

"You make it sound easy" Dagur stated blandly.

"Oh, it won't be" the black-haired man let out a humorless chuckle. "It's a _demon_, larger than any Dragon I've ever seen. The thing swallowed a Gronkle like a berry, and would eat your ships as a nice supper"

"Now this sounds more like it. A proper fight" Dagur's grin seemed to be more fitting on a shark, than on a man of his size, and it almost frightened Alvin. _Almost_. The Berserker Chief leant back on his chair and propped his feet up on the table, his smirk transforming from madness to gloating. "And you're saying you need us, eh?"

"It's no rumor how much you hate the other tribes" Alvin murmured, "And even though your armada is three hundred ships strong, you wouldn't be able to do it without us. We need each other"

"And I think I'll speak the question on everyone's mind" Dagur raised an eyebrow, frowning slightly. "How the Hel will killing the Queen Dragon give me control over the other tribes?"

Alvin leant forward, and it was his turn to grin. "The Blood Debt" he said lowly. The Vikings who served as his advisors murmured amongst themselves, as their leader's plan finally clicked into place.

"Ah, that old tradition" the Berserker Chief shrugged. "Never really took interest in it, how's that got to do with anything?"

"_If a Viking, or Tribe of Vikings, were to save an entire Village from disaster or destruction, the said Village will be in Blood Debt. The saviors can ask anything of them, and as a gesture of gratitude, the Village will comply…_" Alvin quoted from the Viking Tome of Law, a book back on Berk. The Blood Debt was a tradition spanning back hundreds of years, and every tribe was familiar with it. "Dagur, if we were to make an alliance, we could kill the Dragon Queen. The Monster's servants would flee, and die off by themselves no doubt. The Dragon War would end, and it would be _because of us_"

Dagur's eyes widened as Alvin spoke on, as did the other nine men.

"Every tribe would be free of Dragons because of us; therefore every tribe would be in Blood Debt to us. All that would be left for us to do is simply demand ultimate control" he continued, watching the young Chief almost drool at the idea. "Everything could be ours, the Bog-Burglars, the Lava-Louts, and the _Hairy Hooligans of Berk_"

Silence fell upon the meeting room, as for the first time in a very long time, Alvin the Treacherous had given up all his secret plans. Dagur's eyes were locked on the table in front of him, obviously thinking hard about the situation. Not many people took him for a thinker- or intelligent in general- but he was a Chief of a very large tribe, and despite being a madman, he had to know strategy and tactics if he were to remain in that position.

"So what do you say, Dagur?" Alvin reached over the table and offered his meaty hand to the boy.

"It'll take a few months for my fleet to mobilize" he muttered, staring at the hand for a brief moment. The idea of taking Berk flashed across his mind, and his grin returned. "But for now, we have an alliance"

They shook hands. And in that one simple gesture, one of the deadliest armies in Viking history was forged.

o~0~O~0~o

Fjalar couldn't quite figure out why the moon was green that afternoon, or why there were two of them. The teenager boy had no clue where he was, all that really occurred to him was the throbbing headache and burning dry throat.

"**About time you woke, Hiccup"** Toothless warbled happily, looking down at his rider in a state of amusement. It took Fjalar a solid thirty seconds to realize he was not in fact staring up at two moons, but instead at the smug face of his Night Fury.

"Ugh… Toothless" he rasped, his voice a hoarse whisper. Memories of the night before were disjointed, and blurred to the point where he hardly knew where he lay. Fjalar rolled onto his gut, and pressed his face against the floor. It was cold and hard- a godsend for someone as hung-over as himself- and Fjalar could only assume he was lying on stone. Slowly, the boy propped his hands on the floor and tried to lift himself up.

Almost immediately, the boy began to regret standing up. His head felt as though it made of iron, and his stomach churned violently- begging to release its contents all over the floor.

"Oh gods... I think I'm dying" he moaned, leaning against a nearby wall for some much needed support. Fjalar finally took the time to embrace his surroundings, and get an idea of where he was. There was nobody in sight, and every wall surrounding him was made of smooth stone.

The wash rooms.

It all made a reasonable amount of sense to Fjalar. He'd probably woken up earlier, and visited this place to clean himself off, only to have passed out. The boy's light green tunic was a complete mess; splattered with wine and small portions of vomit stuck around the collar.

"What a night" he muttered, looking to Toothless who was still staring at him gleefully. "Oh, quit looking at me like that, it's not helping!" Fjalar snapped, only making the Dragon laugh.

"**Not my problem. And if you think you're bad, you should see the others"** the Night Fury chirped, lowering himself so Fjalar could clamber onto his saddle.

"Thanks bud… and not so loud… please" he croaked, his hands tightly gripping the leather for balance. He may have only been a yard or two off the ground, but in his mind it felt a so much higher. Fjalar's gut lurched around as Toothless began the journey home, and with each and every step his condition worsened. "I swear to god, I'm never drinking again" he whined, burying his face in the cool scales on Toothless' neck.

"**I give it a week until you're back at it" **the Dragon grunted in return, leaving the wash room and waddling out into the blaring sunlight.

It took less than a few minutes for Fjalar and Toothless to receive looks of both confusion and interest. People would stop and whisper to themselves as the Night Fury and dreadful-looking teen plodded through the narrow streets of Helgafjall, on their way home. They even passed Lodin, who lay outside his father's Bakery, a half-full bucket below his sagging head.

Fjalar looked up from Toothless' saddle to examine his friend. "Lodin, how you feeling?" he asked weakly. The moment the blond-haired boy raised his head, Fjalar knew the answer. His face was a sickly green color, and large bags hung under his eyes. "Oh, uh never mind. I'll leave you to it" Lodin gave an almost Dragon-like snarl, and returned to throwing up in his bucket.

"C'mon bud, I need a bed worth sleeping on" he groaned, lying back down and throwing an arm over his eyes. "I'll get you all the bloody fish you want after this"

"**You'd better. You smell putrid right now"** Toothless rumbled, slowing his paces as he climbed the hill to Katla and Fjalar's house.

"Yeah yeah, quit your whining" he moaned. "I just need a- umf!" his sentence was cut off, when the Night Fury dropped on shoulder and let the teenager boy roll off his back and in front of the door. "Toothless that's not funny!"

"**Yes it is"** The Dragon barked a laugh, and nuzzled the boy into his house. **"Now get some rest, we have training in a few hours"**

"Useless reptile" he hissed, clutching his throbbing head with one hand and shutting the door with the other. His house carried no sent of wine, and was in a similar shape to the way he left it the night before. "Katla, you home?" he asked aloud, being careful not to strain his dry throat.

There was silence, until a quiet retching could be heard from several yards away.

"Katla?" he repeated, louder. "Katla, you in there?" He staggered down the hallway in search of her. Fjalar and pushed open the door to Katla's room, and the sight made his heart clench. His girlfriend lay on the floor, curled up on herself and a flagon of water in her trembling hands.

"I was wondering… where you were" she whimpered, her breathing uneven and light.

"Thor almighty!" he gasped, dropping to his knees and resting the back of his hand against her forehead. "You're burning up; I need to get you on a bed"

"I thought I'd look forward to… you sayin' that" she chuckled, followed by several dry heaves.

"A comedian at the worst times, aren't you?" he muttered, wrapping his arms on her waist and helping her to the unmade bed. "C'mon Katla, you'll clear up quicker after a sleep"

"I need something cold" she whined, trying to reach out for the floor but not fighting back from her boyfriend's movements.

"I'll get you another mug of water when you lie down, promise" he soothed; helping remove her boots as she shakily clambered on the bed.

"This is your fault" she slurred, throwing a punch only for it to harmlessly bounce of his chest. "I knew we shouldn't have drank after you woke up"

"Agreed, I feel like a mess" he sighed, staring over her trembling and sickly-colored body. The thing he loved about Katla was how resilient she was, and to see her so exposed and unwell made him miserable. "Okay babe, now you get some rest, I'll get some- Ow!" Katla grabbed his wrist and pulled him onto the bed without warning.

"I need to stay warm" she sniffed through the fabric of his tunic. "Just stay with me Fjal- Hiccup, please" There was a desperate edge to her voice, and Fjalar remained on the bed. His girlfriend snaked her arms around his body and rested on his chest.

"So much for the water, then" he gave a small smile, his girlfriend's pillow and aroma dulling the blade of his sharp headache.

"If I throw up, you're helping me clean" she muttered, her head fitting snugly on his collar bone.

Fjalar rolled his eyes, good-naturedly. "I can't wait for it"

It wasn't long until the two hung-over teens fell back asleep, their breaths falling in time with one another.

o~0~O~0~o

Trjonn was having a merry day; someone as well-respected as him rarely had otherwise, and it was about to get better.

The tall and brown-haired man watched as the two Hobblegrunts, Eenie and Meanie soared above the houses and stores of Helgafjall, several heavy logs in each of their hands. Even after nearly a year of them living there, it still brought a childish smile to his face; Dragons and people, working together in peace. The winged creatures above him reminded him of Toothless and Elysia, and the whole reason he was climbing the hill to Katla's house.

It was nearly an hour before sunrise when he'd spotted the Skrill and Night Fury literally dragging their respective riders back home, with both Dragons growling angrily under their breath and their riders singing incoherently. Their babbling chant still rattled in his head, and he knew it wouldn't leave for a long time.

"_Nina is Queen, and sober is a crime._

_Nina is Queen, the Queen of wine!"_

"Those bloody kids" he muttered, closing in on the small stone house. He was never a drinker- it clouded the mind and dulled senses, a nightmare for a fighter at his level. "Time to payback for waking everyone up this morning" Trjonn approached the front door, and the waft of wine nearly knocked him back a step. With a quiet laugh and clenched fist, he wrapped his knuckles on the door.

"Wakey wakey, you two!" he called out, drumming his fingers against the door. "You lovebirds have work to be done; don't want to be late, right?"

Unsurprisingly, there was no response.

With little concern for privacy, he pushed the door and jauntily stepped inside.

"Katla? Fjalar? Where's Helgafjall's best Dragon Rider off to now?" he asked, "You two wouldn't have been _partying_ last night? Because that's plain stupid"

The last past of his sentence triggered a response of sorts- a low groan from Katla's room. Trjonn pushed opened the door to her room, and surely enough, there they sat. Fjalar and Katla were both sat up on the bed, breathing shakily and doing everything to keep their stomach contents at bay.

"Ah, just the teenagers I was looking for!" he boomed, making the two wince.

"Not so loud Trjonn… please" Katla croaked, reaching for a bucket at the foot of her bed.

"Come on now, today's not the day for negativity!" he replied, his cheery tone not faltering.

"I'm gonna be sick. _Again_" Fjalar moaned, snatching the bucket from Katla's grasp and steadying it under his head.

Trjonn did his best to fake-pout, pretending to be hurt. "Aww, don't be like that, m'boy!" his face curled into a grin. "How 'bout I make you all a lovely late afternoon meal?"

The affect was instantaneous. Katla and Fjalar both whipped their heads away in disgust, their faces whitening even more.

"_Please_ don't mention food, Trjonn" Fjalar rasped.

"Yeah, what he said" Katla nodded desperately, her breathing uneven and rapid.

"Are you two _sure_?" he raised an eyebrow mockingly. "I could make a _delicious_ and _crackling_ pork sausage? Or I could cook up some _dripping, runny eggs?_"

For Fjalar, that was enough. With a sickening wet cough, he emptied his stomach into the bucket.

"I… hate you" the teenager boy whimpered, using a clean sleeve to wipe the dribble from his chin.

"Serves you two right" he piped, the joy of irritating them having worn off. Trjonn found the two teenagers a new set of clothes each and tossed it onto Katla's bed. "Now come on you two, I wasn't joking when I said you had work"

"Yeah, I'm in _such_ a position to work right now" Fjalar growled, brushing his long auburn hair out of his face and sliding his shirt off.

"And whose fault is that?" Trjonn raised an eyebrow. "Tough love son; you fool around you pay the price. I'll make you two some tea for those headaches and I expect you to be back on the job"

"What do we have to do, anyway?" Katla interrupted. "Hiccup's done with his projects, and I postponed training with the kids for another week"

"Special order, from the Elders" he answered. "Elysia's bonded to you, Katla. About time Helgafjall had a second Dragon rider"

o~0~O~0~o

Sunset was a mere hour away, as Katla, Fjalar, Toothless and Elysia stood in the clearing. Anybody near would be able to tell how nervous they were, but their anxiety of failure forced a lack of audience.

"You ready for this?" Fjalar asked, examining the raven-haired girl and Skrill from atop his Night Fury.

"I hope so. At least the worst of the hangover is gone." she answered, taking a deep breath and giving her Skrill a light scratch under her spiny frill. "How 'bout you girl, ready for some real action?"

"**I fly perfectly fine on my own. Can't see why this will be so hard" **Elysia rumbled to nobody in particular.

"**Yeah, let's see how long you keep saying that"** Toothless chirped.

"Well if it's any consolation, I too was pretty nervous about my first flight" Fjalar said, shrugging at the duo.

"You were on your own, with a hand-made tail fin in a Dragon-killing village" she replied with an eye roll.

"Good point" he laughed. "Well babe, have no fear. Toothless and I will be in the air right next to you the whole time"

That gave his girlfriend some confidence; she let a smile cross her lips. "Yeah, not too keen on falling to my death first try" her eyes wandered to Elysia's back and the razor spines running up and down them. "Still don't know how I'm gonna do this without cutting myself to pieces"

"Well, this might help" Fjalar grunted, twisting around and grabbing a large piece of leather strapped down behind him.

"And what is 'this'?" She asked, catching it as Fjalar threw it to her. It only took a moment for the item to trigger memories from long ago. "Wait- this is the original saddle you made?"

Fjalar nodded. "Good eye. Saved it back home in case we needed it" he watched as Katla traced the leather stitching with her fingers. "I'll be making you your own as soon as possible, along with a riding suit"

Katla frowned at her boyfriend. "Why can't I just wear my leather armor, or even my casual clothes?"

"Katla, with you on her back, Elysia won't be able to ride lightning- well, not without cooking you like chicken" he explained. "I'll have to make something which will divert the lightning, until then we'll have to stick to slow speeds"

Her light brown eyes widened in comprehension. "I completely forgot about that" she turned to the Skrill, giving her a nervous smile. "Think you can do that, hun? No really fast flying for the time being?"

"**For the time being"** Elysia answered with a growl, then turned to Toothless. **"I'll beat you in that race you were talking about when she is ready"** she said smugly

"**Yeah, not likely" **The Night Fury rolled his eyes.

"Well, I'll take that as a yes" Katla shrugged. "C'mon girl, let's show our boys how it's done, and get this on" With a few retrofitted ropes and straps, the saddle was soon adjusted to fit on Elysia's back.

"Looks good on her" Fjalar mused, a large grin rising onto his face.

Katla noticed this, and stared in curiosity. "What?"

"It just hit me" he beamed, "i'm gonna have someone to fly alongside, after nearly a year" His girlfriend smiled aswell at the thought of that. She'd grown to love flying, and the idea of her own Dragon exhilarated her.

"Well-" with a light grunt, Katla swung her leg over Elysia, and sat on the saddle, "-now you do!"

"Then let's begin!" he laughed. His cheerful mood dimmed every so slightly, and he coughed awkwardly. "Erm, I've never really taught anyone before. Sorry if this gets confusing"

Katla blew him a kiss, and winked. "You'll do fine"

"Let's get to it then" he nodded. "First of all, you need a control point; something that Elysia can use to figure out where you want to go and what you want to do" he pointed to his leg, and the straps at his feet. "-I've got my forged tail-fin, which suggests the direction to go for Toothless"

"Right…" Katla frowned, eyes raking up and down the Skrill for something to grab onto. Her hands eventually found themselves around the largest two horns of Elysia's frill. "You mean like this?" she asked.

"Perfect" he grinned. "You'll be able to indicate where you wanna go. That sound good Elysia?"

"**Easy"** the Skrill rumbled, her tail and wings twitching in anticipation.

"She seems to agree. Okay Katla, signal you want to go up" he said, watching carefully for any sign of her loosing grip. The teenage girl gently tugged on the Dragon's horns, and like Elysia said, the pair rose several yards into the sky without a hitch.

"Good, good. Now try flying forwards. Elysia take it slow, remember" Fjalar reminded, watching the two as they continued to hover several yards off the grass. Following the boy's commands, Katla gently pushed Elysia's spines forward, and as a result the Skrill went from hovering to gliding forward.

"Hey, t-this isn't so bad!" Katla called out, eyes fixated on the ground below her. "I-I'm still a little scared of the heights though!"

"Doing great, babe" he grinned, before looking down to his Night Fury. "C'mon Toothless, best we follow them" With a single beat of his much larger wings, the Night Fury took the skies, and followed carefully behind the slowly advancing Skrill.

"This is a lot less scary than the last time" she chuckled nervously. "Okay girl, let's do this" Elysia and Katla both picked up in speed and altitude, narrowly missing the tree-line and leaving the clearing behind. Adrenaline flowed through the girl's veins, as she and her Dragon continued to gain speed.

'This is what it's like. This is what Hiccup left Berk for' she thought, releasing one of Elysia's horns and letting her free hand sail against the wind. 'This is _freedom'_

The world around Katla seemed to mold together. Her lungs were filled with the now-cold and beautifully clear air. The smells of fresh pine trees danced in her nose, and above the howling wind she could hear the gentle tweeting of birds below. The trees below lost their individuality and the girl soon found herself gliding above a sea of lush green.

Sure, she'd gone far higher while riding with Fjalar, and she'd seen more beautiful sights. And yet she'd _never_ felt this free in her life. She was alone with a Dragon; _her Dragon_. They were two different species from two different worlds, and yet they worked as one.

"It's happening to you, isn't it?"

The voice of her boyfriend dragged her back to reality. Fjalar glided gracefully next to Katla, his green eyes piercing her with admiration she'd never quite seen before.

"That feeling, the one you're getting now" he continued, "Like you're a part of nature. The freedom and happiness unlike anything else"

"I… It's incredible" she breathed, feeling her long raven hair flutter at her back.

"You never feel it, until you fly with your own Dragon" he smiled, turning his attention to Toothless. "Every time I question leaving Berk, I go for a fly and remember that this feeling is what makes life worth living"

"I remember the first time I watched you fly" Katla said. "When I was on that raft, and you were pulling us along" a smile spread across her face, as the memory returned clear as day. "I wanted to know what that kinda freedom it felt like"

She let go with the other hand, and held out her two hands. "I now know what its like" she said simply, an ear-to-ear grin across her face.

They flew together for quite some time; nothing too extreme, just graceful gliding above the Helgafjall forest. Nightfall came quickly, and they chose to call it a session.

"We'll resume in the morning" Fjalar said, dismounting Toothless and helping his girlfriend off the Skrill's spiny back. "I'm sure within a week you'll be doing all sorts of stupid stunts which I won't be able to watch"

"I look forward to it" Katla giggled, landing on the grass and surprising Fjalar with a quick but passionate lip-lock. "This has been incredible, and I can't thank you enough"

"You have nothing to thank me for" he smiled, brushing the hair out of her forehead and kissing it softly. "If anything, _I_ should thank you. I finally have another Dragon Rider, and it happens to be my lovely girlfriend"

"You make no sense, like at all" she shakes her head, laughing. "Let's just agree to disagree" Katla pulled him into a hug.

"I'm fine with that" he grinned. "You hungry? I'm sure Nattmal is being served back at the great hall"

"Know me too well, Dragon Boy" she laughed, before lowering her voice. "And when that's over, we can pick up where we left off when you first woke up"

"When I first woke up?" he raised an eyebrow and stared at the mischievous expression on her face. It only took him a moment to remember those few 'minutes' they shared before Lodin and Nina burst in. "Oh, y-you mean…"

"I missed you, Hiccup. I missed us. Lodin was right was stepping it up a notch" she giggled at the flabbergasted expression on his face.

"Well in that case-" he was back on Toothless in an instant, his forest green eyes glittering with excitement. "-Nattmal is just about over, so we should _really_ get home as quickly as possible"

"And here I was, worried you would say no" she smirked, jumping back onto Elysia. "C'mon girl, take us home"

"It's been a good day" Fjalar whispered to himself, feeling his weight increase as Toothless pulled up into the sky.

"It's good to be back"
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	15. For Better Or For Worse
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_Six months later…_

"Would you rather, death by… Changewing acid, or Monstrous Nightmare fire?"

"Please tell me you're joking…"

"It's a legitimate question!"

"Ugh."

It was often said that friction is needed for relationships; people too similar will never last, and conflict is compulsory for lasting love. Lodin and Nina were prime examples of this, even more so than Hiccup and Katla. Nina had earned the reputation as being the most brutally honest and potentially insulting girl on Helgafjall, while Lodin was known as perhaps the most immature teenager of their generation.

The long-time couple sat outside the bakery owned by Lodin's father, having worked all day and finally catching a moment to them under the moonlight. Nina was in her casual attire; a deep blue tunic and her brown hair curled up in a tight but neat bun. Lodin was equally casual, a brown vest with his shot blond hair spiked to give a warrior-like appearance.

"How do we even get ourselves into these kinda conversations" Nina groaned, burying her face in her hands.

"Beats me, and are you gonna answer my question?" he grinned, taking a chunk out of a bread loaf between them.

"Ugh, you're unbelievable" Nina shook her head, before grinning hysterically. "Definitely acid, everyone who gets burns says 'the stench is worse'"

"An excellent choice, milady" Lodin gave a mock salute.

"_Milady_? Thor above you're starting to sound like Hiccup now" Nina scoffs, leaning into his chest and letting his warmth sooth her.

"Well he's my best friend, the stuff he says kinda rubs off on me" Lodin admitted, eyes wandering to find Hiccup and Katla's house. "Speaking of, where are they at now?"

"I _do not _wanna know, and I ain't searching for them. Not after the last time" Nina shudders at the thought.

"The 'last time'?" he repeats, an eyebrow shooting skywards.

"What, surely I told you about it?" she looks up from his chest into his eyes, and a grin crossed her face when he shook his head blankly.

"I got no idea"

"Whoa, well I'm sure they won't mind me telling you" Nina laughed, stealing a bite from the bread loaf and taking a swig of water from her mug. "Kay, so there I was looking for Hiccup, 'bout three weeks back- my father's pottery tools were busted, and I wanted to check on their 'flying suits'. Ran into the forge onto to find him not there, but the coals and stuff were all fresh hot"

"I can see where this is headed" Lodin sighed.

"I wish I did!" she cackled, "anyway, I left the forge and went to check his house, and as I walked I could hear the _strangest_ noise, kinda like panting"

"For the love of Odin, if you re-enact it…"

"Aw, I had it all practiced and everything!" Nina protested sardonically. "Yeah so I walked around _behind_ the forge, and there he was. With Katla"

"Um, lemme guess, she was helping out with the forge" he muttered sarcastically.

"Not exactly… both their hands were kinda helping out each other, if you catch my meaning-"

"-Yeah, okay I think I've lost my appetite" Lodin waved Nina away, gesturing for her to stop the tale. "Lovely story babe, thanks for sharing"

"My pleasure" she gave a mock bow. "Or should I say _their_ pleasure?"

"Stop!" he cried, only to have his girlfriend laugh at him.

"Can I at least re-enact the look on Hiccup's face when he saw me?" Nina asked.

Lodin grinned. "Okay _that_ I wanna see"

Nina dipped her fingers in the mug and spread the water across her face, to imitate sweat. She widened her eyes as much as possible and opened her mouth the perfect 'O' shape. Lodin choked on his bread laughing.

"Oh, that's glorious!" he hooted, slapping his knee.

"Sadly, Katla didn't agree with me" she snickered, standing up and dusting off the many bread crumbs. Both of them froze when they heard a voice off in the distance.

"_Oh my Thor, Hiccup you're so full of it!"_

"Well, I guess that answers what they're up to" Lodin commented, standing up to get a better view of Hiccup and Katla's house.

"This argument of theirs has been going on for days now" Nina groaned, taking Lodin by the hand and making their way towards their friends. "Why can't they just come to an agreement?"

"Katla's confident, and Hiccup's stubborn. This argument is gonna be the death of me" he muttered.

"Think they'll break up?" Nina asked; a hint of worriment in her voice.

"Get real, Nina" he snorted, "They've been together for nine months now and love each other to bits. I give it an hour 'till they're making out again"

"Hope so" she muttered, before grinning like a mad woman. "Remember the days when she was so quiet and 'to herself'? Gods, the three of us unleashed a monster"

"That's how everyone feels about their best friends" Lodin snickered.

The couple found themselves outside the door to Katla and Hiccup's house, the argument inside easily audible from the exterior.

"Are they arguing about what I think they are?" Nina hissed, edging closer to the door and putting an ear up against it.

"_Yesterday Toothless and I weren't even trying! You can't just claim you're faster because you went past us"_

"_Babe, why won't you admit it? Elysia's a Skrill. My Dragon and I are faster any day"_

"_Well Katla, I'm not sure if you've read my Dragon Manual, but Skrill's speed rating is nine out of twenty and nineteen while on lightning!"_

"_Exactly-"_

"_Night Fury is a twenty!"_

Nina rolled her eyes from outside their house, embarrassed that they were even having such a childish debate. Lodin was smirking at their antics, and struggled not to laugh.

"I've had enough of this" Nina grumbled, pushing open the door and stepping into their house.

Immediately she was surprised at the room. The teenager knew how excellent at fighting they were, and expected decorations and furniture to be broken and tossed about from their dispute. Instead, Katla was seated calmly next to Hiccup while they talked.

"Just 'cos it's in the book doesn't mean-" Katla started, but was cut off by Nina's presence. "O-Oh, Nina! What are you doing in here?"

"Settling this damn argument, that's what!" she blurted. "Y'know, for a forge master and dual-sword prodigy, you two can be pretty thick"

"Hey, what's that supposed to mean?" Katla said indignantly,

"For days now you two have been talking about whose the fastest. Have you even considered having an official race?"

Hiccup coughed awkwardly. "Well… not really"

"We haven't exactly had the time" Katla said meekly.

"Then make time! I think I speak for everyone on this rock when I say this has gone on long enough!" Nina shot back, glad to have surprised the two of them with her hostility.

"Okay, okay!" Hiccup raised his hands in self defense. "I'll talk to the elders about hosting some sort of event. We'll settle this once and for all"

Without any further words, Nina left the room with a smug look on her face.

Sometimes relationships needed a little push.

o~0~O~0~o

Word spread quickly of the 'race', and few people could admit they were surprised. Hiccup and Katla were known for their competitiveness, so it was only a matter of time until this was to happen. Even less surprising, it had been made a grand event. Within a week of the announcement, over sized stands were built to hold hundreds of spectators, and everyone was educated in the course Hiccup and Katla were to race on.

But while everyone was out preparing for the big day, the two lovers were as usual, flying.

"I hope you're ready for this, Hiccup" Katla grinned, flying along side her boyfriend on top of her Skrill. Over the six months past, Elysia had forged a relationship and bond with her that could almost rival Toothless and his rider. They had long past the point of voice commands, and the pair would often fly in silence, knowing each others very thoughts.

"Right back at you, babe" Hiccup grinned, releasing his saddle with a spare hand and brushing his auburn hair out of his face.

Both teenagers had undergone many physical changes in the six months they'd been riding. Hiccup had grown both up and outwards and his lack of facial hair were now by choice, not nature. His scars remained much the same on his chest, but were often unnoticed by the lean and definitive muscles he had re-gained through training. His hair was also longer, with several small braids being added by Katla during their 'quieter moments'.

Katla's raven hair had been cut, but was still considered long- running halfway down her back. Her copious amount of time in the hair gave it a wild and uncombed look, which Hiccup constantly referred to as 'sexy'. She was also more tanned, spending more time outdoors than ever before, and her light brown eyes and elfish face practically radiated bliss and passion.

They were both happy, happier than anyone could have thought possible.

"I still can't believe how big of a deal they're making our race" Hiccup chuckled, rather embarrassed about the whole situation.

"You know us Free Folk" Katla removed her feet from the leather foot holsters and kicked back, as if relaxing on the beach. "We always find ourselves a reason to party, even at the smallest things"

"I feel sort of guilty, so many supplies are being used up for this" he admitted.

"Well it's not like they'll be used up for anything else" she shrugged. "Ever since… Y'know-" she pointed at Elysia below her, "-ended six months back, we've been basically overflowing with goods and supplies. You even contacted some traders to help with selling some of it, remember!"

"I nearly forgot about that" he smiled, before quickly turning it into a confident grin. "So you _really_ think you can beat Toothless and I?"

"Hiccup, you know I love you" she said sweetly, before hardening her gaze "but I am not holding out this race. About time you learnt some good ol' girl power"

"Oh, how I tremble in my boots" he said sarcastically. "Well I hope you don't mind being disappointed. I'm not going to be the gentleman and let you win this time"

"Good" she smirked, "this should be interesting, then" Katla let out a wince, and Hiccup watched in alarm as she clutched her right thigh. "Bloody Hel, these cramps take some getting used to"

"C'mon, we've been out for a couple hours. A break would do us all some good" Hiccup suggests, examining the bustling Helgafjall docks below them.

"Sounds good, meet you down there" she said, strapping her feet back in and resuming the flying position. Hiccup almost had to look away as his girlfriend and the Skrill essentially dropped out of the sky, returning to the ground at an alarming pace. The stunts those two girls tried were almost at crazy as Hiccup's, and he finally knew how terrifying it was to watch from the sidelines.

"Pair of lunatics, aren't our girls?" he asked Toothless with a smile.

"**Sadly, you couldn't be more right" **The Night Fury warbled, folding in his wings and letting the ground rush up to meet them.

"Lodin told me the other day your flying suit is nearly finished" Katla said, watching Hiccup and Toothless land from the Helgafjall docks. She'd detached her temporary harness from Elysia by the time they were down, and sat comfortably on a spare barrel overlooking the sea.

"Sure is, and I kept my word- yours is also just about done" he grinned.

"I can't wait to see it" Katla placed a quick kiss on his cheek as he sat on a shipping box adjacent. As usual, Elysia and Toothless dashed off to wallow in the shallower waters and cool off from their morning flight. "Bardi hasn't shut up about how overboard you're going with the small details" she giggled.

"Eh, he knows I'm a perfectionist" Hiccup shrugged. "Plus, I don't want to take any risks with this whole 'riding lightning' business. One wrong move and… yeah"

"Well, the whole town has long learnt how good you and your toys are" she joked, "If it's anything like the rest, I'm sure it'll go without a hitch"

"Well, this suit isn't exactly like the rest" he chuckled. Katla stood up from the barrel and sat on his lap, her callous fingers toying with the braids in his hair.

"Stop worrying so much, babe. You always figure these things out" she pouted.

"I know, I know" he sighed, burying his face in the crane of her neck. "I just… worry y'know? I don't want you getting hurt and knowing I could've done something to fix it" she lifted his head so that their eyes met.

"Hiccup, I can take care of myself" Katla smiled, and kissed him profoundly before he could protest. "-but its sweet you worry like that"

"Just trying to be a good boyfriend, that's all" he grinned.

"Well, you really are, Dragon Boy. The best, in fact, and all mine" she laughed. Katla turned her attention to the newly arrived traders, loading dozens of crates onto their large ships. "I never asked how these new arrivals reacted to the Dragons casually flying about" she snorted at the thought, "damn; wish I could have seen that"

"It wasn't pretty" Hiccup smirked. "I completely forgot about being the only Village not fighting Dragons, and the Elders had to reason with them for hours. Luckily they're not from this part of the Barbaric Archipelago, so they don't know Toothless is a Night Fury, and Elysia is the 'infamous' Skrill"

"Thank the gods" she muttered. Katla's eyes caught onto one particular man loading a sack of potatoes onto the ship. He was an enormous man, almost Viking-like in size and stature- but that wasn't what caught her attention.

No, it was something on his left wrist. A tattoo, to be specific.

"-Ello? Midgard to Katla?"

The teenage girl snapped out of her daze, only have staring at her with a smile. "W-Oh, yeah what?"

"There, you see! You did it again" he chuckled. "Gods, it's so easy to tell when something's on your mind"

"Okay, I admit" she said, raising her hands in surrender, "I was thinking about things, big deal"

"Well, come on then" he snaked his hands around her lap and kissed her cheek softly. "Spill it?"

"Well if we are gonna have this race, I was thinking we could make it interesting" she said slowly, a smile oozing onto her lips. "Some personal stakes, I guess you could say" Hiccup tensed under her, and his grin faded ever so slightly. He didn't like where this was going.

"Erm, what do you have in mind?" he asked, raising an eyebrow at his girlfriend.

"It's pretty simple, and should serve as a nice reminded to who won and who lost-" Katla said, watching the expressions unfold on Hiccup's face.

"-loser has to get a tattoo"

o~0~O~0~o

"Alright, listen up you lot!" Astrid barked impatience and frustration dripping in her tone.

Four children, all ranging from eight to ten years old, perked up in attention at the nearly-seventeen year old Shield-Maiden. They had all been playing together, but seeing the armored girl with a battle-axe in her hand reminded them this wasn't the time for procrastination- they were in the Kill Ring, after all.

"As I'm sure your parents have told you, you will all be starting Dragon Training early. For the next few months, I'm your teacher" she continued, pleased that she'd caught their usually lacking attention.

"Bu-What happened to Gobber?" one of them squeaked, fiddling nervously with his fingers.

"He's been working too hard in the forge, and without Gustav-" several of the kids turned to eye the black-haired child in question, who refused to meet their gaze. "-he has a lot to get done. That's why I'm here"

"Do we get to kill Dragons today?" another asked excitedly, scanning the arena for any doors with any of the winged beasts possibly held behind them.

Astrid smirked at the child, finding his enthusiasm and stupidity humorous. "Not for a long time, Kiddo. This is all about staying alive; the killing won't come until you are at least fifteen"

All four of them looked crestfallen at the news, their hopes of becoming the youngest Dragon slayer quickly being extinguished.

"Okay, let's get to it" Astrid said, clanging her axe on the ground to snap them back to attention. "Before we start anything serious, ya need to get the blood flowing. Five laps of the arena and then get into pairs when you're done." She waved the kids away, and they quickly began their run around the Kill Ring.

Astrid walked up to the nearby weapon rack and leant heavily against it. She let out a heavy sigh, trying to shut out the fatigue numbing her senses.

She wasn't tired- she was _exhausted_.

The past six months had been harder than ever for the Shield-Maiden, and for a number of reasons. Snotlout's marriage contracts were something of a weekly occurrence, and combat challenges for her affection were closer to a _daily_ occurrence. Every Viking who wasn't a hermit knew of her 'love destiny', and Astrid was embarrassed to have her personal life uncovered and shared as if it were nothing. She made it clear she would show interest in anyone who could best her, but so far none had come close.

On a positive note, the challenges and Dragon raids meant she was as sharp and deadly as ever. Her body was thin but lithe with muscle- carved from dodging the enraged beasts and an ever dwindling supply of food. Her hair was in a single blond braid, running down her shoulder and onto her red undershirt. Her axe was the only thing which remained unchanged over the two years since Hiccup had perished- though in a far worse condition.

"Come on, you lot. Push those legs" she called out, watching them struggle for breath as they completed their third lap.

Well, most of them.

Gustav was nearly a lap behind the rest, panting heavily with his head slung low. Astrid held a degree of sympathy for the kid, he was the only one of the four kids who worked full time, and was exhausted most days as a result.

"Mind if I interrupt training, Astrid?"

She turned to stare at a behemoth of a Viking at the entrance to the Kill Ring. He'd just turned seventeen, and was nearly the size of her parents. His face had light stubble on it, and his blond hair was considered short by Viking standards. Despite looking like the typical mutton-head, he had a soft heart and was a childhood friend.

Astrid smiled at the boy. "Fishlegs, what can I help you with?"

Fishlegs waved a piece of parchment in front of his face, which she immediately recognized from the Book of Dragons. "I've been adding details on the more exclusive Dragons encountered in raids. You have slain eighty percent more Dragons than anyone in our age bracket, and your insight in their weaknesses would be greatly appreciated"

"Sounds good, I'll tell you what I can" she nodded, before casting her attention back to the kids. "Get into groups of two, when you finish. Take a weapon and a shield after that!"

"Erm, okay-" Fishlegs pulled a charcoal stick out and prepared to start writing. "Hoark told me yesterday you killed a Snaptrapper the raid before last. Did you exploit any weaknesses to achieve this?"

Astrid could never understand half the words he used when talking- she wasn't nearly as smart as him. Nonetheless she recognized what he was trying to say.

"Well I was helping out on fire duty when I came across the beast" she began, eyes wandering off as she tried to remember the particular event. "I threw the water on top of the Dragon, knowing how much it loved the rain. The second it was distracted I ended the bastard"

"Hm, tactical as always, Astrid" Fishlegs commented, "And how did you kill it? Decapitation?"

"Decapa-what?" she raised an eyebrow.

"Y'know, removal of the head- or heads in this case" he answered.

"Right, sorry. No, I stuck my axe in its body- right where all the necks joint the body" she replied, watching the thick boy as the countless theories and calculations whiz through his brain.

"Perhaps you stuck a vital organ, explaining its quick death" he nodded furiously, "this is excellent. Vikings almost always go for the thin necks with this species; this new method along with the water dousing could prove to be four hundred percent more efficient"

"Uh, yeah I guess" she raised an eyebrow. To her it was just another dead Dragon, she didn't really care how it died- all that mattered was it not being alive to steal more food.

"Okay, onto the next one… You mentioned something about a Scauldron-" Fishlegs began, but was quickly silenced.

"Hold on there," Astrid said, remembering she had a class to teach. Astrid walked up to her four pupils, and was unsurprised to find them slacking off.

"Now I know why the age limit used to be fifteen years for this crap" she muttered under her breath. "Hey, I thought I told you kids to get into pairs, what's happening?" she snapped. Two of the children- the quickest to complete the warm up- were happily standing shoulder to shoulder; Gustav and the other were far less pleased.

"But I don't wanna go with Gustav!" the boy next to him whined. "He's always slow and useless"

Astrid widened her eyes at the boy, not sure whether to be livid or disappointed.

"Akai, listen here" she growled, thrusting a finger at Gustav. "When you're in a raid, you don't choose who you go with. Gustav is just as capable as you are, just because he's slower and different does not make him useless!"

"I-Ah, sorry, Miss" he stuttered, eyes locking onto the floor.

"Don't apologize to me, Gustav is the one you say sorry to. Now get your weapons and ready yourself" Astrid turned back and quickly made her way back to Fishlegs.

She froze halfway there, though.

The irony, she almost wanted to laugh! She had just defended Gustav- the scrawny forge apprentice- from his so-called peers who considered him useless. It felt like a lifetime ago that she was in their exact position- before _he _died, before the elusive Dragon Rider, and before everything turned to complete and utter shit.

She missed those days, she really did.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup wasn't going to lie, he felt nervous.

The preparation for their race was just about complete, and the event was set to begin tomorrow. All that was left was to show Katla the result of six months hard work in the forge- their flying suits.

The teenager had plans to simply repair his old flying gear that was torn up in the battle against Elysia, but ideas had burrowed their way into his head and he chose to start completely from scratch.

Boy had it payed off well.

The new suit was a beautiful blend of dyed leather and Nightshade Steel, resulting in a set of armor looking like midnight itself. With resources and time not limiting his creation, the suit had been perfected, and left his old armor looking useless.

Every groove and portion on the suit had been crafted with only three factors in mind; aerodynamic, protective and stealthy. The chest plate was no longer flat and leathery, but mostly steel and highly angular in appearance- designed to maximize protection, while minimizing air resistance. His helmet- once crafted from a slab of iron and brown leather- closer resembled a _weapon _than an actual headpiece. Its razor edges could cut through the air with ease, while giving him the appearance of some sort of Dragon.

Hiccup was admiring his creation, when he finally heard a knock on the forge door.

"Hiccup, you in there?" Katla called out.

He picked up a large cloth tarp off the floor and draped it over the new armors. Taking a deep breath, he walked up to the door and opened it.

"Katla, I was wondering where you were" he grinned, letting her step inside.

"Got caught up with training the kids" Katla explained, resuming her favorite spot on the desk where Hiccup traditionally worked. "Cute bunch, but Odin's ghost they know how to drive someone crazy"

"Lucky for you, you're already crazy" Hiccup joked, walking up to Katla and kissing her. She moved into the kiss with enthusiasm, deepening it and wrapping her arms around his neck.

"Takes one to know one" she mumbled on his lips, receiving a quiet chuckle. Hiccup slowly pulled away from her and bit his bottom lip.

"As much as I love getting up to mischief with you, that's not the reason I invited you here" he said.

"Oh, come to show me another one of your crazy inventions?" she raised an eyebrow, giving the forge a quick scan for any new and ridiculous items on display. It took her hardly a moment to notice the suspicious items being covered with cloth, and its appearance resembling armor made her immediately realize.

Katla's eyes widened and jaw dropped. "Is that what I think it is?"

"Sure is" he piped, rocking back and forth on his heels. "True to my word, I finished both our sets of armor"

"And right on time, at that" she commented, pushing herself off the table and sauntering up to where they were on. "Why do I get the feeling you went _completely_ over the top with this?"

"Probably because I did" he laughed, watching her circle the concealed armor sets like an inquisitive cat. "Babe you know me and how I forge things, you'll see why it took so long to make in just a moment"

Hiccup removed the cloth on top of his armor set, and Katla audibly gasped.

"Holy _shit_" she breathed, staring wide-eyed at the shadowy black armor. "Hiccup this is _beautiful!_"

"You say that about most of the things I make" he shrugged modestly. "But thanks anyway"

"No, no this is on a whole other level" Katla shook her head defiantly, eyes not leaving his new flight suit. "How did you even do this?"

"It's a combination of black dyed leather and Nightshade Steel, along with some small bits of chain-mail under it, for extra protection" he said.

"It looks so _sharp_" she said, "never thought I'd say that about a set of armor, but it's true. Not a single smooth curve on it! And it matches your Glaive perfectly"

"That's what I was hoping" Hiccup smiled, walking up to a nearby weapon rack and picking up his weapon. It was the same Glaive that he'd been given when he first woke, and had been taken into consideration while building his suit.

"I'd hate to be the person who goes up against you when you use both of those" she said.

"Well I'm glad you like it" he grinned, turning his attention to the second set of armor- Katla's. "Now, you ready to see yours?"

She nodded rapidly, looking like a child on Snoggletog. "Go for it, Dragon Boy"

With a hard tug, he wrenched the cloth off and Katla's armor set was revealed to her.

Complete silence was her eloquent response.

Hiccup coughed awkwardly, "erm, y-you like it?" Katla didn't answer; she simply stared at the armor with a frozen face.

Then came the laughing.

It was quiet at first, hardly audible over the coal fire yards behind them. Within seconds it had burst into a fit of giggles, which for some reason worried Hiccup.

"Katla, seriously are you alright?" he asked, eyebrows furrowing in concern.

"H-Hiccup this is just insane!" she giggled.

Katla's armor was completely different to Hiccup's. While his was sleek and pure black, hers was a deep purple and much more dangerous looking. Silver spines and spikes decorated the full-face helmet, shoulder plates and upper back, almost perfectly replicating the appearance of Elysia. The full armor set bore far less Steel, and looked much more suited to fighting and maneuverability than Hiccup's own set.

"I've made this set a bit differently to mine" Hiccup explained, "It features three layers. The exterior is a light skin of painted Nightshade Steel. The second is a thick layer of chain-mail, which the spines are connected to and help channel lightning through the suit and into Elysia without harming you. The third is Yak hide, which keeps you warm, comfy and un-roasted"

"For nearly two years, you've been making stuff like this" she shook her head, "and yet every time you continue to surprise and stun me" she pulled him into a tight hug. "You have any idea how guilty you make me feel? You make me all this magnificent gear, and I do nothing in return!"

"Aw, you know that's rubbish" he snorted. "You basically trained me to fight since the first day I showed up here. You deserve all this, and so much more"

"You're unbelievable" she giggled, eyes casting back on the new suits. "So, you wanna give these a test before the race?"

"Oh, absolutely," Hiccup grinned, "Just a warning, though. These suits aren't exactly easy to get on"

"Fine by me" she purred, slowly approaching the closed forge door. Reaching up, she slid the bolt across and locked it. "I guess that means we should help each other out"

"Well yeah, I guess-" he froze when she noticed the look on her face- the way her amber eyes glinted and she bit her bottom lip. "Oh," he said simply, voice low and sultry.

Katla approached him, eyes raking up and down him with hunger. She gave him a light push so that he was backed up against the table.

"Come on, Dragon Boy. If you wanna have some fun we'll have to be quick" she whispered, before pressing her lips against his.

"Katla, I fly a Night Fury" he smirked, hands fumbling at the ties which let him remove his tunic. "Speed is my game, and tomorrow you'll see for sure"

o~0~O~0~o

Honour. Pride. _Glory._

Legate Variahn was no stranger to all three of those. Ever since he was an infant he had been molded; carved to become the ultimate embodiment of such traits, through combat and conflict.

And like countless men before him, his efforts had rewarded him.

He was a mountain of a man, close to seven feet tall and built of sheer muscle. His coal black hair was inches short by choice and unlike other Romans not a scar could be found on his body- only the foolish would dare attack him, anyway. His armor was beyond immaculate, gleaming steel which looked closer to forged moonlight than the product of simple men.

And then there was his helmet.

It was what separated him from his subjects and followers. It had been given to him by the Emperor himself, and was a monument to a lifetime of devout loyalty to Constantinople; his home and nation. Carved from a single piece of steel and crested with black feathers, it signified his right to authority, and made him stand out in the bloodiest of battles.

"My Legate, I bring news"

Variahn had been scowling at a map on the table in his private quarters for the better part of an hour, and the shaky messenger's voice was what finally drew him from it.

"Yes? What is it?" he snapped. The messenger flinched, the brutality and sheer _size_ of Variahn taking him completely off-guard.

"I-Erm, Scout ships have returned, and they bring news" The messenger replied quickly. When met by an unimpressed stare, he felt the need to elaborate. "They captured traders sailing several hundred miles north. It would be best if you listen to what they had to say, my Legate"

"Very well then" Variahn boomed, "bring these 'traders' in, I trust we gave them a proper greeting?"

"Oh, most definitely my Legate" he nodded rapidly. "You won't have any trouble with them" the messenger dashed out of the room with a sloppy salute, and moments later three more men entered the room. To the left and right were both Roman soldiers, dragging the semi-limp body of a man in rags.

"That's enough men, return to your posts" the Legate said. The soldiers let the man drop heavily to the floor and left the room just as quickly as they entered it.

"I promise… I said I'll talk- No lies, all the truth, I swear! Please just don't hurt me again" the prisoner sobbed weakly, clutching his sides and staring at the Legate in terror.

"It seems your presence is something of importance" Variahn growled, stalking up to the man and crouching down to get a better look at him. The prisoner wasn't very large by his standards, only six feet tall or so. His quantities of fat and muscle were equal, giving him a thick and 'beefy' stature. One unique feature Variahn noticed was the black drawing on his left wrist- a tattoo, as it was traditionally called.

"I'll tell everything, I swear!" he blurted desperately. The Legate snorted in amusement- the torturers certainly did their job well.

"Well go on then, rat. _Talk_" The Legate jeered.

"I-wuh well, me and my crew were contacted by a traveling man. Seventeen or eighteen I guess, said his name was 'Fjalar'. Said he was selling supplies on his home Island in the Barbaric Archipelago, nearly a thousand miles north 'a here" Variahn sneered at the very thought of Vikings. They were considered mindless beasts- terrible fighting technique and naturally brainless. The prisoner continued his near-inaudible babbling.

"W-When I asked what tribe he told me he wasn't a Viking, said he was a 'Free Folk' and that the founders of his settlement used to be slaves"

Variahn blinked dumbly.

"Say that again" he said lowly.

"T-They used to be from here, Constantinople! They were slave fighters who escaped and now live there. That's all the kid told me, I swear!" the prisoner cried.

The Legate rose from the crouch position, his typical look of disapproval being replaced with disbelief. He'd done it, he'd really found the lost slave fighters after generations!

"Don't worry, I believe you" Variahn's voice was deceivingly gentle. "Now, you're under my protection. My men will escort you to a proper room, and we'll get those wounds treated. I need you alive, hmm?"

The trader Captain looked up to meet his eyes, shock registering across his face. "Y-You really mean it?"

"But of course!" The Legate hollered, his face twisting into a wicked grin. "I need you in top condition as soon as possible"

"But… W-why?" he asked.

Variahn walked back over to the table where the map was, scanning over the many locations with his unsheathed dagger.

_THWACK!_

The Roman commander drove the dagger through the map and several inches into the table, where the words 'Barbaric Archipelago' were written just moments ago.

"Because, little trader…" He said, staring back at the man with a smirk. "You're going to show me _exactly _where they are, and I'm going to give them a gift the Roman Empire has owed them for a _very_ long time"

Honour. Pride. Glory_._

And who could forget- _Ruthlessness._

o~0~O~0~o

"_Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, today is the day you've all been waiting for!_" Trjonn thundered, standing before hundreds Free Folk packed into the newly built spectator stands. The man was met by a mighty cheer- clearly they had been waiting a long time for this.

"In just a few minutes, our two competitors will begin quite possibly the first ever Dragon race! I don't know about you lot, but I'm expecting this to be a close event!" he continued, turning to overlook the direction the audience faced.

The grandstands had been built on one of Helgafjall's steepest cliff faces, with a clear view overseeing the ocean and sea-stacks below. Over a dozen miles out to sea, many people could make a small ship anchored and serving as a turnaround point. The race was simple; thirty miles in total, to the ship and back.

Katla and Hiccup were in a nearby hut, waiting the moment for them to present themselves in front of the whole town.

"The new armor looks good on you" Katla smiled, noticing how different he appeared in the jet-black flying suit.

"You two" Hiccup nodded, the handiwork clearly being shown in her armor.

'Those spines could make affection hard' he thought, almost regretting his determination to make the armor as dangerous as possible.

"Okay, not gonna lie here. I'm a bit nervous" she chuckled; fiddling with her hands as Trjonn's muffled voice could be heard bellowing outside.

"I don't do well with large crowds, if I'm honest" Hiccup agreed, grinning sheepishly at her. "Are you still serious for this whole 'tattoo' wager?"

"Of course, because you'll look great with one!" she laughed at the expression on his face.

"You're hilarious" Hiccup rolled his eyes at her with a smile, finding her confidence both annoying and funny. "But I did talk to some of the traders about where they got their tattoos before they left- they all said the same thing"

Katla raised an eyebrow curiously. "And that is?"

"Traders Isle. Ever heard of it?" Hiccup asked.

"No, can't say that I have" Katla shook her head, trying to remember such a location being mentioned.

"Well it's near the center of the archipelago. Used as an exchange hub for Vikings everywhere and a place many go to rest on long journeys. If one of us has to get a tattoo, it'll have to be there"

"That actually sounds like a good idea" Katla brightened up at the thought. "After this race, we'll fly over there and spend a couple nights there. It'd be a nice change of scenery and I can finally meet a true Viking!"

"Agreed, and you might be disappointed when you meet them" he snickered.

"_-and without further delay, please meet our two teenage racers!_" they heard Trjonn call out, over the seemingly endless cheers and applause.

"Well, here goes nothing" Katla gulped, standing up from her chair and facing the door. "Best of luck, Babe. See you at the finish line"

"I'll wait for you there" he joked, pushing open the door and walking out into the sunlight.

The hut was on a slight hill, with the cliff-face and audience stands roughly fifty yards away. Looking over the edge and to the raging sea below was Toothless and Elysia- the usually talkative pair not interacting one bit.

"Wait-do we start here?" Katla asked, unsure if they had to take the long walk to the cliff-face.

"_Racers, are you ready?!_" Trjonn yelled.

"I'll take that as a yes" Hiccup blurted, giving his armor a final check and cracking his knuckles. With adrenalin starting to flow, he couldn't resist a joke. "Do I get a kiss for good luck?"

He was hoping for a peck on the cheek, but certainly didn't complain when Katla grabbed him by the scuff of his neck and pulled him into a quick open-mouthed kiss.

"Good luck" she grinned.

"_Set!_" the crowd chanted loudly.

Hiccup and Katla bent over and readied themselves for a mad dash to their Dragons.

The horn sounded.

"_GO!"_

**PLEASE READ:**
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_**QUESTION: I**__**s my storyline too complicated? I know countless fanfics with countless OC's and plots that can screw you over mentally. Is my story one of them, and what can i do to make it easier/more enjoyable to read?**_

**Peace! :-)**


	16. Bad Decisions, Indeed

**As you can see, I've decided to change the cover photo of this story. This is basically what Hiccup's armor is meant to look like, and I hope I did an okay job of describing it. Enjoy!**

Katla and Hiccup blasted into life the instant the horn sounded.

"_GO FJALAR!"_

"_GO KATLA!"_

The crowd's support was divided pretty equally, even as Katla began to edge in front of him. Over the six months Hiccup had been awake, he'd made his newfound muscles and strength give him the edge in a fight. Katla, on the other hand, relied solely on agility, and as a result was much faster on her feet.

"Elysia, come on! We gotta go, now!" Katla panted, being the first to arrive at the Dragons on the cliff-face. Grabbing the Skrill by her horns, Katla threw a leg over her body and set to work at fitting her legs in the straps. "Come on, come on, fit in!" she snapped.

The girl looked up, just in time to see Hiccup reach Toothless. He wore a firm grin, and despite being so close, wasn't slowing down.

"Watch and learn, Katla!" he laughed. Before Katla could even question the boy, he gave his legs a final push and dove straight off the edge. The spectators gasped as Hiccup plummeted towards the raging sea like an arrow. Toothless quickly caught up with him however, and the pair had jointed each other in flight seconds before their imminent death. Within moments they were navigating their way through the sea stacks and to the ship.

He was in the lead.

"Thorsdammit" she cursed, finally attached to her Dragon properly and setting off in hot pursuit. Hiccup and Toothless had for some reason taken a longer route; down through the sea-stacks instead of straight to the ship. "Why the Hel did they do that?" she whispered to herself.

The answer came moments later. A gust of wind caught the pair completely off guard, striking them from the side and nearly throwing Katla off the saddle.

'Down at sea level the wind is less' she thought to herself. 'Clever, clever boy Hiccup'

"C'mon girl, dive!" she said aloud, "Let's catch them!"

Katla loved nothing more than feeling her stomach lurch as the pair shot downwards, and the wind whistling against her suit as their speed increased. It went without saying that this was the fastest she'd ever traveled on Elysia's back, but as she watched Hiccup and Toothless leave the sea-stacks ahead, it was clear they were going even quicker.

"How are they going so fast?" she gawked, struggling to keep sight of them. Katla had completely forgotten the statistics on both their Dragons, and that Toothless was so much faster.

"**The Night Fury is easily doubling my speed right now. Without lightning we don't stand a chance!"** Elysia barked, pushing her wings to the very limit.

"You're right girl, we can catch them for sure" she said firmly, hunching her body over to increase their speed even more.

Meanwhile with Hiccup, things weren't quite as tense.

"Now _that_ is what I'm talking about!" Hiccup grinned, slightly breathless after their rapid navigation through the sea-stacks. "Gods, and here I was thinking I knew how fast you could really go"

"**Well, let's say I've never had a race before!" **The Night Fury warbled, his enormous bat-like wings sending them hurtling through the air at insane speeds.

"Y-You think we should slow down a bit, bud?" Hiccup asked anxiously, looking back to find them several hundred yards behind. "We're much faster than them, and I don't want her to feel bad if she looses by such a large margin in front of a crowd"

"**You're letting your heart get to you, Hiccup. Let loose, just this once" **Toothless warbled, his enormous green orbs focused on the ship rapidly nearing towards them.

"Okay, okay. I guess you're right" he sighed, understanding the frustrated way Toothless replied. "I promised to not go easy on Katla, and I won't" Hiccup clicked the tail fin into a new position, and their already-insane speed only increased.

"Oh Gods, they're at the turn already" Katla breathed, watching her boyfriend soar past the ship and make an immediate about-turn back towards her. She couldn't help but feel a certain anger bloom within her chest- not at Hiccup for winning or her Skrill being so much slower, but herself. Everyone knew she was overconfident, and only now did she realize the price she would pay for it.

"I'm sorry I dragged us into this race, girl. I'm sure you could take Toothless in a fight, but I think speed is the Night Fury's game" she continued, shaking her head solemnly.

"**You might want to hold on back there, Katla"** Elysia deadpanned, too focused on the path ahead to listen.

_SWOOOOSH!_

Toothless and Hiccup shot past them, heading straight towards the Helgafjall cliff face- the finish line. By the time Elysia and Katla reached the ship, they were close to half a mile ahead. Both Dragon racers hardly took the time to notice the sun's glare stop reflecting off the ocean.

Some very large clouds had blocked out the sun.

"E-Elysia, what are you doing?" Katla questioned, feeling her weight increase as the Skrill pulled upwards sharply. "The finish line isn't up there, and it's windy as well!"

The Skrill didn't answer once again; she had other things on her mind.

o~0~O~0~o

The cheers and were finally within Hiccup's earshot, and under his new helmet a grin of joy couldn't be contained. For the first fifteen years of his miserable life he'd assumed his role at being the worst at things. To have won against someone, and by _a lot_ made him feel giddy inside.

"Bud, I don't think our girls are gonna be happy with us winning like this" he laughed, feeling Toothless begin the shallow ascent to the finish line.

"**I'm not scared of them. You're just worried your mate will withhold breeding" **Toothless replied smugly. **"We beat them fairly, no reason they should be too angry anyway"**

"I can't believe I'm about to do this" Hiccup muttered, leaving his 'streamline flying' position so that he was sitting upright. Toothless could hear the distinct 'click' of his tail fin adjusting, and was confused- they were at full speed, what more could he do?

And almost instantly, their speed began to decrease.

"**What do you think you're doing?!"** Toothless roared frantically, **"The finish is right ahead, we have to win!"**

"Toothless, its okay" he chuckled. The Dragon and his rider now hung suspended in the air, with the finish line only a couple hundred yards ahead of them. "I'm probably going to regret this, but I kinda... want to, y'know, slow down and try something out"

"**Look, I don't know what you're planning, but… Hold on, are you **_**gloating?**_**"** Toothless growled.

"Katla loves to brag every time we fight!" he protested, "I'm _not_ letting her win, no chance; I just want to see why she does it so much!" Hiccup turned his attention back to the crowd, who were chanting his name in praise.

"_FJA-LAR… FJA-LAR… FJA-LAR!"_

"Okay I won't lie, this feels pretty good, even if they aren't using my real name" he said, "Toothless Helgafjall needs more Dragon Riders, and then we can have more of these more often. Do you think Lodin and Nina would-"

"**Hiccup we need to go, now!"** Toothless screeched, snapping the teenager out of his daze.

"Bud, what's wrong?" he looked down at the Dragon with a raised eyebrow; "they're not even close to us…" he trailed off into silence, casting a glance backwards to sight Katla and Elysia.

His blood froze, and his breath caught sharply in his throat.

What he stared at was something worthy of a painting or other artwork. His girlfriend sat sternly on the back of her Skrill, with the raging sea below her and the once clear sky awash with thick, black clouds.

Storm clouds, to be specific.

"Oh my Thor" he gasped, turning his attention back to the race he really _should have _finished when he had the time. "Toothless, _GO!_"

But it was too late. His smugness cost him oh so dearly.

Hiccup could hear a single, deafening lightning strike erupt from behind him, and he knew it was over.

"_-WwwwWWWWOOOOAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHhhhh-" _Katla screamed madly, blasting past Hiccup and Toothless at literally blinding speeds.

"Son of a-" The pair of boys were thrown violently to the side as the shockwave nearly separated them. "_NO!_" Hiccup cried, watching Katla and Elysia cross the finish line to an equally flabbergasted audience.

"And out of sheer nowhere… _KATLA WINS THE RACE!_" Trjonn bellowed from the ground, his face contorted into absolute disbelief and pride.

"Oh my Thor, you've got to be joking" Hiccup moaned, burying his face in his hands.

"**This is completely your fault, you cocky fool" **Toothless rumbled, sharply twisting his neck so that his ears slapped Hiccup over the head.

"Yeah yeah, I know I'm an idiot" the boy mumbled, watching Katla soar over the audience stands, mouth agape and in as much shock as the rest of Helgafjall. The only figure looking not dazed was Elysia, who was smirking at Toothless confidently.

Everyone knew Toothless was faster, but this race gave her something to brag about.

-and it also gave Hiccup a tattoo.

"Oh gods, I really have to get a tattoo" he groaned, the magnitude of his defeat striking him at last. "I'm never gonna hear the end of this, aren't I bud?"

"**That's for damn sure"**

Katla knew Hiccup should have won the race, and that a Night Fury was faster in the end. She even felt a pang of guilt in her heart, watching him stare off into space in shock. The whole reason she won the race was because he stopped, and because of an armor set _he_ made for her.

"Hiccup, I-I'm sorry" she said meekly, flying up to him and ignoring the cheering crowd. "I didn't know Elysia was gonna do that, really you should have won"

Hiccup sucked in a breath through his teeth, and smiled at Katla. "No, it's okay, it's my fault I stopped, and I paid the price"

"Well I guess so, but it's safe to say Night Furies are faster than Skrills. You two were leading the entire race up until you stopped" she suggested, before raising her eyebrow. "Why did you, by the way?"

"I erm," Hiccup coughed awkwardly "Well, you always brag when we fight, and I wanted to know why you did it. Looks like my idiocy earned me a tattoo" he added the last part with a hint of reluctance. He was willing to do it- he lost, after all- but he still wasn't comfortable with the idea.

Katla paused for a moment, before shaking her head. "No, no you don't have to. Whoever rides the slowest Dragon should, and I'm certain my win wasn't because Elysia was faster"

Hiccup stared incredulously at his girlfriend, who was being submissive for perhaps the first time ever. "Y-You're not kidding?"

"Of course not, Hiccup" she laughed, before gesturing to the crowd below them. "You think these people consider me a better Dragon rider because of this? I think even the thickest of us know what just happened was a complete fluke, and you don't deserve to get a tattoo because of it"

"Who are you, and where did you put the stubborn, overconfident Katla?" he chuckled, steering Toothless to the huts where they begun the race.

"You're too selfless for your own good, figured I'd take a page out of your book and admit defeat when I know it's true" she shrugged, following him on the back of Elysia. "C'mon babe, I'm sure they've got a party all lined up for us after that race"

"Eh, a little drinking wouldn't hurt" he chuckled. The pair of them had grown more and more tolerant towards wine and hangovers, and many Free Folk worried for their health, and whether they were addicted to it. "Hold on there, Katla" Hiccup said, staring down at the large mass of people still cheering them on. "I think it's best if we thanked our audience for this"

"Good idea, c'mere" she waved him closer, so that both Dragons were within touching distance. When Elysia and Toothless were practically bumping against each other, the pair of riders shakily stood up from their seats and gave a quick but grateful bow.

"_FJA-LAR!"_

"_KAT-LA!"_

o~0~O~0~o

Snotlout was having terrible day, which would have been surprising for any onlookers.

Over the two years that Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third had been dead, the Jorgenson teenager had everything he'd ever wanted handed to him: Governance, strength and respect- as forced as it may be. Snotlout had been living with his uncle, Chief Stoick, for the better part of six months, and his training as heir was only increasing as the days progressed. He was learning how to make the tough choices in life, and settle disputes in ways such as using his mind.

He hated it.

Any other Viking would've known that leadership must be learnt. Like a plant, his skills had to be tended to carefully and constantly if he was to lead the proud Village. But no, not Snotlout, as much as he loved the idea of being in charge, he simply couldn't be bothered to follow Stoick around when he could be with Astrid- the fiery blond who was bound to fall for him.

He was nearly offended the Elders and Chief lacked faith in his ability to lead. How could someone as amazing and courageous as himself _not_ turn out to be the best? He didn't need these imprudent lessons-

"_Snotlout._ Are ye even listenin?"

The black-haired boy was sitting by the table in his uncle's house, his now-cold breakfast on the table and resting between his elbows. Snotlout had been oblivious to Stoick's talking for at least a few minutes- his thick arms wrapped around his head and displaying nothing other than disinterest and the desire to crawl back into bed.

"Um, yeah of course I was" Snotlout nodded slowly, looking up to face his stern-faced Chief and uncle. "Can you just, y'know, repeat the last few lines?"

Stoick muttered a quick prayer to the gods and shook his head, the now greying beard swaying almost independently to the rest of his head. "As I was _saying_, I'm taking yeh down to the docks today. I want you evaluating the fishing hauls Mulch and Bucket bring back"

Snotlout bit his tongue, and managed a groan that resembled agreement. For the first month or so, he'd happily agree to whatever Stoick had planned for him, but as time went on he'd grown more relaxed around the man and ultimately more bored. The boy rose from his chair and cracked his knuckles loudly, giving his muscles one last check before making his way to the front door.

His Chief-in-waiting training wasn't the only thing to have increased; his time learning to fight and building his tremendous body had also increased. His whole upper body was abundant with muscle, and the thin mustache truly enforced his status as the oldest his group of teenagers, and made him look almost like a proper middle-aged Viking. Sure, his legs were thin and when it came to working out they were almost abandoned, but he didn't need them. He fought and killed Dragons head on- he didn't run like Astrid and the twins.

The mid morning sun greeted Snotlout in an almost blinding fashion, its rays giving the Village down the hill a warm glow but painfully reminding him that a full day of work and _not_ admiring Astrid lay ahead. The Vikings down the hill took no notice of the pair as they lumbered down the hill which Stoick's house was built on. A raid had taken place last week, and the majority of repairs were still underway.

"Now, what's the thing to do in a situation like this?" Stoick asked his nephew as they walked.

Snotlout bit his bottom lip, the stone tooth clearly showing and reminding all of Berk how hard Astrid can punch. "Erm, I dunno. Like, make sure they're doing the right things?" he raised an eyebrow, half guessing the answer.

Relief flooded the boy when Stoick nodded gruffly in response. "Good lad," he commented. "A good Chief must regularly check on progress, otherwise you can never be sure things will get done"

"I guess so" Snotlout muttered, eyes casting away from the workers in search of his so-called friends.

He could never understand those four- Fishlegs, Astrid, Ruffnut and Tuffnut. Nowadays they considered him more of a menace than the blessing he really was. Who couldn't like him? He'd replace the thin Hiccup the Useless and would lead their tribe to the glory he deserved. He wanted them to treat him with the respect he warranted, and yet they remained bitter towards him at the best of times.

But that was no matter to Snotlout. Soon enough they would see how great he was, and Astrid would eventually be bested by him in combat and they would be wed within a month.

Today might be boring for him, but he knew in his head things would start to look up.

o~0~O~0~o

"Extra set of clothes?"

"Yeah, only one though"

"How about money, how much did you pack?"

"Thirty silver coins, which should be more than enough"

Normally, Hiccup and Katla would have gone out of their way to enjoy a large party- especially if it was in honor of their race. But this wasn't a normal situation, the two of them planned to leave for Trader's Isle within the hour, and last-minute packing was in order. The hype from the race was still immense, and much to Hiccup's surprise, he'd received praise for stopping and letting Katla win. Apparently it made him a 'gentleman'.

"Yeah, that seems enough" Hiccup nodded, sheathing his Gronkle Iron Dagger and stuffing it into his pack. The pair wanted a relaxed break from Helgafjall, and so they didn't plan to bring their proper weapons or flying suits. "A room should cost only a couple, so with thirty we shouldn't have a problem"

"How long do you think we should stay there?" Katla asked, standing up from her bag and sitting on the bed next to her boyfriend.

"Eh, depends how much we like it there" he shrugged, "Well it's midday right now, and we'll get there by nightfall. Spend the two nights and half the day there, so back by midnight a couple days time?" he suggested.

"Sounds good" Katla agreed, resting her pack on her lap and binding it shut. "Do many people know about us leaving like this?"

"I told Trjonn, Lodin and Nina" Hiccup responded, standing up hoisting his own pack over his shoulders. "They'll be the people ask if anyone wonders where we are"

"And the other Dragons?" she raised an eyebrow.

"Lodin's been taking good care of Viper, and Bardi won't have a problem with Groundsplitter" Hiccup explained, offering his hand to her. Katla took it happily and got to her feet, grinning nervously.

"Let's get going then!" she hopped about on each like an infant being offered presents.

"Babe, sometimes I question your age" he laughed, shaking his head. "You jump about like a little kid whenever we're off to do something"

"What's not to be excited about?" she reasoned, her cheeky smile not leaving. "I'm going on a little holiday with my boyfriend to a somewhere we've never been, on the backs of our Dragons"

"I suppose you're right" he admitted with a grin. Hiccup slung one arm over her shoulder as they left their house. "Still, it doesn't mean you have to be all childish about it" Katla did her best impression of a three year old, pouting with her bottom lip and staring wide-eyed at her boyfriend. The couple both laughed heartily and continued on.

"What's to say I'm not a child, trapped in the body of a teenager, huh?" she offered. Several yards ahead, a child had dropped their doll and was walking on without it. "Hold on there babe" she said, leaving his embrace and jogging over to return the toy.

"One Hel of a body, at that" Hiccup murmured to himself, watching his girlfriend rush ahead. Back on Berk, he was the third oldest of their group- behind Snotlout and Fishlegs. It had only been two months since his seventeenth birthday, and Katla's was coming up just as soon. They were both in their mid teens, and their bodies were being carved into adulthood- a fact which Hiccup enjoyed very much so.

Katla's face had matured as the months rolled by. Her jawline remained sharper than ever, now absent of baby-fat. Her light brown eyes seemed to shine with her long raven hair cascading around them. These were noticeable and beautiful changes, but paled in comparison to the others.

Her hips were wider than ever, curvier and carrying a certain sway as she walked. Her breasts had also developed, along with her other womanly assets. The ideas and thoughts which followed because of them burned his face, and left his throat alarmingly dry. That's not to say they hadn't done 'things' before, but there was still a lot of acts they were anxious to try.

And there they were, two hormonal teenagers living in a crowded city, about to spend a night or two by themselves. Hiccup didn't know whether to be thrilled or terrified.

"So where's Elysia and Toothless?" Katla turned back to face Hiccup. His eyes darted from Katla's muscular rear end and met her eyes, now snapped out of the trance.

"T-The Dragons you said?" he asked, "Oh, I think they're at the docks. They wanted to cool off before the long flight"

"Makes sense" she nodded, walking back up to Hiccup and snaking back into his arms. "Well, let's head off then. We've got a lot of ocean to cover before nightfall"

"Hm, agreed" he nodded, before his lips quirked upwards and pecking her on the cheek. "Want to race there, baby?"

"Hilarious, Hiccup" Katla rolled her eyes. "Are you sure you won't stop and let me win yet again?" she asked sarcastically.

"Oh, I'm sure"

o~0~O~0~o

Frida Hofferson- Astrid's mother- knocked lightly on the door of her Daughter's room. Astrid hadn't left her room once today, which was absurd, considering the amount of training and fighting she's adopted into her schedule.

"Astrid dear, are you okay?" she asked softly, pressing her ear against the door and listening intently for any response. Her daughter's lack of activity throughout the day made her conjure up a multitude of theories, ranging from built up pressure to simply being 'that time of the moon cycle' again.

"I'm fine momma. Come in if you want" Astrid answered. Frida was taken aback by the girl's voice. She didn't sound angry, upset or as if anything was out of the ordinary. Seeing nothing wrong in her suggestion, Frida opened the door and walked inside.

Astrid's room was a reflection on her personality and attitude- nothing excess and down to the point. Her bed, almost as old as her, rested comfortably in the corner. A single chest lay at the foot of the bed, filled with her neatly folded clothes and undergarments. The shelves which lined the walls were mostly bare, and where the dust hadn't settled only several toys rested- none of which she'd touched in years.

The only real decoration her room offered were the Dragon heads. The stuffed skull of her 'graduation' Nightmare hung above where she slept, and served as the centrepiece to her room. The remainders which adorned the other walls included a recent green Snaptrapper, and an azure-blue Nadder she shot down while it was flying in a storm- which she quaintly dubbed 'Stormfly'. It was perhaps the least teenage-girl room on Berk, and for some reason, Astrid took pride in that.

The teenage Shield-Maiden sat cross-legged on her bed, not bothering to look at her mum and instead concentrating on her axe she was in the middle of sharpening. Her posture was firm, and seemed unnatural in the rather calm atmosphere.

"Honey, are you okay?" Frida asked, examining her daughter closely as she sat at the foot of the bed. "Normally you're up and about by this time in day"

Astrid took a steady breath, her shoulder slumping for a moment and rising once more. "I just thought I'd take a break from everything, momma. Catch my breath for the day and start up again in the morning"

Frida nodded thoughtfully at her daughter's statement. The girl pushed herself way too hard, and a day off such as this was more than overdue. "That's good to hear. Would you like me to make you something downstairs?"

Astrid shook her head slowly, not quite concentrating. "I'm not hungry, thank you" she said. Frida looked down at her hands, not quite knowing what to do in this situation. Her daughter was almost always rowdy and overly violent, and to have her so quiet was almost more worrying.

"You don't have to accept them, you know" Frida spoke softly, finally catching her daughter's gaze. "These challenges to best you in combat, you don't have to do them"

"It may not seem like it momma, but I do want to" Astrid replied, dragging her stone along the blade of her axe with a sharp sound. "I'm getting better at fighting every day, and soon enough the person I'm looking for will show himself"

"It's your choice, Astrid" Frida muttered as she carefully examined the girl's arms. Astrid's mother always believed in the Gods and her daughter's prowess in the arena only strengthened her beliefs. So far nobody had come close to beating her, and while Astrid was exhausted beyond belief, not a scar or wound was on her. Only the Dragons could manage to hurt her, but she made sure to give them just as much pain, if not more.

"Is it true Snotlout sent Dad another marriage contract?" she asked, her soft voice hardening with undeniable frustration.

"It is, darling" Frida nodded solemnly. "His father's upped the bridal price even more. I'm starting to wonder how rich they really are"

"…and?" Astrid asked, not meeting her gaze. Frida could see her grip on the tattered axe tighten, knuckles whitening under the strain.

"Your father threw it in the fireplace before he even closed the front door" she explained. Astrid and her mother both shared a light chuckle, the relief evident in both parties. "Astrid, those fools can offer as much as they want. The only thing we'll go by when we agree is your own consent"

Frida breathed a sigh of relief as Astrid looked away from her axe, and gave a heartfelt smile. It was a look and gesture so rarely seen these days, and seemed to light up her face with joy. _This_ was the Astrid she missed so much- full of happiness and not the sheer will to Viking perfection.

"That means a lot, momma" Astrid nodded, awkwardly shuffling across the bed to embrace Frida in a soft hug.

"Anything for my little Valkyrie" she said softly into her golden locks. Frida joined her daughter in the gentle cuddle, but the young Shield-Maiden tensed and grimaced the moment her hands rested on her back.

"Ah- Momma burns on my shoulder, remember?" Astrid half giggled- half winced in pain.

"You really need to stop being on the front lines during the raid" Frida shook her head with an exasperated sigh. "I don't want you to fight those stupid men with a missing arm or leg" Astrid's body shuddered with soft laughter, which confused her mother. Before she could questions, her daughter whispered so quietly she thought she imagined it.

"_It's only fun if you get a scar out of it_"

o~0~O~0~o

"Well, I'm glad we settled that" Hiccup grinned, breaking the eerie silence of the forest as he dismounted Toothless- his large scaly chest heaving in exhilaration.

"Should have seen that coming" Katla grumbled, landing along side her boyfriend and giving her back a much needed stretch. Elysia's happiness from this morning's victory seemed nonexistent.

The couple continued to underestimate the speed of their Dragons, and for once it paid off well. Hiccup and Katla had hoped to complete the thousand-mile journey to Trader's Isle by sundown, but instead they had arrived on the island nearly two hours before.

Trader's Isle was a hugely popular location, and landing anywhere with the sun still up would have been suicide. To pass the time, and above the cover of the clouds, the two Strike-Class Dragons decided to have a little re-match. In fact, they had five races in total, all of which varied in distance and weather conditions.

Hiccup and Toothless didn't hold out. They won all five, and by _a lot_.

"I'll admit, you came pretty close in that race though the storm clouds" Hiccup shrugged, the joints in his neck cracking loudly as he worked the stiffness out. "Sorry babe, tried to warn you; Night Fury can't be beaten for speed"

"Are you sure you don't want to finish this little competition with a friendly spar?" Katla put her hands on her hips and wiggled her eyebrows at Hiccup

"Uh yeah, no thank you" he laughed. Despite everything that had transpired in the six months, Katla was still a much better fighter than him, and he doubted that would ever change.

"That's what I thought, Dragon Boy" she grinned, unhooking her pack of the Skrill and lowering it to the grass floor. Katla took a moment to take in her surroundings and the environment she was in. She still had a hard time fathoming this was Viking territory, and the only real giveaway was the lack of wild Dragons and nearly frozen breeze. "So, we're really here, huh?"

"Trader's Isle; the one place all Vikings can kick back and enjoy themselves. Just a few miles though this forest" Hiccup sighed, remembering the many tales Gobber told him about the place. "I've always wanted to travel here. Talk with a Berserker or Outcast without worrying they'll kill me"

"And now we are" Katla grinned, rubbing her hands together. "Let's just hope you don't bump into anybody you remember"

Hiccup nodded in agreement, but a part of him knew that wouldn't be an issue. It'd been two years since he'd seen a Viking, and he was confident that his ex-Village had long forgotten him.

The teenage boy turned his attention to the two Dragons, who were chatting away in their own conversation.

"Elysia, Toothless" he caught their attention, and their growling ceased. "This place is anything but safe for you. I don't want you on an island with so many Vikings"

"**You wish for us to return back to Helgafjall? What if you are in need of assistance?" ** Elysia yowled at the boy curiously.

"You two know the way home, but you don't have to go back" he shrugged, seeming to understand what she was trying to say. "You two are the smartest Dragons around, and I'm sure you can stay out of trouble. Maybe even have a little break of your own" he suggested.

"**I'd be more worried about you two, Hiccup" **Toothless warbled, rolling his eyes. **"We'll be fine, you two stay out of trouble"**

"Yeah yeah, I love you too bud" Hiccup muttered, dropping his pack and crouching down so that he saw eye-to-eye with his Night Fury. "We'll be fine, just meet us back here in a couple nights" he said. Toothless gave his rider a slobbery lick over the cheek, which seemed to be a suitable reply.

"That's _so_ gross, you boys" Katla snickered, before pulling her Skrill into a hug. "I'll buy you a little gift, girl. Go have fun and keep that pesky Night Fury at bay"

"**I'll do my best Katla, but don't expect any big changes" **she answered with a growl, mostly to herself.

Hiccup made the final adjustments to Toothless' tail fin, cocking it into the self-controlled mode. The Night Fury often complained about removing the saddle- he'd grown so used to it he refused to take it off- and so Hiccup left it on, despite serving no purpose.

"Well, I guess that's it then" Hiccup awkwardly put his hands in his tunic and rocked back and forth on his heels. "We'll see you two in a couple nights. Stay out of sight and stay out of trouble"

"**I thought you knew what species I was" **Toothless gave a grin which contradicted his name, and launched into the night sky. The Dragon felt too light without his rider, and was more than worried to leave him in the company of Vikings. Despite this, he knew the two lovers needed a break from their lives, and Toothless knew he too could make the most of some quiet-time.

"Go on Elysia, I'll see you soon" Katla smiled, watching the Skrill soar away in pursuit of the Night Fury.

For a brief moment there was silence; a cool feeling of peace washed over both of the teenagers.

They watched their Dragons rise higher and higher into the sky, far out of arrow range and invisible to anyone who didn't know what to look for. Within moments the Night Fury and Skrill had moulded with the night itself, and Katla and Hiccup were alone.

The forest rustled gently around them in the cold breeze, and the occasional snowflake fell within sight. The only real sound they could make out was the muffled sound of dance and yelling, coming from very far behind them.

Hiccup looked to Katla, who still had her eyes locked on the sky. They'd both been away from their Dragons before, but never in a place so alien. "You ready to head off?"

She looked back to face him, and nodded with a smile. "A day or two to ourselves, cannot wait"

The two foreigners took each other by the hand, and made their way into the Viking City.

o~0~O~0~o

Trader's Isle was the oldest group of Viking settlements, having existed long before the Dragon War and being re-built countless times. Ships would come in by the dozens every single night, trading goods both common and rare in vast quantities, and to anybody willing to buy them- regardless of tribe or status.

Katla and Hiccup was both fortunate, having been dropped off in the forest near one of the largest cities- the harbor capital of Dehos Landing. It was home to over five thousand permanent residents, along with another _ten_ thousand visitors and traders. It was the Viking version of Tortuga.

"This _completely_ bogus" Katla gawked, walking through the crowded street with an iron grip on Hiccup. The girl had to nearly yell over the constant chatter of Vikings. "How can there be so many people in one place?!"

"This is pretty crazy, have to admit!" he answered loudly, trying to steer his way through the mob of people. Hiccup had expected many people to be in this place, but nothing could have prepared him for this. There were men and women at every shop, bartering loudly and often violently; drunks patrolled the quieter roads and dozens of people would run up to them, holding up expensive trinkets and asking them to buy.

This wasn't a city, nor was it a settlement. It was a single, breathing life form. Much like his first reaction to Helgafjall, the whole place felt _alive_, the smells dancing across his lips and the loud tribal music thumping from every open tavern.

"I _love_ it!" Katla laughed, politely declining yet another person who ran up to her and tried to sell things.

"How amazing is this? It's unlike anything I've ever seen before!" Hiccup grinned wildly, his head thrashing from side to side as they walked, trying to take in his full surroundings.

Despite being entangled in the action and energy of the city, both Hiccup and Katla knew they stuck out like a crooked nail. These were _Vikings_ they walked alongside, and anybody could have easily guessed the two to not be. They both wore no heavy armor, and no gnarly weapons stuck out from their belts. They might have been average in the height department, but even the thinnest Viking woman made Hiccup and Katla look skeletal.

Any concentrating Vikings would have laughed at the sight of them; two cheerful and rather obvious foreigners happily walking along the path next to the enormous Vikings thrice their weight.

"You didn't warn me about the smell, Hiccup" Katla giggled into his ear. "Some of these guys haven't bathed in weeks, if not more!"

"Are you serious? These men smell _lovely_" he rolled his eyes and laughed, the pungent stench of body odor thick in the air as they navigated through the crowds.

"So have we got a plan?" she asked, pulling her boyfriend to the side and clear of the flowing mass of people. "We've got a couple days here to ourselves. What do you want to do?"

"I'm not too sure" he admitted. "It's getting pretty late, so maybe we find ourselves an inn for the night and get to sight seeing in the morning?"

"Sounds great" she smiled, before scanning up and down the crowded streets they were walking on. "Seen anywhere nice so far?"

"We started in a pretty shabby part of town, but the quality is improving the more we walk this way" Hiccup noted, examining how the stores and taverns around him were of a much higher quality than where they first left the forest. "I'd say we keep going and find a really good place; we've got a lot to spend remember"

"Sure thing" Katla smiled. They exchanged a quick kiss before continuing their journey. "I still can't get over this place!" she almost squealed, watching several more Vikings lumber past with huge amounts of produce and things in their hands. "It's so busy!"

"I remember feeling a similar way to Helgafjall!" he laughed.

"Oh, oh!" Katla pointed to a building up ahead on their left. The wood suffered far less from rot and was painted vibrantly to catch the eye. The overhanging sign clearly wrote in cursive writing '_The Rebel Moons Tavern and Inn'_ "How's that place look?"

"Classy" he snickered, approaching the door and sizing up the building. There were few people entering and exiting it, and those who did seemed to be a cut above the standard Vikings- with their expensive garments and cleaner looks. "Seems to be a place for the rich-" Hiccup gave his best mock-accent of a nobleman, "-shall we bunk here for the evening, milady?"

"And you call me immature" she shook her head, grinning. The pair both pushed the doors opened and strolled on inside.

They took perhaps five steps inside until they were harshly greeted

"Ah do apologies, little kiddies. 'Is place if for the wealthy folk who want ta relax, not some crabby joint to rest yeh feet" A Viking boomed down at the teenagers. The man was a giant, and Hiccup could only assume he was some sort of guard to the place.

"Uh, yeah um, we're here for a couple days and want to sleep here." He said, voice barely holding composure. "Are we able to rent a room, or something?"

"I said, 'this is for the rich folk', boy" The guard raised a bushy eyebrow, remaining tense. "Yeh got money to pay for it?"

Hiccup responded adequately, reaching into his bag and waving about a plump coin sack. "Will this be enough?" he asked lightly.

"Hm, you foreigners always seem ta be loaded" the man muttered. Almost immediately, two women approached the couple and took their bags of their back. The man took his coin purse and counted out and removed several coins, before returning it to Hiccup.

"Wha- What're you doing to my stuff?" Katla asked quickly, staring quizzically at the women.

"Your bags will be taken to ya room upstairs. We have a tavern just down the hall, serving meals along with fresh mead. Please enjoy tha stay" he spoke in a monotone, clearly he'd given this speech too many times.

"Wow, okay well uh thanks" Hiccup stuttered, watching the women take their gear up the winding stairs. "C'mon Katla, you up for some food?"

"Fine by me" she nodded, taking him by the hand and walking on.

Hiccup took a moment to think as they walked through the luxurious rooms to the bar at the back of the room. He'd expected to journey here at some point in his life, but never could he imagine traveling there as a 'foreigner'.

He wasn't a Viking any longer, he was a Free Folk.

"Would you look at that" Katla breathed, staring around the dim candlelit room home to several dozen Vikings sitting down and drinking. "So this is where Vikings relax, huh? Seems a bit… sad" she commented quietly.

Smoke from strange burning leaves left the room in a hazy atmosphere, and it was quiet compared with outside. Only quiet murmurs and clinking of plates could be heard, along with the crackling of the freshly stoked fire.

"C'mon, let's grab a chair" Hiccup pointed over to an empty table near the corner of the room.

The pair walked over and took a seat. Several waitresses walked around serving drinks, but apart from that they were mostly to themselves.

"Okay, I'll be honest" Hiccup scanned the room with a grin, before looking back at Katla. "I've got no idea what I'm doing" he laughed nervously.

"They didn't have places like this back on Berk?" Katla raised an eyebrow, rocking back and forth on the wooden chair.

"Nope, everyone usually ate in the Great Hall, not these fancy little places filled with smoke"

"Well, using my 'fantastic observation skills'-" Katla muttered, looking around. "You seem to order things from that counter just near the fire place. Then I imagine those women give it to you."

"Well hopefully this food isn't as expensive as the rest of this place" he said, pushing his hands on the table and lifting up off his seat. "Wanna mind the table babe? I can go fetch us something to have"

Katla glanced quickly back to the tavern entrance- nobody looked to be coming in soon. "Nah, I'll come with"

The counter was lined with several stools, and behind it stood a burley man cleaning horn cups with a cloth. He seemed to take no notice of the pair as they walked up to him.

"So, what do you want to do in the morning?" Katla asked, walking alongside her boyfriend. "If they have captured Dragons here we could release them?" she spoke in a hushed tone, trying not to catch anyone's attention.

"Eh, we could" Hiccup shrugged. Immediately, Katla felt deflated at his reaction to what she thought was a good plan.

"What's wrong?" she raised an eyebrow.

"Oh, no nothing" Hiccup answered. "I was just thinking about this little break, and I don't really want to involve myself with Dragons when we're here"

Katla frowned, "why's that?"

"This is a holiday!" he threw his hands in the air, "the whole point of this is doing things we normally wouldn't do. I just want to enjoy ourselves and not have to worry about normal things in our lives"

She smiled at the thought and his logic. He was right, Dragons played a huge part of their lives and to not think about them for a few days would make it far more enjoyable. "Well then, what do you want to do?" She leant over the counter and tried to call over the barman, but squeaked with surprise when Hiccup snaked his arms around her hips from behind.

"I don't know" he murmured in her ear. "But for the next two days I want to halt every day life; no Dragon riding, no intense training; just being a regular guy taking his one-and-only girl out for a night on the town"

"I like the sound of that" she whispered back. The man behind the bar finally approached them, and was rather uncomfortable at the sight of those two all over each other. "But if I want to enjoy it even _more_, I'm gonna need something to drink"

Hiccup looked up from Katla to face the man. "Two drinks. Strongest thing you have" his voice was low and commanding, it send shivers down Katla's spine.

"You're pretty sexy when you're in change, y'know" she giggled at him.

"I aim to please, milady" he smiled.

Within moments, the man returned with a drink in each hand. He dropped them on the table and slid them across to Hiccup and Katla. "'Ere we are, you two; Black Viper mead from Lavalout Island, strongest thing I could find, and added a few other things to spice it ah'p some more" he crossed his arms and grinned at them.

"Well then-" Hiccup took the strange smelling drink in his hands and let Katla do the same. "-here's to a carefree trip and bad decisions!"

"To bad decisions" she smirked. The pair raised their mugs and with several heavy gulps, downed their drink.

It was the first bad decision of the night.

"Oh my Thor" Hiccup rasped, clutching his throat as the Black Viper mead entered his gut.

"This is what mead tastes like?!" Katla choked, tears already welling up.

"Aye, a proper Viking drink" the barman smirked. "I was about to tell you it's meant to be sipped, but ah well. You two are in for a Hel of a night"

"Oh, Gods" Hiccup groaned, placing the mug down with a hollow _clunk_. "I can feel it already."

"And I though wine was strong" she spluttered, reaching over to grab a large flask of water. "This isn't gonna go down well"

"We should probably get some fresh air," Hiccup grimaced, "that taste was almost sickening" he stood up from the stool and made his way back to the exit. "You gonna come as well?"

"Yeah ya, I'm following" She nodded, flicking a coin at the barman and leaving in pursuit.

"Enjoy ya night, you two!" the man said cheerfully, before laughing heartily at the couple. He knew how bad an idea going outside was after drinking that much, but he'd had a long day and was in need of some entertainment.

It wasn't until the early morning, when those two very drunk teenagers finally made it back home.

o~0~O~0~o

Hiccup couldn't remember a damn thing.

The teenager had been woken up to the sounds of morning birds, and not cheerful Dragon squawks- something he hadn't heard in close to two years. This joyous sound was well accompanied by perhaps the largest headache he'd ever suffered from.

"Ugh" Hiccup groaned, slowly opening his eyes and taking in his surroundings. He was back in his room they borrowed for the two nights- a wealthy and gorgeous place that was as pleasant as it was lavish. Hiccup wanted nothing more than to get back to sleep and pray to Odin the hangover would pass. For several dizzying minutes he lay perfectly still, but something wasn't right.

Hiccup could make out the source of his discomfort immediately; a window, open to let the blaring noise and over bright light in. He had to shut it and get back to sleep.

The teenager was lying sprawled under the large double fur bed, and was just about to push up off from it when he noticed Katla, right up next to him.

His girlfriend had her limbs tangled up with his and her face buried snugly on his collarbone. Hiccup rose an eyebrow, questionings just how hung-over he was to have not felt her embrace. It took a moment, but the boy's face broke out into a deep blush. They might have been intimate before, and sleep in the same house, but this was the first time they'd slept in the same bed.

Almost on queue, the girl in questioned let out a little sigh, stirring from her sleep. Hiccup may have not liked the open window several yards away, but he chose to let her wake before doing anything.

As well as that, he wanted to savor the moment.

Only one major question presented itself to the boy at that moment: Just what the Hel did they do last night? The boy rested his head back on the fur blankets and thought hard. He was famed back on Helgafjall for his memory, and was almost scared to not remember a single thing past drinking the Black Viper Mead.

"_-added a few other things to spice it ah'p some more"_

The voice of the barman rang in his head, and he let out a groan. He set himself a personal reminder to give that man a piece of his mind.

"You awake, babe?"

Katla's voice was croaky and soft, indicating she was in no better condition than him. He could feel her shift on top of him, and she looked up to meet his gaze. Her amber eyes looked even brighter, with her face being overshadowed with lines and creases of fatigue.

"Yeah, up and about" he muttered, rolling his eyes. "How are you feeling?"

Katla let out a dry chuckle, "Warm and cuddly, but otherwise crap" she answered, snuggling up closer to him. "Erm… You remember what we got up to, right?"

Hiccup's smile faltered ever so slightly. "I can't remember anything past that Thor-forsaken drink"

"Neither. Should have listened to what that idiot man said" she grumbled against his chest.

"Well what's done is done, but I get the feeling we had one hell of a night" he smiled weakly. Katla looked back up and matched his smile.

"I hope we didn't break anything, this place costs a fortune" she giggled, leaning forward to kiss him.

Their kiss was long and nothing more than lips, but felt far more passionate. They left the embrace and Hiccup lovingly stroked her cheek with his left hand.

"Whu-woah what in Thor's name" he spluttered, eyes locking onto his hand.

"Hiccup what's wrong?" Katla asked, until she finally noticed what he was gawking at.

His index and middle finger were stained with a deep red; unmistakably blood.

"You hurt yourself of something?" Katla's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, and she looked back up at him. Hiccup gave a wordless nod, and frowned quizzically at her. "Don't look at me, I'm in no pain"

"Maybe touched something dead last night" he grimaced at the thought, "I'll go wash it off, sorry"

"Just come back to bed, its so warm here" she laughed, patting the thick furs covering their bodies.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, and threw the blankets off.

"Oh my-"

"Odin help us"

They were both completely naked.
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(KATLA/HICCUP)

For a brief moment, the room stood deathly still.

Hiccup and Katla both looked down at their bodies- fully exposed and completely entangled. In a single, frantic action, Hiccup scrambled off the bed covered himself. His mouth refused to swallow, and his breath struggled to come as he examined the scene before him. The source of his bloody fingers seemed evident, as a small red stain was located suspiciously near his girlfriend's nether region.

Katla, on the other hand, simply stared wide-eyed at the scene before her.

"We…" she spoke slowly, "We really did it, didn't we?"

"Oh no" Hiccup muttered, pacing backwards as Katla made an attempt to hide her body. "Oh my Thor we really did" he spotted his pants on the floor and put them on as hurriedly as possible. Hiccup clutched his hands on his head and like a madman, began pacing back and forth around the room. "We consummated, oh Thor we aren't even married. This isn't good, no-no oh I'm dead, we're dead"

Katla silently cursed to the gods and spoke in a much calmer tone. "Hiccup I-it's fine, it was bound to happen sooner or later-"

"_Fine_?" Hiccup spluttered, "Trjonn will hate me for this! And _pregnancy,_ what if I knocked you up?"

"Trjonn thinks we've already done this kinda stuff" she shrugged, before lowering her tone to a quiet mutter. "And as for me getting pregnant… I don't really think that'll be an issue"

"Whu-What, you want a child?" he asked incredulously, remembering the many times she said how much she _didn't _want to; she was a warrior, and her body would suffer through bearing a child.

"Uh no, no not at all" she mumbled, her messy raven hair swaying as she shook her head. "I took some, y'know…"

"I know, what?" he raised an eyebrow.

"Maiden's Tea" she answered meekly, not fully meeting his gaze. "So that I can't fall pregnant"

"Maiden's Tea" he echoed, letting the words sink in. The meaning behind them kicked in with full force within the moment. "Hang on there, you _knew this would happen, Katla?!"_ Hiccup exploded, eyes shooting open with shock.

"No, honestly I didn't" she raised her hands up in self defense, without support, the furs fell off and exposed her bare chest. "It was just a precaution; I've been drinking it for a good month or so"

Hiccup, despite seeing pretty much all of her prior, wasn't comfortable at the sudden leap to seeing her fully nude. He shut his eyes and averted his gaze until she properly concealed herself. "Ugh, I guess so. Sorry" he said, sliding his back against the wall and sitting on the floor.

He could only assume there were splinters in the wall, because the second his back touched he could feel a searing pain.

"I'm sorry for getting angry at you like that" he said softly, looking back at Katla. A part of him was relieved to see her anxious as well, sitting up on their bed with the furs cocooning her in an infant manner completely juxtaposing their recent 'activities'. "I just grew up knowing how important a girls purity was, and to take that without being married is..." he trailed off into silence, meeting his face with his hands.

"Hiccup, it's fine, it really is" Katla seemed to have found her voice, and had resumed its more confident tone. "You aren't a Viking any more; you haven't been for two years. None of that applies to us free folk. We are of age and won't get into trouble"

"But still" he sighed. "I… I at least would have wanted to remember this. This was kind of a big step, and I was hoping to be sober when, y'know" he admitted meekly.

"That's… sweet, of you" she giggled, "so thank you, and I'm sure you'll get another chance to make up, Hiccup" she leant to the other side of the bed to reach for her breast-band, fully exposing her back to Hiccup.

Oh no.

Hiccup's eyes shot open in pure shock, as he clearly noticed something now on her shoulder blades, a jet black and resembling ink.

A tattoo. Katla had gotten herself a tattoo the night before.

"Um, uh Katla" he said dumbly, his voice struggling to complete a full word. "T-There's something I think you ought'a know"

"U-huh?" Katla asked, pulling her shirt over her head and turning back to face him.

"Okay, you need to stay calm, but you… you're back" he trailed off into silence, watching the puzzled expression cross his girlfriend's face.

"What about it?" she asked subconsciously reaching around to feel for any noticeable difference. The result was immediate; she winced in pain as her fingers came in contact with the freshly engraved and inked skin. "Whoa- what the-" she wasted no time on decency, lifting her shirt so that her shoulder blades were exposed.

Now, with closer examination and proper concentration could Hiccup actually make out the kind of tattoo Katla had been given. The tattoo was very large and even more detailed, covering the whole top half of her back. Centered between her shoulder blades was a savage looking Dragon Skull, which Hiccup could immediately recognize as a Skrill. Its jaws were open slightly, bearing a set of razor teeth in a savage snarl.

Behind the Skrill Skull were two swords, crossing over each other in an 'X' formation. They were unmistakably the same swords Hiccup had given Katla the day of her sixteenth birthday- the day he first became her boyfriend. Underneath the Skrill Skull and sword was a simple quote, tattooed in neat cursive writing at the center of her back.

"_Helheim hath no fury"_

It was beautiful in truth, to Hiccup. It was combination of beauty and danger that excellently matched its wearer.

"You have _got_ to be kidding me" Katla groaned, her head slumping as she further examined the tattoo over her shoulder. "No, no oh Gods I thought we agreed not to get tattoos!" she cried, panic sinking in as the permanence of her decision hit home.

"It's… not that bad, if I'm honest" Hiccup said weakly, not really knowing how to help Katla in a situation like this.

Despite both Katla and Hiccup being stubborn and overconfident, they both had made plans for the tattoo they would get in case they lost, or changed their minds about getting them. Hiccup wanted the 'Strike-Class' symbol over his heart, and Katla wanted a small Skrill skull on her left wrist.

Evidently, their wishes weren't met.

"Oh gods, Trjonn is going to kill me for this" she muttered, eyes not leaving the marks on her back.

"That's if he doesn't kill us for consummating" Hiccup rolled his eyes, burying his face in his hands. "Gods almighty, we really screwed up this time, didn't we"

"Thought we were ready for being to ourselves" she mused, "guess we really are a bunch of teenagers after all" Katla's eyes widened and she stared at Hiccup. "You-you didn't get a tattoo as well, right?"

Hiccup's head shot up and nearly smacked against the wall he leant on. The night before he'd been anything but himself, and it was entirely possible he too got one. Shakily, the boy got to his feet and looked up and down his torso. It was lithe with muscle and scars, but otherwise the same.

He turned the other way, and faced the wall.

"Anything on my back, Katla?" he asked anxiously. Katla didn't make a noise, and for some reason he found that even more unnerving. "K-Katla?"

His girlfriend continued in her silence, staring at his back with an utterly blank face. How was she supposed to tell him?

"You…" Katla swallowed and winced at his back. "Yeah, you've got one too. It's a um, little different to mine"

She was correct; Hiccup's tattoo was completely different to hers.

It was much worse.

He looked over his shoulder and tried to get a better look at the latest mark on his body. He could hardly twist his neck about to see even a fraction of his back, and yet he could still notice the fresh and deep black ink.

It was _enormous_.

The tattoo on him was jaw-dropping, covering nearly all of his back and running onto his tail bone. Unlike Katla's tattoo, which displayed a Skrill Skull, Hiccup's own was instead of an _entire_ Dragon; a Night Fury to be exact. The Dragon was tattooed mid-flight, facing the viewers in a most savage and menacing snarl. The Night Fury's bat-like wings were sprawled out across his back, ending at the very edge of his shoulder blades. Towards his lower back, ran the long tail, snaking all the way down to where his britches began. Much like Hiccup's thoughts on Katla's tattoo, she thought it was a stunning combination of beauty and fear.

Hiccup on the other hand, wasn't so enthralled by his newest life mistake.

"Oh dear Thor" he croaked, his knees nearly buckling in on their own weight. "No, oh please tell me that's just a drawing" Hiccup cautiously touched the tattoo and felt a burning pain run up his shoulder. "It's real, very real" his voice was trembling with both fear and shock.

"Hiccup I-" Katla honestly didn't know what to say- it wasn't like her words could fix the situation. "Let me help bandage it up, I-it'll help with the pain" she suggested.

"That won't get rid of it, I'm… oh Gods I've really got this on me forever don't I?" Hiccup blurted frantically. Katla always knew her boyfriend to be more controlled and accepting of things beyond his ability to change, so she was surprised to say the least of how bad he was taking this. Then again, her tattoo wasn't much in comparison to his.

"Hiccup, please just calm down" Katla soothed, carefully putting her tunic over her breast binding and standing up to console him. "Look, I don't know what can be done, but freaking out won't help. Deep breaths babe, come on"

"Okay, okay I'm fine" Hiccup nodded, no longer pacing around the room and facing his girlfriend uneasily. His expression turned from panicked and uncomfortable to one of misery. "Is it possible to have screwed this up any more than we have?"

Katla shrugged, matching his expression. Prior to her arrival, her plans for what they would do were set in stone; she wanted to explore a taste of the Viking world, to see if they were really as thick minded as Hiccup said, and compare the life Hiccup had now with his rough past. All of that tied in with some fun in both the childish and romantic sense.

Sadly, waking up naked in bed with tattoos didn't quite fall under any of those plans.

"Well…" Katla gulped quietly, once again not sure what to say. 'What would Hiccup do in a situation like this? A joke usually defuses the tension'. "If I'm honest, the tattoo along with those scars does make you look hot. At least the artist did a good job?" she smiled thinly.

Hiccup replied with an irritated scowl. "That's not helping, 'if I'm honest'"

"Just calling it as I see it" Katla raised her hands in self defense, before pulling him into a gentle, around-the-waist hug. "Look, what's done is done. We're stuck with these and hating them won't do any good" she pulled her face away so that she could meet her lips with his. "-You're brave, and I know you well enough to be sure this will all be fine"

For the first time that morning, Katla saw Hiccup give a smile of relief- a job well done. "You're right" he admitted, wrapping his arms around her as well. "But for now, I kinda just want to pretend it's not there"

Katla giggled softly into his shoulder. "Whatever, let's get something to eat downstairs"

o~0~O~0~o

(KATLA/HICCUP)

Their morning meal was… awkward, to say the least. Conversation topic was low for both Hiccup and Katla as they walked down to find food- neither of them could remember anything about their wild night, and that only worried them more. It was obvious neither of them fully grasped just how 'permanent' their latest ink was, and up until they reached the tavern Hiccup was still unsure if he was dreaming.

His hopes of waking up to a crisis-free world were soon stomped away; however, when he walked into the place they originally ordered the Black Viper Mead.

The couple were greeted to a sea of faces; with roughly half being grins of knowing amusement, and the other half being frustrated glares, as if their sleepless night was somehow the couple's fault. Regardless, Hiccup and Katla found themselves a table and shut out the looks, focusing more on the tasteless bowl of broth they had been served.

"Ah, how could I have forgotten Viking cuisine" Hiccup muttered, grimacing as he tasted the semi-liquid food. "Just lovely, brings back memories" he rolled his eyes.

"Food's food, I'm too hungry to care" Katla admitted, taking the bowl up to her mouth and trying it out. Immediately she withdrew from her statement, her face contorting in disgust. "Ack! Okay, wow I take that back" she put the bowl down and looked about the tavern, a small smile playing on her lips.

"What are you smirking about?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow. As their conversation earlier had proved, she was no less happy about the events which transpired that night, so to have her seem giddy already left him confused.

"It's coming back to me" she said simply, staring about the tavern and recognizing the features.

Hiccup halted, his spoon inches from taking a second dive into the broth. "What do you mean?" he said softly.

"Last night, what we got up to"

Hiccup felt a familiar freezing sensation, beginning in his stomach and flowing into his veins. His eyes widened at her statement. "Oh no" was all he could manage.

"You weren't bad, in fact you were great" she commented, nodding thoughtfully. It took Hiccup a solid three seconds to realize just _what _she was talking about, and he groaned loudly.

"Oh Thor, please don't talk about this" he whined, cowering his face in his hands. "I don't wanna know, I was drunk"

"No, really you were good. Great, even!" she laughed light-heartedly, as if the topic wasn't that big a deal. "You were… gentle, at first. Even after drinking so much you were still worried about hurting me down there"

Hiccup was slinking lower and lower into his chair, his face now pressed against the table and hands covering his ears. "_Please_ don't Katla"

"I think one of the first things you told me after we did it was, '_I've always had trouble keeping my fingers still_'" She grinned, happy that her poor jokes were finally lowering the tension.

"You are a _terrible_ person" he muttered, "I still can't believe how casually you're taking this- we actually did it"

In truth, Hiccup was slightly happy to have finally had sex with Katla. He enjoyed the fact that he'd leapt into the adult realm, but what really annoyed him was how he couldn't remember any of it and Katla could.

"Hiccup I know you think this is terrible and all, but really it's nothing too bad" she sighed, still smiling. Katla took a hold of his hands and gave them a reassuring squeeze. "I'm glad we did it- sure it wasn't under the best terms but I bet we'll have another change"

'_Another chance_' Hiccup thought, eyes widening. A wave of relief hit him as the idea of doing it again sprung into his thoughts. He nodded with a small smile, finally coming to terms with what they had done. "Okay Katla" he replied simply.

"-As for our tattoos" she frowned.

Back to Midgard they fell.

"I almost forgot about them" Hiccup groaned, putting his face back in his hands. "I still can't believe it, why would I ever want something like that on me _forever_?"

"I dunno, but like us consummating I seriously doubt it can be undone" she muttered. "I'm sure we'll get used to it eventually, but yeah…"

"'_Helheim hath no fury_'" Hiccup echoed, staring at Katla quizzically. "That's what it says under the Skrill Skull on your back. Do you have any idea what it means?"

Katla let out a short breath and managed a sad smile. "It's a long story" she said.

"I've got time, we both do" he replied softly.

"Ugh, well Trjonn told me it was something my mother used to say often, before she passed away" she began, staring at her food blankly. "The full quote is '_Helheim hath no fury, like a woman scorned_', which is a fancy way of saying 'there's nothing more dangerous than a woman who's had her heart broken'"

"It's a beautiful phrase" Hiccup nodded, smiling back and holding her hands for comfort. "It suits you well"

"Yours too, whether you want to admit it or not" she chuckled back.

"Yeah, yeah" Hiccup rolled his eyes. Their situation regarding the island finally reached his mind, and he perked up in attention. "So, we have a full day until Elysia and Toothless get back, what do you want to do?"

"Gods, I haven't really thought of it since we arrived at this tavern" Katla furrowed her eyebrows. "First of all I'm not drinking again-"

"Wow, never would've thought of that" he muttered, grinning.

"-and secondly, maybe we could just do a little sightseeing around the place?"

Hiccup nodded thoughtfully, rising from the seat with the finished bowl of broth in front of him. "Sounds good to me Katla, let's pack our bags and head off. I think this tavern has given enough trouble for one lifetime"

"Make that two, actually" she giggled, following him back upstairs.

o~0~O~0~o

(ASTRID)

A now-dwindling crowd surrounded the charred Kill Ring on Berk. Normally, events in the arena were hugely popular, drawing hundreds of spectators of all ages- but not this time, no. This was mostly due to it being a simple duel between two Vikings, not a Viking.

And also because Astrid was fighting, and she hadn't lost once.

"I'll hand it to you, Miss Hofferson, you are indeed quite the opponent" A man by the name of Sazur commented, circling the Shield-Maiden with a simple sword and shield.

"Flattery won't get you anywhere" she said bluntly, beads of sweat rolling down her forehead as she gripped her axe tightly. Astrid's weapon was originally made for two-handed fighting, but her refusal to replace the one Hiccup designed with a larger one meant she could easily use it with a single hand.

"It's just an- ugh! - observation" Sazur struck without warning, moving his shield out of the way and slashing at her in a downwards arc. In a mixture of both instinct and luck, Astrid swung upwards and met his blade edge with hers.

To any other woman, such compliments would brighten their day or at least made her smile. Not Astrid, however. She'd heard every kind of praise in her name, from lengthy and beautiful poems to 'being harpooned like a whale'- all of them from men who had failed to beat her, and still tried to win her heart.

She didn't want flattery; all she wanted was someone to beat her legitimately.

The more Astrid thought about it, the clearer of her idea of a 'true love' became. She wasn't like regular girls, she was a warrior. She wanted a companion, a lover, and _not_ a protector. Astrid wanted someone who she knew would have her back and she'd have his; they would serve and help _each other_.

And never would she be able to trust, or love, someone to have her back if they couldn't take her on.

Astrid's opponent struck her hard in the gut with his shield, staggering her backwards with a growl of pain. She was about as strong as a woman could be, and she hated the idea of men being blessed with naturally more muscle.

"Almost had you there" Sazur grinned, batting his eyelids at her.

"Many have come close" she hissed, her teeth clenching in pain. Astrid had only met this man an hour ago, and she disliked him. He was cocky, stubborn and arrogant- a Snotlout with manners and a not-as-ugly face.

Sazur swung a second time, his sword intent on slashing her straight across the chest. He expected her to block with her axe, which would expose her for another shield bash. The man's wishes weren't fulfilled however; as Astrid ducked under the blade and left his whole torso open. The Shield-Maiden jumped up and swung her boot up into his shoulder blade

"Gah!" Sazur cried out in surprise as he tumbled over, his shield digging into the stone floor and tripping him completely.

"And that… is the end of that" Astrid panted, tapping the axe blade on the back of his neck as a sign of defeat. She was met with a petty applause from the few watching crowd members, including Sazur's parents. "Now do all of us a favor, and go back to the tribe you came from. Don't mean to disappoint, but your efforts to travel all this far and verse me are wasted" she smiled sweetly, laughing internally at the look of fury on her opponent.

Of all the men to have ever gone up against Astrid, he was the first to snap in anger.

"Okay, what the _fuck_ is your problem?" He barked, shooting to his feet unarmed and stomping up to her. Astrid blinked in shock at his outburst but didn't raise her weapon; he was unarmed and clearly not looking for another fight.

"Well isn't it obvious? Apparently my true love is the only man who can beat me in a fight. I invite guys like you from all over to come and test your luck" she shrugged, as if it wasn't anything out of the norm.

"You really think that's how love works, girl?" he fumed. "You just think after he kicks your stubborn ass he'll drop onto one knee and whip out a wedding band?"

"I-Well, no of course not!" she growled, stepping up into his face. "I'm just only considering being with a guy who can beat me. If he beats me ill take an interest in him and that's that"

"Hah! Well seeing you today I wouldn't be surprised if this 'romance' of yours, is one-sided" Sazur snapped.

Astrid took a step back, eyes wide as she remembered the last line of her prophecy.

"_And yet he will never, love you back"_

"Oh yeah, well what's that supposed to mean?" she shot back. Sazur laughed heartily, arms gesturing up and down her.

"Yeah yeah I get it, you're a pretty little thing with your cute body and blond locks" he snorted. "But of all the women on this rock, you're the by far the most outright rude and cruel"

"That's a load of yak-crap" she shook her head, voice weaker than it meant to be. "I could name a dozen women-"

"When's the last time you complimented someone, aye? What about did something nice for no reason?" Sazur pressed on, now circling her with clenched fists. "Let me tell you something Miss Hofferson, I tried hard to be nice to you today. But after all this-" he flailed his hands around the arena, and her axe, "-I'm certain that whoever this 'master warrior' is, he won't ever love you back when you act like-"

Following Sazur's lead and actions, Astrid too snapped in anger.

She spun around wildly, bringing her fist back and slamming it into the man who refused to stop insulting her.

"Just _shut up!_" She roared, her punch landing square on his jaw and knocking him out.

Those who watched gasped in shock and rushed from their stone seats to assist the young man. Astrid stared daggers at Sazur- who now laid face-down on the stone floor- with her chest heaving in adrenalin and sheer fury. How dare that man insult her honor, especially when she'd defeated him fairly and without-

"Sazur!" A woman cried, rushing through the gates of the kill ring to assist the boy. Several paces behind was a small girl, maybe seven or so years old and similar in appearance to the boy.

"Mamma, why's brother sleeping now, it's the middle of the day!" The child asked, clinging onto the woman's leg as she stared down at Sazur. Astrid couldn't help but feel a strain on her heart watching the mother's pitiful efforts at helping her son, accompanied by the soft yet panicky commentary of the little sister.

The Shield-Maiden stared around the arena, at the few audience members. Towards the seat where Stoick the Vast sat, she could identify several boys, just as young as the mother's daughter. As well as being the next generation in Vikings, they were also the children she taught to fight on a regular basis. While they usually watched her battles and competitions with gleaming eyes and cheers of support for their teacher, today was different. Each and every one of them was crestfallen, staring at Astrid with a look of misery and… fear?

Astrid blinked at them in surprise, then put on her bravest smile and waved at them. The second they noticed her looking at them, they scurried away out of view like a dog when it knew it was going to be beaten. The feeling in Astrid's heart strained even more, and she visibly winced.

Surely those children were being cowardly. She wasn't as cold-hearted as that Sazur boy made her out to be, and surely the man to beat him would love her back.

…Right?

o~0~O~0~o

(KATLA/HICCUP)

"**They're quieter than before we left them" **Elysia commented, her vibrant purple wings gently whistling against the wind as she flew next to her Night Fury friend. Both their riders had finally finished their small 'vacation', and were several hours away from their home, Helgafjall.

Hiccup and Katla had spent the day wandering about Trader's Isle, taking in the foods, culture and scenery. It was strange the lack of Dragons, and how repulsed they were by the many eavesdropped conversations about their methods of killing them.

The starry night sky and cold air were also a blessing for both teens, who were still mildly suffering from their long night and rather shocking awakening. As much as they enjoyed spending the day together, their many unintended actions had made it a rather bittersweet trip, and they both longed for their own bed.

"**Surely you can smell them, right? They smell almost the same, I think they did more than enjoy themselves" **Toothless barked back, giving his head a small flick in gesture to Hiccup on his back, which seemed oblivious.

"**It's a possibility, but they could both just be fatigued from their day" **The Skrill retorted, rolling her eyes. Elysia was certain that they consummated the previous night, but was an intellectual and enjoyed a good debate with her Dragon companion.

"**Whatever" **Toothless rolled his eyes.

"Nervous, Hiccup?" Katla asked, noticing the firm expression on her boyfriend's face. Throughout the entire trip he'd been on edge and stressing.

"I know I shouldn't be, but I am" he shook his head, and continued to focus on ahead.

Katla smiled softly at him. "You really shouldn't. Nobody will care what we've done and your tatoo looks fine" she reasoned.

"No, no it's not that" he said. "My tattoo is fine, I'll get used to it, and I believe you when you say Trjonn won't care"

She frowned back at Hiccup. "Then what is it then?"

He threw his hands up in the air with an exasperated sigh. "I don't know" he groaned loudly. "It's just a feeling; ever had that churning anxiety in your gut and you can't figure it out?"

"Well, sort of, I think" she raised an eyebrow. Katla pulled a brave smile at Hiccup. "Everything will be fine, babe. Trust me!"

Her smile was bright, her jawline as sharp as ever and the rushing wind blew her long raven hair to the side. Katla's beauty never ceased to stun and relax Hiccup- today was no different.

"You're right" he grinned back at her. "I'm just excited to be back home I guess"

"Me too, never thought I'd miss our little rock" she laughed.

A dim glow finally made itself visible off in the distance; Helgafjall. It was always a town full of brightness and celebration, so seeing it brighter than normal; Hiccup could only assume large party was being thrown.

"Well, look's like we might have a little 'welcome home' festival on our hands" Hiccup smiled, looking over to Katla.

But she wasn't smiling back.

Katla stared at Helgafjall on the horizon, face impassive yet eyes wide. Hiccup noticed the look on Elysia was equally stunned, her yellow eyes open in alarm and jaws slightly open. Frowning curiously at their reaction, Hiccup looked back at his home and squinted to get a better look.

It became clear to him, and he gasped in disbelief.

_Helgafjall was engulfed in flames_
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(HICCUP)

It was Ragnarok. The Apocalypse.

Katla could only scream in sheer horror as Hiccup and she hurtled closer and closer to their hometown, travelling as fast as their respective Dragons could possibly fly. Surely this wasn't happening, it _couldn't be_. Hiccup was too stunned to speak or comment on the situation, and channelled his fear into gripping the saddle as tight as humanly he could. Helgafjall was completely off the Viking map; not a soul knew about it, and any interaction with other tribes were vague and more often with foreigners. _So how was this possible?_

The town's attackers became evident soon after.

Countless ships circled the entire island Helgafjall was built upon, each and every one of them unfamiliar and un-Viking like. Flaming arrow fire rained down on the houses and buildings from the ships relentlessly, and Hiccup could only imagine the Hel the townsfolk he'd grown to love were going through at that moment.

"We've got to end these bastards!" Katla cried, with a howl of raging agreement from her Skrill. "They want a fight I'll give them one" her face was town between misery and sheer fury, blinded by anger and emotion to realize what really needed to be done.

"Katla, that's suicide!" Hiccup yelled frantically. "We won't get a dozen yards over the town without at least one arrow knocking you straight out of the sky" he leant over the side of Toothless to gain a better look of the glowing town, searching for any place they could reach without a guaranteed death. "Katla, we need to land-"

"Are you fucking crazy!" she shrieked, eyes growing wide at her boyfriend. "They need us for support, the Free Folk don't have the firepower to match this, and they need us!"

"_The town is lost!_" Hiccup screamed, gesturing wildly towards the many burnt buildings, and the dozens of boarding ships landing on the docks and wreaking havoc. "We need to get down there and get as many people to safety as possible! Surely we could fight the ships, but by the time that's done there won't be a town left to save!" He breathed heavily for air, but his lungs struggled to find any. "Now, let's get onto ground before someone notices us!"

Katla let out a shuddering sob, and Hiccup too fought the urge to cry. She was a warrior; fighting was her profession and solution to many things. He too wanted to relive the days of Viking raids and strike down the enemy from the sky, but it would result in the death of an already dying town.

"Toothless, Elysia, over there!" He thrust a finger to the edge of the forest, where the town bordered and was the least affected by the attack. "Get us down there, we need to move now!"

"**Got it!" **Elysia growled, pumping her wings and soaring towards the landing point in an arcing turn, as to avoid sighting.

"**Right behind them" **Toothless barked, barrel-rolling downwards and speeding in pursuit of the Skrill.

"Oh gods" Hiccup breathed, sick rising into his throat at the horrific sight of the town he'd grown to love burning before his eyes. This place wasn't Berk; they hadn't tormented or neglected him. Helgafjall had carved him to the person he was- the _man_ he was. It was because of his loving girlfriend, the elders and Trjonn that he was a formidable fighter, an excellent smith of exotic materials, and a renowned Dragon tamer. This town had given him everything he wanted to be and more, and it was _dying_. The screams of innocent men, women and children echoed in his ears, and anger bubbled inside of him.

"I will _not_ let my home fall to you cowards" he snarled with fury. Hiccup had been fuming many times in his life before, but seeing people who had actually cared for him unlocked something else entirely. As the common phrase went, 'Hiccup saw red'.

Hiccup and Katla both dismounted their Dragons before they hit the ground, falling some dozens of yards and landing in a well-trained summersault. Adrenalin was flowing through all four of them, and they knew they would need every ounce of strength if they were to help Helgafjall.

"We need to get to our house; our armour and weapons are still in there" Katla breathed, cracking her knuckles and staring at the pillars of smoke coming from the buildings ahead. "If it's still there, that is"

"Oh, it is" Hiccup nodded firmly, breaking out into a run with Katla steps behind him. "I saw it through the smoke; our gear is safe for now"

"Got it," Katla looked back to their Dragons, and immediately saw a problem. "Oh shit" she muttered, dropping out of her run and turning around.

"What are you doing!?" Hiccup blurted, slowing to a jog, "We need to move, now!"

"Hiccup Elysia and Toothless can't come with us" she shook her head pleadingly. "These streets are too narrow for them to follow, they'll just slow us down and if we meet any attackers they'll have a nightmare defending themselves"

Her boyfriend winced in frustration and agreement. "Dammit I didn't think of that. You're right" he paused to think of an idea, and let it hit him. "Okay okay, I've got it-" he pointed a finger at the two Dragons, who were eyeing him anxiously in wait for commands. "You two need to stay here and help _any_ survivors fleeing to safety. We too might need a quick getaway so stay near here. We'll be back soon, promise"

"**You'd better be, Hiccup. I can't and won't leave without you"** Toothless barked, nudging his best friend with his head.

"I love you too bud, but I've got to try and help them" He nodded.

"**Do your best to, now go!"**

The couple nodded briefly to each other and their Dragons, and with little more than a prayer to the gods they bolted into the streets and through the fiery pits of their home.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

While things looked bad from the sky, it was the realm of Hel on the ground. Both Katla and Hiccup could only stare in sheer horror as they sprinted through the narrow streets of Helgafjall, smoke billowing from the houses and nothing but the amber glow of roaring flames lighting their path. The heat was unbearable, and smoke filled their eyes to the point where tears streamed freely down both of their faces.

It was a living nightmare, and they were hopeless to thwart it.

"I don't see anyone, Free Folk or the invaders!" Hiccup roared, spluttering into a coughing fit as he summersaulted under a partially collapsed house.

"I think this whole part of town was taken long ago!" Katla yelled back over the bellowing fire. "Nothing left of these poor people but ash"

"_Skóto̱se káthe éna apó ta telef̱taía tous__!_"

The commanding voice echoing across the town drew them both to a shuddering halt, despite not knowing who said it, the language or even what they said. Katla and Hiccup both crouched down instinctively, and stared at each other in shock

"Who was that?" Katla hissed to him, fumbling around her trousers in search for the knife she forgot to bring on her trip. "Son of a bitch, I've got nothing"

"Makes two of us" Hiccup whispered back. "Whoever these guys are, we won't stand a chance without our stuff"

"_You boys want some, come here and take it- ah!"_

Eyebrows shot skyward and eyes widened even more at the hearing of a second voice- a far more friendly and recognisable one, at that.

"Trjonn" Hiccup breathed, relief flooding through his body like a cool wave. If Helgafjall's best warrior was still here, they stood a better chance than any. Some dozen yards ahead of the duo, the street they stood on met at an intersection, hardly visible through the thick smoke. Hiccup and Katla could just make out a handful of strange looking men stumbled into view and collapse onto the floor.

Katla was up on her feet and dashing over before Hiccup could argue. "Come on, we've got to help him!" she cried. He too joined in on the chase and they turned the street to face none other than Trjonn.

His long hair was wild and a bloodied mess, all over the place. His leather armour was a wash of stains and scratches. His dual axes were a mess, entrails dripping off them and clearly from the men foolish enough to go against him. Trjonn's eyes shot open in shock as the two teens ran up to him.

"You- _You're alive!_" he bellowed, jaw dropping and contorting into a smile equally.

"Yeah, for the time being" Hiccup nodded, a ghost of a smile forming back at the sight of his surrogate father. The smile faded quickly, however, as the severity of the situation came back to mind. "What the Hel has happened?"

Trjonn eyed the three recently slayed corpses behind him with disgust and misery. "_Romans_, that's what happened. For generations now they've been searching for us and at last the bloody-well did" his shoulders slumped and his voice weakened. "I-I don't know whose left, they aren't taking any prisoners"

"There's got to be something we can do!" Katla pleaded, gritting her teeth together with desperation in her eyes. "W-What about the other Dragons?"

Trjonn shook his head and shut his eyes painfully. "Other than that Changewing, Viper, they're all gone. Tried to reach the attacking ships were shot straight out of the air"

Katla could only let out a trembling sob, clutching Hiccup and weeping into his shoulder. "Those fucking _monsters_. Oh Groundsplitter… t-they got _Misty?_" she wept helplessly into her boyfriend, who stared at the ground unable to say a word.

"Katla, I-I'm sorry" Trjonn extended a hand but didn't have the heart to touch her as she cried even harder into Hiccup. Misty the Smokebreath may have been a small Dragon, but she was the first to share a proper connection with, and it crushed her to think she'd been slaughtered like the rest of her townsfolk.

"Viper, she's still out there?" Hiccup choked out, his voice so weak it could hardly be heard over the roaring fires nearby.

"From what I know, yes." Trjonn wiped the mess of his axes and scanned the streets for more attackers, "Last saw her protecting Lodin and Nina against a group of Romans, too busy to join the other Dragons"

_Lodin and Nina_

Hiccup gripped Katla hard in his arms, and let his callous hands ball into fists. Other than Katla, those two were his best friends, and the thought of them dying as well made a dark writhing sensation with him stir ever so slightly.

"Are they alive? Lodin and Nina?" he asked frantically, staring at Trjonn with urgency.

"Gods know, last thing I told them was to make it to the forest. I saw you two arrive and told them to make it where you were landing" He answered, head snapping around to the sound of foreign yelling afar.

"Lets pray they took an extended route, we didn't find them on our way here" Hiccup nodded, before looking back to Katla in his arms. "Babe, you hear that? There's still time to save them"

Katla pulled out of his grip slowly, her vibrant amber eyes bloodshot from both crying and the thick smoke. She sniffled and nodded weakly. "We'll find them, together"

"Not in those clothes, you won't" Trjonn interrupted their moment sternly. "I ain't kidding. These men fight unlike Vikings because they aren't, and taking them down is no easy feat" he placed a hand on each of their shoulders and gripped them tightly. "This isn't training anymore, and they will try to kill you. Their leader wears a black frill on his helmet and they call him Legate Variahn, _for the love of Thor stay away from him_"

"B-But the two of us could stop him-" Katla reasoned, but was quickly silenced.

"_No!_ Katla the leader of this fleet is a true animal; if he finds you he _will_ kill you. Don't fight, just please run"

"Okay we swear on it" Hiccup nodded. Trjonn dropped both axes on the floor and pulled Katla into a hug.

"Katla my girl," Trjonn pulled his bravest smile, but even through the smoke and bright fires could Hiccup see a set of gleaming tears roll down his cheek. "For sixteen years now I've watched you become the wonderful woman you are. You might not be in blood, but you'll always be my daughter and my girl I'm forever proud of" he croaked, his thumb stroking the small scar on her cheek.

"Trjonn… I" Katla wept, gently gripping his hand on her face. "You were there for me from the start. You are my father at heart… and I love you like one"

Trjonn bent over and planted a soft kiss on her cheek, before pulling into one last hug. "I'm sorry, my sweet, but you've got to go now. I want to come with you, but without me the few survivors won't stand a chance. I've gotta try find those who are left and get them to safety"

"Let me help you, _please_" Katla begged into his chest.

"You're going on, without me" he shook his with a degree of inevitability that made Hiccup choke back another sob. "Now go Katla, get to your home, find your two friends and get as far away from this place as possible. If The Romans catch the two of you Dragon Riding they will stop at nothing to learn your secrets"

"I… I-I will" she nodded, her voice toneless in utter defeat.

"Now go on, I want a word with Hiccup and he'll catch up to you" Trjonn smiled softly, pointing over to the street leading uphill nearby.

"You'll make it out of here, I just know it" Katla nodded frantically, with a sliver of hope still in her eyes, "I just know it, we won't leave you behind I swear it"

"I'll do my best, child" he nodded, "Now hurry!"

Katla stifled back a sob, fighting the urge to break down again as she farewelled the man who'd cared for and nurtured her when nobody else could. She turned and broke into a run through the burning street.

"Hiccup, look at me my boy"

The teenager turned to face Trjonn, who no longer held the strong face he used when comforting Katla. His eyes were red from the smoke and small cuts ran across his cheeks. For years now he'd known this man as an anchor; his wisdom and skill keeping the town together, but only then did he see the world to have aged him just as much as the rest of them.

"Ah remember the first time I saw you" Trjonn croaked, "you were a thin one, caked in blood and even with your bravest face I could tell the world had beaten you down. I saw a child with a life he didn't deserve and strived for better, it's why I took you in and why I've become so fond of you"

Hiccup didn't care about the fires still burning and the imminent danger, or the tears now flowing down his face. He needed to hear this.

"You've changed so much since I met you, Hiccup. Deep down I know you'll always be the soft hearted and loving boy you are, but now your training and care with the Dragons have shown me you're ready for anything this Thor-forsaken world has in store for you" Trjonn continued on, a small smile crossing his face. "You are everything a father could love, and despite coming here as a stranger and just a humble helper-" Trjonn grasped the back of Hiccups head and gently pulled him so that their foreheads touched. _"-you are the eldest son I never had_"

Hot, sensitive tears now flowed freely from both of their eyes, and Hiccup flung his arms around him with a desperate cry.

"You and this town were there for me when I needed it most, when I had nobody but Toothless" he sobbed into his ear. "You'll always be the man who loved me for who I was- _the father I always wanted_. I just want wish I got here sooner to help save the town"

"The town is lost, my boy" Trjonn spoke with finality and ease, but Hiccup could hear the heartbreak in his statement. "But I need you to protect Katla. You two were meant for each other, and after this I fear you're all she'll have left"

"I... I" Hiccup fought hard for the words, as reality hit home for the umpteenth time that night. "I will Trjonn. I'll always be there for her, and I'll love her until the end"

"It's almost funny, I long dreamt of seeing her marry a boy like you" Trjonn chuckled softly, "It makes me happy knowing you'll tie the knot, I just wish I could be there to see it"

"_Tha Slaves, here! Slaughter them like pigs!"_

Both Trjonn and Hiccup whipped there heads around the spot five more soldiers advancing towards them. Hiccup frowned at how strange their armour was; with sandals on their feet instead of boots; skirt-like leather pants and elaborate iron helmets atop their heads.

"Well, my boy this is it" Trjonn said heartily, pulling out of the hug and roughly patting him on the shoulder. "I'll hold these buggers off; you get back to Katla and straight out of here"

"Thank you Trjonn… F-For everything" Hiccup stammered, wiping the few remaining tears from his forest green eyes. He looked at the soldiers who were closing in fast, and smiled. "Give them Hel, old man"

Trjonn looked down to his axes on the cobbled ground. With a sharp _THWANG_, he stomped on the bladed edges and let them fling up into the air and into his hands. "That's no way to treat your elders" he grinned, giving Hiccup a final wink of good luck and running over to meet the attackers.

Hiccup sped off in the other direction, and while the tears didn't leave his face, nor did the smile.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

His armour felt like a second skin as he slid it onto his bare torso and strapped the razor black gauntlets on one at a time. Hiccup felt a rush of fury, horror and even exhilaration as he attached the flying suit onto him one piece at a time.

_BOOM!_

'_This isn't training anymore'_ Trjonn's voice echoed into his skull as Hiccup stuck his head out the window to examine the latest source of the explosion- The Helgafjall brewery engulfed in a fireball. Hiccup's blood was frozen cold and his skull felt light. The explosion served as a reminder of the gravity of the situation. These men were going to try and kill him.

And he was going to try and kill them.

Hiccup dropped the second gauntlet at the very thought, letting it land on the floor with a _CLANG_. His forest green eyes widened in shock, as the simple thought bounced through his head.

_He'd never killed anything before; would this night make him a murderer?_

Hiccup felt revolted at the thought of ending another's life, regardless of how bad they were. Life was the greatest gift of all, granted only by the Gods themselves to men and women. He had no right to take another's life, even if they wanted to do the same to him.

"I can't do this" he moaned, picking the gauntlet up off the floor and shakily fitting it onto his wrists. "I-I'm not going to make it" he choked, fear sinking its primordial teeth in hard.

It was feeling him though he'd never get again. It first time he'd felt it was after finishing top in Dragon Training back on Berk, and the last time was watching the ship of soldiers fall to the Skrill many months ago. The feeling his entire world was collapsing around himself, and he was helpless to stop it.

And then Hiccup heard it. A shrill cry, echoing across the burning town.

Hiccup hadn't a clue who it was not, nor where they were or their inevitable fate. All he could determine was that it was a girl and the screams were out of pain not fear. Hiccup knew what that person was going through, and whose fault that was.

The barbaric, savage attacking Romans.

Hiccup's face hardened and lips twisted into a scowl as the dark, writing feeling returned to his body, bubbling away any fear and turning it into something more sinister; more primitive.

He felt disgust towards the Romans.

It was remarkable, how quickly his thoughts of maintaining innocence and not killing anyone changed to ending the lives of those as payment for the horror they'd brought upon his home. Hiccup felt like a ship in the storm, surging waves of emotion knocking his thoughts about since he returned.

He'd felt anger, seeing the people he loved suffer from the sky.

He'd felt misery, saying farewell to the man he'd called a father.

He'd felt horror, plagued by the thought of taking a person's life.

But with those now aside and the screams of the innocent fresh in his ears, something else had risen to the surface. Something very un-Hiccup, and devastating. He felt hatred, hatred for the beasts that called themselves men and saw no wrong in ruining the town he'd come to call home.

"Hiccup, we need to hurry!"

Katla burst into his room, her vibrant purple armour gleaming and ready for battle. Her face was puffed red with tears, yet she held a firm expression. Her raven black hair was tucked into her armour and cradled in her arm was her spiked helmet.

'Katla is all I have left' Hiccup thought, staring at her. 'And if any one of them tries to take her from me, like the rest of this town-' he swallowed.

'-I will make sure this day is their last'

"Yeah, I'm ready" Hiccup nodded, short for words as even he couldn't believe the things he was thinking. Hiccup reached into a draw and pulled out the final piece to go with his armour. His weapon, the glaive.

It had been in his possession for six months now, the expertly crafted gift that resembled a spear and made from Nightshade Steel and little else. Hiccup extended the base of the weapon with several sharp _clicks,_ and it was a stunning sight. The single-curve and serrated blade of the spear-like weapon was a over a foot long, with the metallic shaft adding another five, making it just taller than himself. He twirled the glaive in his hands and slid the metallic helmet on.

With his coal black armour on head to toe, and the morbid weapon in his hand, he looked no longer like the quiet forge apprentice. He looked like a warrior, and Hiccup knew that's what he'd need to be to survive this.

"Okay, we find Lodin and Nina, then we get away from here as fast as we can" Hiccup stated firmly to Katla, "With any luck Viper will still be alive, and she can help them with the flying"

"Sounds good" she nodded back. Katla turned to walk to the front door, but was halted when Hiccup caught her arm abruptly.

"Katla, whatever happens out there, I love you. I really do and if we don't make it this is my last chance to tell you so" he blurted, the fear of loosing her warping his mind and emotions. Katla dropped her dual swords without really caring and lifted his sleek helmet off his head.

"You're my everything, Hiccup. I love you too" she whispered hoarsely, fighting tears after the emotional farewell from Trjonn. "But I've lost my father this night, and I refuse to loose my boyfriend. We're in this together, _if you go I go_"

Her warm hands, both soothing and irresistible, twisted around to the back of his neck and pulled him into a final, passionate kiss. Hiccup gave into it immediately, and for a brief moment there was no fire, nor was there death. They were lovers again, at peace in a world of their own.

The two separated, breathless, blushing but still determined. With little more than a firm nod from each party, the put both their helmets on and charged out to the fiery depths of their once-home.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

It was a feeling unlike any other, Hiccup felt as he leapt over the roofs of still-intact buildings, with Katla close on his tail. There was no cheering of praise, nor the though of victory and screams of last minute advice.

The sounds had faded away long ago, and all he heard was his heavy panting and the drum-like pattern of his heart, accompanied by the immense heat from the burning streets below. He and Katla were well and truly on their own, left to defend for themselves. He felt no terror, and no excitement: just a sickness welling deep within his body that stubbornly refused to leave.

"Any sight of them?" Katla yelled above the roar of the flames.

"Not a glimpse" Hiccup shook his head, slowing to a halt on the edge of a building overlooking a large portion of the town. "Son of a bitch, where did we leave Toothless and Elysia?" he asked aloud, scanning the town edge for the familiar patch of trees he dismounted nearby.

"I think it was somewhere…" Katla's eyes wandered around Helgafjall, and after a moment of silence her brow furrowed in irritation. "-Crap, I've got no clue"

"Dammit" Hiccup clenched his teeth together in frustration. He wasn't thinking straight; his mind, usually so focused on the goal ahead, low lingered on the thoughts of the dead and keeping his girlfriend alive. A flicker of vibrant green splashed into the sky, catching both their glances and coming from somewhere in the streets nearby.

"Whoa, w-was that?" Katla asked quickly.

Hiccup's eyes widened in shock, "Changewing acid" he said. The two lovers looked at each other and spoke as one.

"Lodin and Nina"

They took of like a maelstrom, pumping both their legs as they jumped over the winding streets from rooftop to rooftop. Their height advantage meant they could see the Romans from afar, and easily avoid entering their arrow range.

"_Nina! Leave me, just run hide-yrahhh!"_

Katla and Hiccup both stopped immediately, eyes darting around the nearby streets for the source of the yell. It was Lodin's voice, his smooth Helgafjall accent clouded over with undeniable fear and terror.

_CRUNCH!_

Several dozen yards away, in a narrow street straight ahead, a body flew into view and collided solidly with a wall. Katla gasped in shock as the person shakily got to their feet, and despite the incredible injury they must have suffered, charged back in the direction they were flung, and out of their sight.

"Holy shit" Katla wheezed, "That was _Lodin_, Nina and Viper must too be in trouble"

"Let's get down there" Hiccup nodded furiously, backing up several paces and taking a running leap onto the next house below.

"Right behind you" Katla said behind him, accompanied by the razor sound of swords unsheathing. The pair fell heavily on the next roof, tucking into a roll and setting off at a blistering pace.

"Lodin! J-Just hold on, we're coming!" Hiccup roared, unclipping his glaive from his back and unfolding it rapidly to its full length. Katla had her Nightshade Steel swords both armed and at the ready. With a final leap, the couple cleared the building and landed in one of Helgafjall's small courtyards, where the yells of distress could be heard.

The years of training had prepared Hiccup for this moment. It was time to fight.

Lodin laid sprawled out on the floor, just yards in front of Hiccup and Katla, Viper the Changewing was doing her best to help the poor boy up, clearly exhausted herself from the fight. He could see her tail was pinned down underneath a large plank of wood, most likely from a collapsed house.

Nina was on the opposite side of the courtyard, backing away in terror as a Roman soldier advanced on her. Hiccup raised his glaive and prepared to intervene, until he got a clear sight of the man attacking.

He was a _monster_.

The soldier was massive in size, towering over any four of the teenagers. His gleaming iron helmet was stained with blood, and bore a tall frill of black feathers. He wielded a shield and sword in separate hands, twirling the sword teasingly as he stalked up to Nina.

This was the Legate Trjonn warned him of.

"Get away from her, you cretin!" Katla screamed, venom lacing her words as her stance dropped into a fighting position. Hiccup followed suit, giving his weapon an experimental twirl before readying himself. The Legate turned to face the pair, while Nina and Lodin stared in shock.

"K-Katla, don't do this, just run!" Lodin weakly pleaded. "He'll kill you both!"

"_More maggots, to crush under my boot"_ Legate boomed, rotating his neck from side to side with several large cracks. Nina looked around frantically, behind the legate and out of sight. Without a second thought, she picked up a still-smouldering plank of wood and raised it above her head. Nobody made a sound to alert the Legate.

_BOOM!_

Embers and splintered erupted as she brought the wood plank down on his head with adrenalin-fuelled power. The wood shattered on impact, clanging against the Roman's helmet at the sheer force.

For a solid five seconds, everyone stood completely still. Lodin, Nina, Katla and Hiccup all remained transfixed, as the Legate stood motionless after the strike.

_SMACK!_

He moved before anyone could even react, holding out his shield arm and spinning so that it slammed directly into Nina. Blood exploded from her nose and face, and the sheer force of the attack flung her yards away, undoubtedly unconscious. The other three teenagers gasped in horror as her body fell limply and rolled to the side.

The wood plank didn't do a thing.

"_A woman has no place on the battlefield, let alone one foolish enough to stand against me_" The Legate grinned, his pearly white teeth gleaming with all the ferocity of a shark.

"I'll kill you for that!" Lodin howled, scrambling towards the Legate only to be held back by Viper, who was visibly terrified. Her deflated spiny body made it clear that not only was the Changewing exhausted from fighting, but completely empty of her acid.

"Let's finish this" Hiccup said softly, exchanging a small nod between Katla.

They charged.

Hiccup led the attack, forcing all thoughts of fear far out of his mind. He was no longer useless, nor had he been for a very long time. He ran forward with all the fury of a god, leaping onto a small barrel with full intention of bringing the blade down heavily on the man's head. Katla was a mere footstep behind, rushing towards the Legate's flank with both of her Nightshade Steel swords intent on skewering the man like a fish.

The Roman commander was far from finished, however. With unbelievable speed for a man of that size, he rolled to the side and out of the glaive's arcing strike, putting Hiccup between he and Katla. The Legate snarled like a vicious dog as Hiccup recovered from the strike and tried a powerful thrust with the blade. Variahn whipped his head back, the glaive tip narrowly missing his helmet, and with his razor sword, struck the glaive pole and threw Hiccup completely off balance.

"Arg!" Hiccup shouted, stumbling some steps away from the Legate. The Roman saw that as his chance, slamming his shield into Hiccup's chest and knocking him to the floor. It was Katla's turn to fight, sliding under a sword swing from the Legate and unleashing a plethora of swings from both her swords.

"This-is… our-town!" Katla growled between slashes, each attempted strike growing more complex and fear-fuelled. Legate Variahn didn't have time to block with his heavy iron shield, and held out his sword in a parry. Her Nightshade Steel sword carved through his sword as if it were cheese, severing the blade in half. The silver tip of the Roman's sword fell carelessly to the floor, the gentle clinks it made sounding like music to the teenager's ears.

"All over now, Roman" Katla hissed, bringing her right sword high above her head for a final slash downwards. Legate Variahn tossed his shield to the floor, and Katla could only guess the man was surrendering at last. She didn't care. This man killed Misty, her first Dragon, along with the rest of them.

She brought the sword down, every ounce of power, anger and vengeance guiding its path.

Nothing.

Focus and sense returned to the girl, as she shook her head to get a sense for what just happened. She was frozen in her striking position, with her hand holding the sword still a couple feet above the target. As for the Legate, he had his eyes locked with Katla's.

And the sword that was fully intent on killing him was gripped firmly in his outstretched hands.

The man's hands were positioned in a 'V' shape, with his palms touching and the flat sides of the blade grasped so the razor edge could do no more than lightly cut his skin.

"_No, not over_" The Legate sneered in her face, "_Now it's fun_" The Roman commander drew his head back several inches, and slammed it into hers.

_CRUNCH!_

Katla's screams of pain were cut short as the sheer force of the blow knocked her out, even with her helmet on. Lodin's jaw hung open as her body- like Nina's- fell limply to the floor. Hiccup tried to summon a voice, but his throat constricted around on itself and refused to conjure words. First Helgafjall, now Katla were dying. With a groan of pain and frustration, Hiccup pushed himself up to his feet, and stared fearfully at the Legate.

"_Such a luscious weapon" _Variahn mused, his now bleeding hands gently tossing Katla's sword in the air. "_It should make removing your head all the more easy. Come now boy, meet your fate,"_ The Roman commanded raised a free hand and beckoned him over with two fingers.

Hiccup took a deep breath, and another. He shut out the crushing fear or intense pain through his gut. His eyes remained locked on Katla, her motionless body on the floor. He'd do this for her; he would fight for her and finish him for her.

His glaive- the immaculate spear like weapon crafted from Nightshade Steel- felt light as a feather in his hands, at his service and just as ready as him to attack as he was. The perfect black blade made a soft whistling sound as Hiccup spun the weapon around in front and behind him, almost inaudible with the intense fires raging around him.

"_You fight with courage, worm, I shall not lie with that_" Variahn growled, adopting a fighting stance with _Katla's_ sword. "_Perhaps with this courageous death you shall seek the peace you long for_"

"I'm not dying today" Hiccup narrowed his eyes. This was it.

No friend to fight with.

One monster to fight against.

Everybody to fight for.

The Legate began their dual with no mercy, storming up to Hiccup and slashing at him in a diagonal arc. The Roman's form was slightly off, his body flowing awkwardly with the strike, no doubt from using such a light weapon. Hiccup swung his glaive out as hard as he could, the serrated blade clashing with the sword and stopping it fro cleaving him in two. The Legate's free hand shot out, trying to grab Hiccup's armour and pull him in. With the pole-end of the glaive, Hiccup swung out and let it smash into the hand, stopping him.

"Gyah!" The man growled, his hand twisting painfully as the glaive collided into it. Variahn swung again with his sword, but instead of performing a full strike, quickly withdrew his arm and spun into a powerful spinning kick. The foot rammed into Hiccup's chest plating and without the armour his lungs would have burst. The teenager could feel his ribs strain immensely and his feet leave the ground, as the force of the kick flew him back.

Hiccup let his body flow with the Legate's kick, collapsing into a backward roll and shooting to his feet quickly. He had a fraction of a second to react, as his attack lunged at him once again with Katla's sword. With both his hands, Hiccup held his glaive up horizontal above his head, and the Legate's sword strike met the Nightshade Steel pole with a sharp _CLANG!_ Before the Roman could think of the idea, Hiccup thrust out his knee and sent it into the man's groin. It was a low blow- literally and figuratively- going for someone's privates, but he didn't have the time to care. The man's stance buckled as he groaned in pain, and Hiccup didn't slow down, pushing back against his sword and head butting the man for good measure.

It was finally Hiccup's turn to go on the attack.

He lashed out at Legate Variahn, a thrust from his glaive at last making contact with the man's left shoulder and instantly drawing blood. Even someone as modest as Hiccup couldn't resist a small smile.

'This is it. This man has taken his last life' he thought. Hiccup twirled his glaive and with a deep battle cry unleashed a final, devastating side slash. He wanted this to end, to leave this place of death and destruction.

The glaive blade swung out with all the fury of a god-

-And straight over the evading Legate.

Hiccup twisted every ounce of his body into the one strike, now wasted and soaring over the intended target, who'd crouched down as if he knew the boys intentions. The Legate stood back up in an instant, and brought back his hand for a single, devastating punch to the side of his head.

_CRUNCH!_

Hiccup roared in pain, toppling to the ground as his black helmet flew off his throbbing head. The world around him was spinning, disjointed and far too bright. No colours had definition, and everything was a blurred mess. The whole left side of his face burned in sheer agony, and only the other face had a sense of feeling- he was lying face first on the floor, he was fairly sure.

"_Now, let's make us even, hm?_" The Legate's voice was teasing and dangerously low. Before Hiccup could understand what he said, he felt a boot press on his hand gripping his glaive.

The boot pressed harder on his wrist, and the pain grew more.

Harder. The glaive dropped out of his hands.

Harder. Hiccup writhed in pain but his spinning head kept him helpless.

_SNAP!_

The pain in Hiccup's head was nothing compared to his wrist, now pooling with blood and crunched at a dreadful angle. The boy emptied his lungs in an agonizing scream, before the Legate removed his foot and sent it to his face.

"_I would drive this petty sword through your head, but that will come later_" If Hiccup's pain hadn't blinded him, and he'd been lying on his back, he would've seen the monstrous Roman's face contort with dark pleasure. "_For now, this one needs to watch this_"

Hiccup, through his moans of pain, could hear the crunching of gravel on shoes as the Legate walked away from his defeated corpse. With a groan of agony, he shifted his body over, clutching his mangled wrist and looking up so he could see what was happening.

The Legate was walking over to Katla.

"_I want you to watch as the life leaves her pretty eyes,"_ He snarled, dropping Katla's sword and picking her up by the neck. _"You are close to this woman, no?"_ he ripped her helmet off, laughing at her swollen lip and freshly bleeding forehead his head butt created.

"Don't do this! Please, MERCY!" Lodin cried, helpless as he too lay on the floor, beaten.

"K-Katla" Hiccup said weakly, the small cuts on his face stinging as tears ran into them. "No… P-Please don't do this to her. Take me, _kill me instead_," he was begging now, his voice heaving in sobs as the Legate's enormous hands gripped his semi-conscious girlfriend by the throat.

"_Indeed I shall, but first you will watch her writhe and die_" Variahn smiled sharply, his hands slowly beginning to constrict around. Stiffness returned to Katla's body, as the lack of air snapped her back into life.

"Whatsa, w-whut" her eyes opened lazily, seconds before her face twisted into sheer terror. Her eyes grew wide with terror, and her hands clumsily tried to fight against the man's iron grip.

"_Watch how she struggles, boy. Share her pain"_ Legate asked, almost in a normal tone. Katla's eyes began to well with tears, and her legs thrashed about like a fish out of the water. Her face- her once beautiful face- was slowly but surely turning purple. Her mouth was trying to gulp in air, but the pleasure of breathing never came.

"H-Hic… Goodb-b" her voice grew weaker, and the tears ran down her face.

"_PLEASE DON'T DO THIS_" Lodin screamed, his hands digging into the dirt as he tried to crawl to her.

Hiccup could only watch. His voice had failed him long ago and the pain rooted him to the ground.

Katla was his love; his companion and most trusted friend.

Katla was _dying._

He couldn't watch this; he didn't want to see the woman he gave his heart to die. He'd failed her miserably and there was nothing he could do about it. All he could do now was cast his eyes down to the bloodstained ground and wait for his own death, hoping she would be waiting for him on the other side.

Then he saw it. What he'd abandoned in the midst of pain.

His glaive.

Hiccup looked up back to the Legate. The Roman had his back to him, and had Katla lifted up so that Hiccup could watch every horrible detail. Moaning in pain, he placed both hands by his sides on the floor, despite the unfathomable pain from his mangled wrist. Hiccup could feel blood pooling at his bottom lip, as he bit down on it in agony.

'Push. _PUSH! _Don't do it for me, ignore me' Hiccup thought desperately, his arms wobbling as he pushed his arms harder than ever before.

'_Do it for her'_

With a final gasp of both pain and relief, Hiccup Haddock was back on his knees, and then up on his feet. He'd been through Hel, and there wasn't a bone in his body that didn't scream in pain, but he felt a sense of peace he didn't think possible. The teenager shakily bent down as fast as he could, and picked the glaive up with his good hand. Hiccup's left foot slipped back, so that it resembled a slight fighting stance.

"_At last, she feels it closing in on her. The cold embrace of death, now about to take her"_ Legate Variahn laughed maliciously. "_It will not be long until you-" _he turned his head around, a wicked smile still on his face as he fed of Hiccup's terror.

But there was nothing to feed on. The Legate's face dropped, and like Katla, his eyes widened in rare shock.

Hiccup was no longer on the ground where the man left him, and he was no longer terrified. He stood firm, his chest heaving up and down in pain and anger. His hair was a discordant mess, caked in blood and wild in appearance. His face was a mask of anger, and his forest green eyes burned with all the predatory nature of a Dragon. In his one good hand, he held the glaive- the gleaming weapon stained with blood and matching his equally-deadly looking armour.

"I'm not dying today, and neither is she" Hiccup shook his head. He held the glaive out far from his body, taking a deep breath.

And he threw it.

He threw it with all his might; all his love, and all his fury. His body forgot every injury on it and focused solely on the task ahead- the _target_ ahead. He refused to let Katla die on him. The glaive soared through the air, staying true to its path like an arrow from a bow.

Legate Variahn was hopeless to stop it. With a guttural, sickening sound, the blade of the glaive sunk its way straight into his neck. Katla fell to the floor as the Legate let go of her and clutched his neck, which had been impaled through and through. The blood came in torrents, from both his mouth and neck the second it pierced him.

It was all over so quickly to Hiccup, he hardly knew what he'd done until the man fell over, clutching his neck and heaving in shock.

He'd killed him. Hiccup had just killed someone.

The world around him stood still, as did it for everyone else. Viper no longer struggled freeing herself from the rubble and stared at Hiccup. Lodin gawked at the Legate, who had finally stopped moving and was definitely finished. Nina remained unconscious, lying limply on the floor. Katla lay on her back some yards away from the corpse, gasping for air while choking back tears.

Hiccup moved as fast as his legs could carry him, hurtling over to Katla and throwing himself on the floor in front of her. He snaked his arms around her, not caring about the spikes on her armour and pulling her in gently.

"H-Hic… Hiccup" Katla heaved, her breath uneven and weak.

"Oh Katla" Hiccup sobbed, burying his face in her chest. "You're alright, just keep talking to me. We're gonna make it out of here, I swear on it"

Katla managed small nod, her eyes glistening with tears. "Y-You saved… me" she managed a ghost of a smile. Hiccup nodded back, pulling her in to a tight hug.

"I'm not leaving you, not now and not ever," he muttered into her hair. Hiccup looked up to see Lodin, who'd gotten to his feet and had freed Viper. The pair of boys stared at each other, the relief in their faces telling each other more than words ever could.

"Let's get out of this place" was all Hiccup said.

o~0~O~0~o

(TRJONN)

Trjonn could just make it out through the thick clouds of smoke: three silhouettes, soaring out of the tree line and away from the burning town. The man could recognise all three Dragons as Toothless, Elysia and the Changewing, Viper.

"Son of a bitch, they made it out," he said aloud, noticing how there were two figured atop the bright red Dragon instead of one. "May the gods look over you four, stay safe," Trjonn whispered. For the first time that horrible night, a bubble of joy could be felt in the middle-aged man. The boy he saw as a son, and the girl he loved as a daughter- along with their friends- made it out of Helgafjall alive.

It wasn't long until the shapes moulded with the sky itself, removing all threat of arrow fire or even being seen. They were gone now, with the entire world now at their fingers and ready to explore. Trjonn knew Hiccup and Katla so well, but even he was clueless as to what they would get up to. Perhaps they would live the nomadic life, living off the land and away from the perils of civilization. Maybe instead they would find a new town, Viking inhabited or not.

Maybe even Berk?

He would never know. His heart stung at the idea of never seeing the Hiccup and Katla grow up, live the happy lives they deserved. All that he knew was that he was stuck on Helgafjall, standing atop one of the only tall houses not on fire, with a clear view of the entire town. Trjonn smiled ever so slightly at the view of it all, the docks swarming with enemy ships; the streets littered with bodies and rubble.

He smiled not because he liked anything he saw, or anything that had happened. He smiled because deep down, he knew the Romans failed.

"You can take everything from us, Romans" Trjonn shook his head defiantly. "Everything but our pride. I lived my life free from your rulership, and i will never be a slave like my forefathers"

"_NOCK!"_

Trjonn whipped his head around to the source of the noise, and he froze at what he saw.

The smaller house next to him was now captive by half a dozen Roman soldiers, each of them holding bows with arrows at the ready. Trjonn stared frantically about for a way out. His axes were abandoned long ago, broken from the sheer amount of armour they had to hack through. Jumping from the house was a death sentence, as well as cowardly.

He was in trouble. BIG trouble.

"_DRAW!_"

"I'm usually the one saying that" Trjonn croaked, facing the archers with no intention of running. The fear of death seemed to evaporate over the passing seconds, and what was once terror was replaced by a calm sensation.

"_All over now, scum"_ One Roman soldier snarled, pulling back the arrow. _"You have lost!_"

Trjonn outstretched his arms, and a single tear fell from his face. "No, I never loose" he gave a lopsided smile. "That's my secret to fighting"

The world seemed to slow for Trjonn, as he closed his eyes and whispered to himself.

"_I never lose: I either win, or I learn"_

"_LOOSE!"_

**Poor Trjonn, bye bye!**

**Well I hope you can consider this long-ass chapter as some sort of an apology for the delay. I plan to do option 1 after the suggestions from last chapter, and I was going to do so for this one but I could never find the write time to end it.**

**(Roughly 5 chapters until Hiccup is back on Berk)**

**QUESTION TIME:**

**How do you like my fight scenes? I'd like to hear details i can improve on, especially in terms of how you can picture it happening. As well as this, was it too sad/dramatic? I wanted this to be a kinda fucked up chapter, because the storyline needed a speed up.**

**See you all soon!**


	19. Exodus ii

**Perhaps the most important question regarding this story is at the bottom. A read of it along with a review would be much appreciated, especially because I typed this up in FOUR days!**

(KATLA)

She was in a void. Her world was a swirling, unending realm of blackness. Katla was alone, not the sound of her own breathing comforted her, let alone the loving embrace of another person. She could feel nothing, smell nothing and see nothing; but she could _hear_ everything.

It was mostly crying, at first: the endless, heart-wrenching sound of sobs and choking back tears. Words made no sense at all, they were there, around her indeed, but their meaning and origin seemed to pass straight through her.

"_What do you mean she's in a coma? How the fuck did that head-butt hurt her so much!"_

"_Hiccup, y-you need to calm down, please. This isn't you"_

"_What have I become, Nina…"_

She felt no pain, felt no emotion and spoke no words. All she had was the void. Its emptiness seemed to engulf her; support her while pin her down all at once. Time was an irrelevant factor in her rest, unknowing of how long she'd laid dormant.

"_C'mon babe. I… I can't go through all this without you_" the voice spoke out, cracking with emotion and pain.

The voice, it… it was familiar to her, after so long. The speaker was a man, no doubt. He knew he was close to her – both physically and emotionally – and yet she couldn't figure out who it was. The voice held more than words to Katla. She could sense memories with it; a past she had shared with that person, and a desired future. Through the pain and angst in his tone, she could hear love and care. This man – whoever he was – loved her with all his heart.

"_K-Katla?"_

'There it is again' she thought absentmindedly. She could hear his suffering; his anger and hurt. Was he angry with her?

"_Look, I've heard that people who are out like you are can hear things, and I pray to Thor you can. I… fucking Hel- I… I just wanted to talk to you"_

Had something happened to this person? While Katla couldn't recognise the speaker, she knew the voice wasn't what it usually was. This person she knew as calm, gentle and above all sweet. Something terrible must have happened to him, because his voice was croaky, lifeless and harsh. He sounded miserable; he sounded _broken_.

"_I just wanted you to know that I miss you… I worry about you every second." _The person continued softly. _"I-I just want things to go back to the way things were. Before all the horrible death, before the fire"_

What was he talking about? What had happened?

The voice laughed weakly. _"Hah, you still look beautiful as always, with your long black hair and kissable lips, even when you're like this. I wish you could just wake up, we all need you right now."_

He continued. "_Elysia misses you, y'know? Other than me, that Skrill probably spends the most time by your side. She gets agitated, when I go out for a fly with Toothless she doesn't come alone; she wants her rider with her"_

Katla didn't know what was happening, so many names with so little recognition. Toothless? What sort of name was that?

But there was_ something _about that name. It rang with familiarity.

"_And as for me_" he began slowly. "_I…_ _I_"

Katla could hear him begin to cry.

"_I-I just don't know what's happening to me, Katla. I've become this… monster! I can't stop thinking about that night; the way he looked at me when I threw my glaive at him, and how scared I was for you" _he sobbed. _"I'm a killer now, and I don't even know who I am anymore. I fail everything I try at; I can't keep my best friend safe from Vikings; I can't keep our little group together and in good health. I can't even keep my damn purity and innocence in check._

_And I failed you._

_I told myself before we charged out into the fire that I would protect you with my life. You're the one I love and I would do anything to be sure you are safe._"

Slowly, but surely, the memories began to return to her.

She could see his face; his auburn hair; his sharp jawline, with light stubble running up and down it; his forest green eyes, illuminated by his dark hair; the jet-black tattoo, freshly engraved on his back, depicting his best friend; his scars adorning his muscular chest, earned the day he saved her life.

Hiccup. His name was Hiccup, and she loved him.

She began to feel. The void filled around her, and she at last woke.

o~0~O~0~o

(KATLA)

It was bright, that's what she noticed first.

Her limbs felt scalding, as if she'd been lying out in the sun for an age. Slowly, she blinked away the fatigue and confusion. She lay on her back, and immediately she could notice a difference in the world around her. Katla could feel the material she lay on: tough and not at all comfortable. Her light brown eyes focused on the sky above, and were surprised to find herself not staring up at her bedroom ceiling. The world around her was moving, not stationary like usual. Instead of being a few yards above, the ceiling seemed to be miles in length.

She was in a forest.

Lustrous green trees swayed gently above her, a small gap within the branches allowing just enough sunlight to shine onto her face. The forest around her was near silent, the soft rustling of leaves and occasional bird chirp providing her evidence that she wasn't invalid of hearing. There was a cool breeze, whistling over her skin and face – It cleared her senses and helped spring life into her arms. Groaning loudly and summoning all the strength in her limbs, she slowly moved a hand to cover his face from the blaring light.

"Thorsdammit… Where am I?" she asked aloud, trying to move her head around for a better view of her surroundings. She hadn't a clue where her lover was, nor the Dragons and her friends.

Her voice triggered a response. To her right, the chaotic scrambling of leaves and trees could be heard, followed by a voice of utter disbelief.

"KATLA!"

It was Nina. The petite, brown-haired girl came bounding over to Katla, leaning over into her view with her mouth hanging open in shock.

"Alive and well" Katla smiled weakly, staring up at Nina. For a moment or two, Nina just stared at her, the perfect 'O' shape of her mouth slowly twisting into a grin.

"Y-You're okay! Oh dear Thor, thank the gods" she gasped, wrapping her arms around Katla and gently pulling her into the embrace. Katla responded instinctively, her arms working their way around Nina's shoulders and pulling her face closer into her shoulder.

"So, you mind telling me-"

"Ah! Ow w-watch the eye, Katla" Nina interrupted, pulling back from the tight hug. Katla raised an eyebrow at her friend, and it took nearly a second of face-to-face staring to notice what was wrong with Nina.

"Oh my- _Odin's balls" _Katla wheezed, staring up at her friend. "Y-Your face! What in Thor's name happened to it?"

The entire area around Nina's left eye was pummelled – swollen and a sickly purple colour, as if someone had dropped a boulder on it from off a house. The rest of her face was also ruined, awash with small cuts and scabs.

"Broken eye socket" Nina said, shrugging. "Hurt like a bitch when I woke up, but it's worse than it looks really"

Katla was beyond confused at this point. "Wait, just hang on Nina. What happened? Where am I and who gave you that?" With both her hands, she pushed herself up so that she sat upright, and could finally see the forest around her. It was a reasonably large patch of grass, a couple dozen yards long and wide; any large bushes had been forcibly uprooted and moved. It was a campsite, Katla deduced, and not one of new creation. A cooking pot and several killed boars were positioned in the centre of the area, and on the far side of the grass patch, Toothless, Viper and Elysia could be seen sleeping by each other's side.

It was nothing like 'The Clearing', back on Helgafjall. It wasn't hundreds of yards long, full of tall grass and shining in the sun. This place was surrounded in trees, blotting out most of the sunlight as if they were trapped.

Katla thought it was almost like they were trying to hide; to stay concealed and out of view.

She looked back to Nina, who was now standing up and staring at her with a blank face. Her cheery smile of joy had vanished, replaced with something closer resembling bewilderment.

"Y-You don't remember… anything?" she asked, face dropping like a stone.

"What do you mean?" Katla asked. She looked around, trying to gather a bearing for things. "Nina… What's going on?" her voice wavered, uncertainty baring its teeth and revealing fear.

"Helgafjall… the Romans" Nina stuttered, wincing slightly as the pained expression caused literal agony from her swollen face. "You and Hiccup arrived back from Trader's Isle, and…" Katla's body turned to stone. She remained motionless as piece by piece, the events from prior caught up with her.

Nina's eye: she could see the man – a monster in size and nature – strike her head with a shield, sending her both to the floor and out of consciousness.

She could still see the fires, engulfing her home of nearly seventeen years and slaughtering all her people without mercy.

Her throat constricted, and brought back a familiar, gut-wrenching feeling which seemed to only have happened yesterday. The man's hand was still around her throat, crushing the life out of her and leaving her helpless to stop it.

Her hands met with her face, as she looked down and whimpered in misery. _No, it wasn't a dream._ "Trjonn" she whispered. "Oh gods no please, no tell me that didn't happen," she moaned, her eyes becoming alarmingly overbright. Katla could feel something around her forehead as she held her face, a bandage of sorts. She could remember the Legate slamming his head into hers, a probable cause for her brief lapse in memory.

"I'm so sorry Katla" Nina sniffled, pulling her into a second hug. "He-he was the best of us; he was proud to have raised you"

"He's gone," Katla whispered, shaking her head slowly. "Oh gods, the whole town as well" she cried, burying her face in Nina's shoulder. The brown haired girl could only offer pats on the back and nods of dreadful confirmation. She too was devastated, but had learned that thinking about it only made it worse.

"I wish I could say something otherwise" Nina shook her head slowly. "We're all that's left"

Katla stifled another short sob and cast her eyes about once more. "W-Where are the others, are they okay?"

"You were the worst hurt of us all, Katla. Lodin is out hunting and Hiccup…" Nina trailed off into silence, making an odd sick sensation bubble inside of Katla.

"H-How long was I… like this?" Katla asked. "I mean, asleep and all"

"Today was day fourteen" Nina nodded solemnly. "Two weeks since we left Helgafjall. You came close to death with that bastard's choking, but his head-butt gave you one Hel of a concussion, and put you in this state" she continued.

"Gods above" Katla muttered, "I-it doesn't feel like that long I was out, like a _day at most_"

Nina snorted softly, gently punching her arm as a gesture of affection. "Girl, we've been here for nearly ten day, this little campsite. We flew three days nonstop after… y'know. Hiccup told us of this island from his travels away from his home village, said it was called 'Horrendous Point'"

"He told me about this place" Katla said quietly. The distinct lack of her boyfriend made itself clear that instant, her eyes widening with realization. "Where's Hiccup?" she asked urgently.

"He's erm… down that path, over there" Nina pointed to a small but distinct trail, leading away from the campsite and down the hill it rested on. "He trains there, almost all day. And when he isn't he's by your side"

"Wait, but I," Katla faltered in speech, frowning slightly. "I though I could… hear him, just before I woke. He spoke to me, talking about things"

Nina nodded with recollection. "That was... yesterday, fairly sure"

Katla swung her body so her feet hung off the makeshift hammock. She wobbled almost violently as she tried to make her feet carry her. Katla's vision grew hazy and her head began to spin.

"Easy there, you. Katla you've been out in a coma for more than a week now, you can't just-" Nina tried to reason as she helped Katla stand still, but was stubbornly pushed away.

"No, no I'm fine thanks" she muttered, "just a bit rusty, I'll walk the stiffness off on the way to Hiccup"

Nina groaned in frustration, knowing nothing would stop Katla doing so. Just as she was about to round the corner and leave Nina's view, she called out.

"Katla, t-there's something you need to know about Hiccup"

She froze. All of a sudden Katla noticed the eerie quiet, which had eloped the forest around her, and the almost icy chill that ran down her spine.

"Yeah? Everything okay?" she turned to look back at Nina, who looked downcast.

"Since… since he killed that Roman" Nina fidgeted with her hands anxiously. "He- well he's been different – not himself I guess. He blames himself for you being so hurt, and really isn't in the best way right now"

Katla nodded thoughtfully, her heart clenching at the thought of Hiccup worrying over something he did _right_ instead of wrong. "I'll make it okay, don't worry Nina" she offered a small smile.

"I hope you do, Katla, I really do. He's a real mess" she replied, her straight face not meeting Katla's enthusiasm.

"He's my boyfriend" Katla said, continuing down the path. "I know him better than anyone"

o~0~O~0~o

(KATLA)

Katla frowned, as she walked further and further away from their campsite. The events of Helgafjall were still terrifyingly fresh, and the girl was almost grateful her brain hadn't caught up to her and sent her into a guilt-ridden madness.

With her thoughts clear and most of the confusion having left her, Katla could focus more on herself. She'd removed the thick bandage wrapped around her forehead, revealing a rather grotesque bruise, which she knew would take at least a month to fully heal. As well as this, her lip was slightly swollen – she didn't need to look in a reflection to know she looked a mess. Her bright purple armour had been removed, and she walked through the forest barefoot, dressed in her casual light blue tunic and black britches, both of which were stained in blood and hardly washed.

"Hiccup? You out here?" She called out, staring around the path she walked on. While Katla had become an adept Dragon tamer, like her boyfriend, she knew she would be in serious trouble if she ran into one out in the forest. If the Dragon were angry or wounded, she wouldn't have the strength to subdue it or flee.

She forgot all about the threat of wild Dragons soon after, however, because at the bottom of the path she could see Hiccup.

He stood with his back to her, shirtless and glistening with sweat. From what Katla could see, he was practising techniques against a tree, fighting just as hard as if the flora was an actual threat. His large Night Fury tattoo stood out remarkably, the Dragon on his back looking almost alive as the muscles underneath them contorted its shape; the sweat gave the ink a gleaming appearance.

Her eyes widened in shock, as she approached Hiccup – who was still oblivious to her. The tree Hiccup was throwing punches at was rather large, but nonetheless she could see the branches above him shake and quiver as he attacked.

'Thor above, why is he actually hitting the tree?' Katla thought, frowning. 'It must hurt like crazy, what's he doing?'

Hiccup's left wrist was also wrapped in a thick bandage, running from his palm up to his elbow. The teenager didn't seem to notice, however, as he threw punches at the tree like his injury ceased to exist. Katla knew her boyfriend to be calm and responsible, not _this_.

She quietly cleared her throat, and spoke.

"H-Hiccup"

He stopped the punching in a heartbeat, and slowly turned to face her. Katla's breath was stolen away.

His face was beaten the worst of all – even more so than Nina. A large scar ran from his forehead to cheek, passing over his eye and inclining Katla to thank the gods Hiccup still had his eyesight. His nose was wrecked, undoubtedly broken and at a slight angle. Even as his eyes widened at the recognition of her, she could still make out the light, which no longer shined in them. He looked beaten down mentally more than physically.

In comparison to the boy she met back on Helgafjall, he was a completely different person. The old Hiccup was scrawny and nearly her height, armed with nothing more than a sharp mind and overflowing ambition. This person she stared at –the one she'd come to love – was almost an antithesis. He was well over six feet tall with scars covering half of his body, and tattoos the other half. His hair was no longer a mop, instead pushed back so the river of auburn flowed onto his now-broad shoulders. He hadn't shaved as well, his stubble having grown into light fuzz in the weeks she'd been out.

The boy had become a man, and only after the two weeks of being comatose did she notice it.

"Katla" Hiccup croaked, closing the distance between them and wrapping his arms around her. Quietly, she could hear him laugh – weakly and humourless, but laughing nonetheless – as he lifted her off the ground and swung her around in his arms. "Oh gods Katla, I was so scared you weren't going to wake" his voice cracked painfully, and Katla too felt tears of joy stirring with her eyes.

"I thought I told you, Dragon Boy," she teased softly into his shoulder. "If you go, I go. I'm not leaving you alone on this Thor-forsaken world"

"I could get used to that" he sniffled, gently pushing her away so they were face to face. "How's the head, babe? Nina told me that bastard gave you quite the knocking"

"Me?" she scoffed jokingly, "have you seen your face? And your wrist-" she looked down and gently touched the tight bandaging around it. "-What happened to it?"

Hiccup visibly flinched at the memory, visions of that terrible night resurfacing as if it happened yesterday. "The man… he kinda stomped on my hand. Broke the bones clean in two"

"Gods Hiccup" she whispered, staring at it in horror. "Can't imagine how much that must have hurt"

"Yeah," he said softly "it really did"

Katla remained silent for a moment, simply staring at his wrist. Unlike many of the injuries sustained by the group that night on Helgafjall, he was wide-awake when it happened, making the pain all the more unbearable. It was only another second of staring, however, until she noticed an injury completely different, but no less worrying.

His knuckles were bleeding, and hard. The velvety-red blood was running down his hand and even dripping on the floor. The skin covering his knuckles had shed viciously, exposing the bright pink flesh – now a shade of brown from the unending contact with the tree. Katla gasped in shock, leaning over and grabbing his other hand – only to find the same thing.

"Hiccup, what in Odin's name are you doing!" Katla practically shrieked, brown eyes widening in shock at her boyfriend. Hiccup failed to meet her gaze, staring crestfallen at his bloody knuckles. "H-Hiccup please, talk to me," she whimpered. Hiccup looked over his shoulder, to the tree he'd been assaulting before she arrived.

Katla let go of his arms and approached the tree, gawking all the while. Much like his knuckles, the areas of the tree he'd been practising against were a bloody mess, stains covering the bark both fresh and old. Some parts of the tree like the very middle, were so beaten, the very bark had worn away.

Just above the part Hiccup had been striking, large letters had been engraved into the wood, with a blade of some sorts.

_USELESS_

"I was supposed to protect you"

Katla whipped her head back to Hiccup, whose eyes were locked on the ground. His eyes – void of the green glint of happiness – were wet with tears. His bloodied hands clenched into fists.

"You nearly died because of me," he continued softly. "I… What kind of a person am I if I can't keep you safe"

"Oh Hiccup" she shook her head miserably, walking up to him and taking his hands in hers. "How the Hel is any of this your fault. Did you want Helgafjall to burn?"

Hiccup gently shook his head, eyes still cast down on his feet.

"What about Trjonn, did you want-" her bottom lip trembled, fighting the urge to cry at the mentioning of his name. "… Did you want him to die?"

"Gods, no" he shook his head again, harder this time.

Katla let go with one hand and gently lifted his chin up to meet her eyes. Gently, the same hand cupped his cheek, and with an almost sad smile, she stood on her tiptoes and kissed.

It was such a simple action, but the extended lip-lock held more passion and love in it than ever before. To any bystander – and praise be to Odin, there wasn't – it would have looked like an average kiss, but to Hiccup and Katla it meant so much more. It told each other more than words ever could have; a tantamount to their love, and the bond between the two of them that had survived even the bloodiest conflict. They knew that if they could survive the events of recent – the hardest fight of their lives – there would be nothing to split them apart.

It took a few moments, but soon enough Hiccup joined in, his pent up aggression and lust bursting in one collective _Snap! _Katla couldn't resist squeaking in glee as her boyfriend threw his arms around her and pushed her back to the tree, his kisses not ceasing for a moment.

"Missed you- so, so much" he breathed heavily, his lips venturing away from her lips and down to her neck and body. "Nina said you might not've… woken" He said. Kata gasped, clutching him tighter as Hiccup gently nipped her skin with his teeth.

"You… you saved me" she breathed into his ear. "Without you, I – _ohh_ – would have died. You took that life-" she could feel Hiccup tense up in their embrace at the mentioning of that. "-You gave up that innocence… f-for me. You-you're anything but… _useless_"

Hiccup pulled away from her neck, staring at her with eyes no longer lifeless and hollow. They burned with a fiery green passion, and the serious expression he wore with is made butterflies crawl into Katla's stomach.

'Gods, he's attractive' she thought, shaking her head ever so slightly in disbelief.

"I'd do anything for you" he said, matter-of-factly. Before she could say she'd do the same, his mouth re-joined with hers vigorously.

'He loves me' she thought simply, heart racing as joy exploded from every pore in her body. 'He loves me, he _loves_ me'

"Then show me," she whispered, trembling fingers reaching for his shirt.

It wasn't until the late afternoon when the lovers returned to the camp, and for the first time in Hiccup's miserable week, he'd forgotten all about the horrors of which he had gone through.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

Night had fallen, and four figures sad comfortably around the roaring fire of their campsite. It was a whirlwind of déjà vu, with Nina gently playing her lute next to Lodin, and Hiccup and Katla lying silently in each other's arms. If it had been Hiccup in the coma, and an abundance of alcohol was present, all four of them would claim this was a repeat in time.

But no it wasn't, because unlike the last time, their hometown was gone.

"So what were you saying earlier about the boar population on this island, Lodin?" Hiccup asked, looking to his good friend in the middle of a conversation with his own girlfriend.

"Wha-oh yeah" Lodin nodded, shuffling his body over to face Hiccup. "I've been out all day, and it seems since we got here there aren't that many left." He winced, scratching the back of his head anxiously. "I'd say another month or so and we'll have to find another source of food"

Hiccup nodded thoughtfully. "We should cut back on them, if that's the case." He mused. "There are several nice beaches no less than an hours walk away, how are your fishing skills?"

"Ah, crap" Lodin laughed. The group of four chuckled along at the idea of Lodin fishing. Everyone knew he was a great hunter, but terrible fisherman. "I'm sure I can bribe Viper into helping me, anyway"

"Where is that Changewing, anyway?" Nina perked up, looking about the campsite where the bright red Dragon usually rested. "Actually no, where are all of them? Haven't seen Toothless or Elysia in hours"

"Last I checked, they were out for a swim," Hiccup explained, pointing over to his Night Fury's saddle on the floor. "He wanted me to take it off so it didn't rust"

"Ah, okay"

Hiccup lay back down on the grass, Katla cuddling back up to his body. With a lazy grin, she looked up at him. "How are you feeling, babe?" she asked.

He smiled softly at her, craning his neck to plant a small peck on her forehead. "Good. No, better than good, great"

"That's what I want to hear," she giggled. "You're more yourself now, I'm happy you're feeling normal"

Katla was horrified by the condition of Hiccup when she first found him, and to see a genuine smile back on his face made her heart soar. The girl knew in her mind that things with him wouldn't quite be the same – the events of Helgafjall had traumatised him more than anyone – and she didn't mind. She knew he would always be there for her, and she would always be there for him.

Their lovemaking in the forest that afternoon had been something of another worldly dimension. There had been no alcohol whatsoever, they were fully aware of what they wanted; what they did. They felt many things in the hours they were gone, and regret was not one of them. They gave themselves fully to each other, loving one another not because of their poor state of mind, but because they were _in_ love. Because of each other, they'd forgotten all about what they'd been through, and simply enjoyed the moment.

They were a long way off fully recovered, but the healing process had begun.

"And how are you? Everything's good?" Hiccup asked, eyebrows furrowing in concern.

Katla buried her face back into his chest; her arms snaked around him giving a reassuring squeeze. "Right now? Perfect" she mumbled into his chest. Hiccup laughed weakly and clumsily patted her head.

"Good" Hiccup smiled back, now addressing his other two friends as well "these days ahead of us are going to be rough, but compared to what we've past, I know we can survive"

"Agreed" Lodin nodded, staring solemnly at Hiccup. The blonde-haired boy's respect and admiration for Hiccup had grown exponentially over the past week, knowing the hardship he's been through and the pressure on his shoulders as the surrogate leader of this 'band of misfits'.

"So what is the plan, boss?" Nina raised an eyebrow, leaning forward and propping her elbows on her knees. "I mean, there is something you have in mind, right?"

Hiccup fidgeted with his hands uncomfortably, and it took Katla's reassuring squeeze to calm his nerves. "I-Well I think what's best is we remain here until our injuries heal fully," he stated, gesturing to Lodin's bruised legs, Nina's eye socket and his own wrist. "While we do that, I think we need to get back our skills. Helgafjall taught me so much, and ill be damned if I let that go forgotten"

"Absolutely" Katla nodded with agreement, and so did Lodin.

"Yeah, Lodin and I can shoot an arrow alright, but we're useless when it comes to combat like you two" Nina smiled sheepishly, earning a joking punch on the shoulder from her boyfriend.

"And Dragons, lets not forget" Hiccup's voice turned harder, more determined. "There are three Dragons and four of us. I doubt I have the leather to make a saddle for two, so one of you has to find another Dragon to train and ride"

A lengthy silence followed Hiccup's statement. Lodin and Nina stared at each other briefly, before turning back to Hiccup and shrugging.

"I'm always up for a challenge" Lodin said meekly, raising his hand. "I'll look out for a Dragon, Nina over here can travel with Viper"

"Appreciate it, sweetie" Nina grinned, leaning over and pecking him on the cheek. The petite brunette broke into a loud yawn, staring about the campsite in search of her makeshift bed. "Gods, I'm knackered. I think I'll be off to bed now"

"Same," Katla mumbled. "Pretty tired from today" she cast Hiccup a brief but knowing grin, for which Hiccup could laugh quietly at.

"I don't even wanna know what you two are on about" Lodin raised an eyebrow at the lovers across the fire. Nina nudged him in the ribs and winked at him, telling the boy more than enough information about what had happened.

"How about one last song, before I hit the hay" Nina beamed, raising her lute above her head. Katla and Hiccup whooped in over exaggerated enthusiasm, while Lodin nodded shortly and returned the kiss on the cheek. "Righty-oh then" she stood up and gave her limbs a brief stretch, before picking the lute up off the grass and clearing her throat.

"This song…" the mused carefully, her dark brown eyes softening in emotion, rarely seen by her. "-This song I dedicate to Trjonn"

Katla smiled sadly at her friend, her arms wrapping back around Hiccup in comfort and support – both physically and emotionally.

"To Trjonn, the toughest and bravest man I'll ever know" Hiccup nodded sadly.

"To Trjonn" Lodin and Katla repeated.

Nina took a deep breath, and let her soft voice flow with the sounds of her instrument.

"_Do not stand at my grave and weep. I am not there. I do not sleep_

_I am the thousand winds that blow. I am the diamond that glints on snow._

_I am the sunlight, on ripened grain. I am the gentle autumn rain._

_I am the swift uplifting rush, of quiet birds in flight. I am the soft star that shines on blackest night_

_Do not stand at my grave and cry_

_I am not there. I did not die."_

**Hope you enjoyed this chapter as much as I did, tried to make it nice and emotional in a soft way, juxtaposing the last chapter, which was sort of 'in your face'. Also, as a thank you for making this story so popular, I uploaded really quickly! Turns out I write best with exams due in about 12 hours.**

**QUESTION TIME:**

**I plan too add NO MORE major OCs, excluding Lodin, Nina, Katla and their respective Dragons.**** That includes the Romans, they have played their role and are OUT of the story; so bye bye Helgafjall and the rest, now the entire story focuses around just Hiccup's new group of friends and the Vikings of Berk, along with Dagur+Alvin. **

**How do you feel about this? Like, I'm doing this because I think it will make things easier for you to understand, while giving me a change to go further in depth regarding the characters. **

**Furthermore, what do you think of my three major OCs: Katla, the raven-haired dual-sword beauty. Nina, the petite and sassy brunette, and Lodin, the blonde smartass and much needed juvenile of the gang. Love 'em or hate 'em, please share your thoughts, because they'll become a much larger part of the story!**

**Peace! :-)**


	20. The Journey Of Five Thousand Miles

**My goals for this chapter were to experiment a little with the two side-OCs. They will play a larger role in the future, and it's about time they lived up to it and you readers got to know them better!**

(STOICK)

The now-greying chief of Berk watched as the some dozen men and women stood from their seats in acknowledgement as he entered the room. Stoick the Vast rarely held council meetings this large – usually with only his bothers of blood and friendship, Gobber and Spitelout – but the newer generations were of age and it was high time even they learnt the basics of leadership, whether they would become chief or not.

"Uncle, may I just thank you so much for this opportunity to sit at the council" Snotlout loudly interrupted the peaceful but tense silence, his words gushing with kiss-ass praise that made the other teens cringe in embarrassment. "I'll do my best to make you proud, as your sworn heir" he continued, his missing tooth making him look about as ridiculous as he sounded.

Stoick pinched the bridge of his nose, and it took a prayer for strength not to eye roll at his nephew. The idea of naming Astrid heir burned in the back of his mind every passing day, bitterly regretting his previous choice more and more.

"Let's get this over with." the red-haired chief muttered, collapsing heavily into his throne-like chair at the head of the circular table. Stoick turned to his brother Spitelout, repeating a question he'd asked every council meeting for more than close to _three years_.

"Any word of the Dragon Rider?" he asked, his voice having not lost the bitterness even after so long.

"Nuthin' solid" the Jorgenson patriarch shook his head. Stoick leant forward over the table at his brother's answer, not being the usual response.

"Nothing solid?"

"Well, it might be something, or could be nothing'" Spitelout shrugged. Many others seated at the table perked up in attention. "Traders fresh in this morning claim to have seen new Dragons flying about Horrendous Point"

Stoick's eyes widened at him. "Ah Night Fury?" he asked

"They had no clue" Spitelout said gruffly, "all of 'em steered clear of the island as soon as they saw them, so they never got a good view of the breed or if they had riders-"

"Stoick, it's probably nothing" Gobber interrupted, leaning over and placing a reassuring hand on his shoulder. "Horrendous Point is a bloody long distance from here. Even if it was that monster I doubt we could reach it in time"

Gobber had always been there for the elderly chief, providing assistance both through the role as chief and as a lifelong friend. The amputee Viking still to this day pitied Stoick every time a 'Dragon Rider' was brought up in conversation – he could see the way happiness left the chief's eyes and his shoulders sagged.

"Yah probably right" Stoick admitted with a sigh, leaning back in seat and covering his face with both his meaty hands. "Leave those beasts be, it's nothing and only if they get closer will I consider them a problem"

"I could help you?" Snotlout's hand shot to the sky, as if he was offering to travel all the way to Horrendous Point to slay the Dragons himself. "I mean, I've killed more Dragons than anyone my age, if you need them taken care of in your name, I'm sure I-"

"-_Snotlout_" Astrid seethed, abruptly interrupting the boy's half exaggerated, half false declarations. The boy turned to face the blonde Shield-Maiden. "Let. Him. Finish" she said, her voice dangerously low.

Astrid's eyes had large bags under them, and she didn't have the time to fix her hair, leaving it in a half-tangled mess from axe training. She'd had a long day, like most of the hardworking men and women on Berk, and at the very bottom of her 'want to listen to' list was Snotlout's loud and mostly bullshit claims.

"Thank yeh, Astrid" Stoick nodded slightly at her, noticing Spitelout bury his face in his hands. "Now, what other news do you all have for me" he addressed the other teenagers, which included Fishlegs and the twins.

"Erm…" Tuffnut awkwardly scratched his head, looking about the room as if to lay his eyes on something worth reporting. "Oh! I managed not to sink the fishing boat this time" he puffed his chest out with a notion that said, '_it takes skill not to crash a boat into rocks in open water'_.

"Brilliant" Spitelout muttered, rolling his eyes at the twins gave each other a loud high-five. "Remind me again why these two are here?" he asked his brother under his breath.

"Enough with yeh" Stoick mumbled back, massaging his temple. He looked toward the thick Fishlegs Ingerman with a sliver more hope. "Fish, what about ya?"

"I- Um, well you see- I" Fishlegs stuttered out of his seat, knees knocking together while his hands fidgeted behind his back. "I-Well I finished the improved Dragon Manual..? That's something, right?"

"Indeed, boy. I'm sure the extra details on Dragons you gathered will provide us with a grand advantage during the raids" Stoick nodded thoroughly; pleased at least one of the teenagers had delivered some results.

"Agreed, congratulations boy" Gobbed grinned.

"Can't wait for the next raid" Astrid nodded, smiling sharply.

"It's just a book, nothing amazing" Snotlout snorted loudly, folding his arms over.

"I can't read" Tuffnut whispered to himself.

"_Enough, you lot_" Stoicks commanding tone reverberated through the Meade Hall. His voice lowered to a more conversational one, talking back to the boy. "Fishlegs, I want you to make a second copy, we need everyone reading up these facts as soon as possible"

"Okay, g-got it" Fishlegs nodded furiously, sinking back into his seat.

"Now-" Stoick sighed, cracking his knuckles and addressing the whole table. "Is there anything else we need to discuss?"

A brief silence crept into the room, until Gobber raised an appendage. "Yeh, I think I've got sumthin worth telling"

Stoick raised an eyebrow at his long time friend. "Let's hear it"

"I've been in contact with an old friend living with the Bog Burglars" The blacksmith spoke up, so that everyone could hear. "They've been having run-ins with the Outcasts as of late. Just a few raids and robberies every month or so"

"What's this got to do with us? The Outcasts are far closer to them than us, it's understandable" Spitelout asked.

"-Quiet, Spitelout" Stoick raised a hand, eyes locked on Gobber. "I want to hear what he has to say"

"As I was sayin'" Gobber gave the Jorgenson father the dirty eye, before returning to the news at hand. "They _were_ being attacked, but for this month they haven't had as much as scuffle with tha lot of them, I'd go as far as to say the Outcasts are ignoring them"

"Perhaps they found a better raiding location?" Astrid suggested with a shrug of the shoulders.

"Aye Astrid thought of that m'self. But from everything else the friend told me, this could me more than that" Gobber's voice grew serious. "They're reporting ships sailing straight past Bog Island, _dozens_ of the bloody things. They could take a tribe of any size with a fleet that large, but instead they don't even care"

"Where were they goin?" Stoick arched forward, eyes widening in worriment.

Gobber let out a lengthy sigh. "Judging from their direction. The Berserker Isles."

"To _Dagur_" Spitelout growled. "Could they be at war, the two of em?"

"Unlikely" Stoick mused. "And it matters not. We need to keep a keen eye on those two forces, no matter what. If they are at war, there could be collateral damage affecting even Berk."

Stoick shut his eyes and let out a deep breath, speaking with a hushed tone few could guess would come from a man of that size. "And if they have negotiated a truce, I pray the Gods are on our side"

o~0~O~0~o

(LODIN/NINA)

"After much thought, I think I've finally come to a conclusion with all this"

"Oh _really, _care to share?"

"It fucking sucks"

"_Realllly_. Never would have guessed!"

If Viper the Changewing had the same jaw and facial muscles as a person, she would have grinned wickedly at Lodin and Nina, whom were both exercising hard several miles away from the campsite. The long-time couple were both stripped down to a single layer of clothing, using a combination of heavy logs and their own body weight to push their muscles to the limit. For the past hour they'd been working hard, dripping in sweat and by now aching all over.

"I don't think Hiccup understands… not every-" Lodin grunted loudly, picking up a large log and throwing it several feet. "-Everyone is as big as him. He might be able to – _arhh! _– To do this, but I bloody well can't"

"Puberty is so bloody unfair, I've been the same damn height since I was thirteen" Nina hissed, collapsing on the grass, panting all the while. "Katla's got as much muscle as some guys, and _Hiccup_" she shook her head in disbelief, breathing heavily with exhaustion. "Gods, remember back when Elysia still attacked Helgafjall? Just around his growth spurt? He was tall but about as thin as you, now he could probably wrestle _Toothless_"

"Naw, feelin' the love" Lodin drawled, dusting his hands off and raising an eyebrow at his girlfriend. "He told me about how huge his dad was, so I reckon he's finally growing into it" Lodin grinned jokingly at her, "And it's not like you're little Miss Perfect, and I emphasise _little_"

"What makes you think I'm into that, hm?" Nina scoffed, putting her hands on her hips. "He's almost got _too _much muscle, and while most girls are into scars and tattoos, I sure as Hel aren't" her frown twisted into a sharp smirk. "I think I'll stick with my big and annoying prude" she winked and blew a kiss at Lodin.

"Yeah yeah" He rolled his eyes, wiping his brow clean of sweat and sitting down on the grass next to her. "Thor above, I'm going to ache in the morning," he moaned.

"I'm aching now." Nina muttered dryly, massaging the back of her neck. "Look, I know Hiccup wants the two of us to be stronger and all after Helgafjall and the shit we went through, but this-" she flailed her arms about in exasperation, gesturing to the many work out sets they had been doing. "-This just isn't me. I'm good for healing, and back on Helgafjall I used to sew. I can shoot an arrow okay sure, but that's about as far as I go for combat"

"Heh, I understand completely." Lodin laughed weakly. He slapped the muscle on his legs, feeling they were still lean and lithe with strength. "I'm a hunter; I shoot shit and I chase it down, end of story" His face sprung into an almost cheeky grin, lying back onto the grass with his hands resting behind his blonde hair, and staring up at the sky. "Let those two love birds do all the heavy lifting, we can't all be the same out here, we won't survive"

"Mhmm, agreed" Nina mumbled, rolling over so she faced Lodin on her belly. "We're like an ultimate team, the four of us"

Lodin looked over to stare at her, eyebrows arching upwards. "Ultimate team? Are you like ten?" he joked. Nina lightly punched his shoulder, with a laugh. Lodin faked agony, clutching his shoulder and wincing in pain.

"Shut up, you!" she giggled, "I'm serious. We've got Katla as the best fighter; Hiccup is the brains of our group, as well as pretty strong. You're like our hunter, and I serve as the healer, patching you guys up every time things go south"

"Poor Nina, doesn't get as much action," Lodin pouted, poking out his tongue and quickly leaning forward to peck her on the nose.

"Pfft, I'd rather it like that" she shook her head defiantly. Her thin fingers began absentmindedly playing with Lodin's short blonde hair. "You three fools need someone to rely on when it gets rough out there. I like the idea of being some sort of healer – always wanted to be one as a kiddo actually." She admitted.

"Really? I always took you for more of one of the women sitting on the council" Lodin frowned at her. Nina gawked at him, head tilting in confusion.

"The council, what, leading Helgafjall?" she barked a laugh. "Why on Midgard would you think that would suit me?"

While both Lodin and Nina were still devastated about the death of Helgafjall – their home and their families – they knew fate was set in stone, and nothing could be done about it. They were realists, knowing the more they focused on the path for the future, the less the pain of the past would affect them. Unlike Hiccup and Katla – whom had only woken up the day before – they had come to terms with what life had in store for them, and made a big effort to ignore the horrific events of no less than two weeks ago.

"Well, I know I would wanna be if I could argue like you" he shrugged, grinning sheepishly.

"Since when am I good at arguing, I usually just insult people until they give up talking" she smirked.

"Exactly!" it was Lodin's turn to burst into laughter. "Gods, I can imagine the look on their faces if they spent an hour or two explaining why they were right, and you just stood up and told them 'no'"

"_Ahem, I do apologize m'fellow councillo_rs" Nina spoke in the highest-class accent she could manage. "_But you do indeed appear to be mistaken, mistaken I give even the slightest shit_" Lodin and his girlfriend remained on the floor for quite some time, laughing hysterically at their own sense of humour.

"I would give… my favourite bow to watch that happen," Lodin wheezed, clutching his sides.

"I'll do it free of charge" Nina snickered. "I love a good insult, really makes the conversation interesting"

"Yah, by 'interesting' the person you're talking to tries to take a swing at you" Lodin replied, still grinning. "Hiccup and Katla might have serious balls with all the stunts they do on their Dragons, but I don't even think they would have the guts to say what you do!"

"It takes skill" Nina poked her tongue out at him. "Why offend someone with a punch or spitting on them, when you can just use words"

"Because you're like… seven inches tall!" Lodin cried with laughter. "Remember that one time we got drunk and Sven bumped into you?"

"If I remember right, I said '_I'd say you look like a yak, but I don't want to offend the poor anima_l'" Nina said proudly, only to have Lodin gawk at her and erupt into cackles.

"He was like twice your size, and he could've thrown you across the bloody town!" he shook his head in disbelief.

"Yeah, well if anyone ever gets _really_ angry at the stuff I say to them, I'll make sure my boyfriend and two strong-ass friends there to protect me" she winked back.

Within several minutes, the pair returned to the exercising; they were never the kind of people to leave a job incomplete, and with the large amount of food they'd been eating to speed up healing they needed to shed a little weight. By the end of it, they were drenched in sweat and fatigued beyond belief, but happy and proud of themselves nonetheless.

It was an understatement to say Lodin and Nina was a strange couple. Their romance steered so far off the normal path of love; some people would just consider them very close friends. While many other couples such as Hiccup and Katla – who'd only woken the day before – found solace through each other's company, lovemaking or common interests, Nina and Lodin weren't anything like that. Their lives together revolved around humour: the crude and unnecessary jokes that provided comfort when nothing else would. It may have been strange to anybody watching from the sidelines, but these two individuals made each other happier than anyone could believe possible, and they didn't want to change it for anything in the world.

Lodin and Nina might not have acted like it, but the two of them were well and truly in love with each other.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

Hiccup had been at work since sunrise, despite the urge to be with Katla, whom had only left her coma yesterday. He sat cross-legged on the dirt, his forest green eyes staring down at the ground, where he had a large map sprawled out across the campsite floor. It bore almost every island he'd ventured to, accurately drawn out and dating back as far as when he first arrived in Helgafjall, nearly three years ago.

Today wasn't like most days, however. He wasn't in search of a morning flight location, or a new place to explore. No, he was in search of a new place to call home.

It went without question that Hiccup was looked up to as some sort of leader in their little half human, half Dragon group, and the resulting pressure mounting on his shoulders was immense. Hiccup never questioned his success as the heir of Berk, because he knew nobody liked him for who he was, and nobody would have followed him anyway.

But things had changed, indeed. In Viking terms, he was close to adulthood; turning eighteen in a matter of months, and no longer the fishbone he'd been made out to be. The results of his transformation were evident, these people and Dragons he now lived alongside – who he'd come to see as family more than mere acquaintances – were willing to listen to him, and carry out his action.

Even someone as modest as Hiccup couldn't help but feel proud of himself.

The teenager shook his head with a slight growl, his focus snapping back to the job at hand. He was tired, and was having a hard time focusing on the map instead of his girlfriend.

Speaking of which.

Hiccup jumped as he felt two cool arms wrap around his stomach from behind, and the warm breath of another person on the back of his neck. A quick kiss made it's way onto Hiccup's cheek, and he turned to face the girl in question.

"Any luck, Hiccup?" Katla asked softly, brushing her long hair out of her face and smiling at him.

His face twisted into a lopsided grin. "I was working well, until some girl snuck up on me and gave me a heart attack" he rolled his eyes.

"Not her fault" she shrugged innocently, "You looked bored, and you've been eyeballing this map for hours now so I figured you could use the company" Katla sat next to Hiccup, and leant over so she hovered on top of the map, admiring the details.

"Did you just wake up?" Hiccup asked curiously.

"Yeah, still exhausted from being out for so long" she nodded, eyes not leaving the map. Hiccup knew the answer even before he'd asked her. She was still dressed in her nightclothes, which Nina had sewn for her while she was comatose. The gown was essentially a single-piece fabric, very_ thin _fabric at that, almost see-through and a ghostly white.

"How am I supposed to plan where we're going when you're in front of me… looking like _that_" he chuckled weakly, trying to keep his eyes on her face and not her clearly visible body.

"Oh shame, I was hoping you'd like it" Katla winked, being not quite as subtle as her boyfriend in the flirting. She moved away from the map and leant into Hiccup, giving a quick open-mouthed kiss.

"No, no no I think I like it" he raised his palms up in submission, trying not to grin like a fool. "Maybe you shouldn't let Nina or Lodin catch you wearing that"

"I heard you suggested them a few workout drills down deeper in the forest, so I doubt they'll be back for a couple hours" she said. "Speaking of, this afternoon do you want to get back to our training?"

Hiccup's eyebrows furrowed in open concern. "I don't want you being anymore hurt than you already are. Are you sure you won't injure yourself?"

"It's just a little fatigue, babe. I'm fine, really" Katla nodded, before cracking a wide smile. "Not that you'd be able to land a strike on me anyway"

"Ow, my heart" Hiccup snorted, chuckling at his girlfriend. "I think I'm going to cry, that was mean"

"Deal with it Dragon Boy, you're stuck with me," she said playfully, lightly punching his shoulder.

"You almost say that like it's a bad thing," he mumbled, eyeing up and down her nightgown rather obviously. "Gods, you make things unfair for other women when you look as beautiful as you do"

Katla blushed, even after being with him for more than two years, her stomach fluttered at every one of his comments. "You really know how to flatter a girl, don't you" she smiles shyly.

"Not 'a girl', only you" he shrugged, matching her smile in a more humorous manner. "And to answer your question, yeah I'd love to go a few rounds"

"Just like the good old days" Katla grinned. "I'm slacking off with my dual swords, I think some practise is overdue, especially with the armour on"

"Yeah, noticed that" Hiccup nodded thoughtfully. "I'm still not used to fighting with my new helmet on, takes some serious getting used to"

"Where even are they anyway?" Katla swivelled her head around, looking about the campsite for any sign of his jet-black and her purple flying suits.

"Nina wanted to do some repair work on them, after last month" Hiccup explained. "She thinks she can improve the inside layers which absorb the impacts, so she's tinkering with it at the little work station she has set up"

"That's nice of her" Katla smiled, "I suppose you cant have enough protection, so why not" her face dropped for a brief moment. "Damn, don't you think they should have some armour for themselves?"

"Don't even start" Hiccup sighed, shaking his head. "I keep asking them if they want me to make them something – like even just a chest plate of helmet – and they don't want one. I guess it's because they consider us the 'fighters' and therefore they don't need it"

"Just because you don't fight doesn't mean you don't need a little protection" Katla agreed. "Well you know those two, almost as stubborn as you. I'll talk to them tonight, I'm sure they'll warm up to it eventually"

"Thanks" Hiccup smiled, before his face quickly turned into a frown. "Hold up, since when am I stubborn?" he complained.

"You've got to be joking, you _so_ are" Katla laughed. "You refuse to give up on anything, like how long did my armour take?"

"That's… well that's different!" he said indignantly, trying hard to keep the smile off his face. "You can't count that, I wanted you to be as safe as possible"

"There's safe, and there's what you made" she grinned, "That suit must have taken so long, and I remember those days when you came back home so frustrated because '_oh, the design wasn't what I was hoping for_', and you _still_ persisted"

"Okay, I'm a _little_ bit stubborn" he admitted, smirking at the joy his confession seemed to bring to her face. "Why are you making such a big deal out of this?" he laughed.

"I dunno, just happy you finally conceded it" Katla giggled, leaning over and pecking him on the cheek.

"You've got to be the most confusion girlfriend ever, you know that right?" Hiccup retorted playfully. "Like, whoa I don't even know how I put up with you!" his trademark sarcasm laced his words as he rolled his eyes comically.

"I'd tell you to man up, but I think I'm too late" she laughed at the way he stared curiously at her. "You really need to shave, you know that right?"

"I haven't had the time," he admitted, running his hands over the light fuzz, which trailed over his jawline. "And I sort of like it, feels warm"

"Suits you, I like it too" she commented. "You look more mature" Hiccup focused more on the way Katla was staring at him, and less on the map he was meant to be working on. She bit her bottom lip gently, eyes raking up and down his body. A familiar tingling sensation ran through Hiccup's body and he couldn't fight the urge to move closer to her.

"Then I guess I'm not your boy anymore," he smirked, leaning over to his side and gently planting a kiss on her neck. "I'm your man"

"Mhm" she mumbled, closing her eyes and letting him overwhelm her senses.

He smelt like fresh pinewood; a strong and addictive odour - the result of hard training in the surrounding forest. There was a hint of sweat – which accompanied the pinewood, only intensifying her sensations. He wasn't back on Helgafjall; there weren't a large group of Dragons he needed to keep in line, and physical training was now a much larger part of his everyday cycle. The result was a light sweat smell, almost permanently fixated on his body. She loved it.

Hiccup's touch was invigorating, his lips lightly danced across the skin of her neck and collarbone. She couldn't hold back a blissful sigh as he shifted his body over to face her more, deepening the kiss. Katla was almost scared at how skilful he was with knowing what she wanted, whether she felt like being glided over like a feather, or wanted something rougher and more… adventurous.

"It's taking every ounce of my self control not to rip that nightgown off with my teeth and take you right here" he said lowly into her ear. The shivers going down Katla's spine only increased at his statement.

"Not… stopping you," she breathed, flushing furiously but not particularly caring. Katla could feel disappointment crush her as a wave of cold hit her: Hiccup's warm lips leaving her neck and pulling away.

"I just wish I knew where we could move on to from this place!" Hiccup groaned out of frustration, looking down to the map and completely unaware of how anti-climactic that was to his girlfriend. "I mean we can't just stay here, right? There's gotta be somewhere else we can move to; somewhere safer. Bog Islands? No, we'd have to take an enormous detour. Lavalout Island could work, but it's a little too close to Helheim's Gate for my liking"

Katla rolled her eyes at Hiccup, who continued to babble mostly to himself, but even she couldn't resist a small smile. Regardless of his ability to mess up some of their more personal moments, the way he set himself so single-mindedly on a task was very cute.

"You're such a goof" she grinned. Katla stood up from the grass and brushed her nightgown off. "I think I'll give you one more hour on that map, then after I'm dragging you down to do some sparring"

"Whatever you say, babe" Hiccup laughed. Katla bent down and gave him one last peck on the lips. "As nice as you look dressed like that, I feel cold just staring at it. Put something less see-through on, I'll be down at the training spot in an hour, promise"

"Better be" she joked, leaving his view and returning to what he assumed was her sleeping area. Hiccup's smile remained on his face for quite some time after her departure, thankful to have a woman like her being such a large part of his life.

Now, back to the job at hand.

The more Hiccup stared at the map, the more irritated he felt. Every place he'd recorded on the map was awash with both positives and negatives, only making it harder to choose where a nice place to move to would be

Freezing-To-Death? The Dragons would struggle with such a long flight north, and once they got there, the cold would likely put them in hibernation for the whole of winter. Although it was so far away, there was a guarantee he wouldn't encounter any familiar Vikings.

Berserker Isles? Not a chance. While it was a close flight from their current location, Hiccup knew living on the same island as Dagur the Deranged was a recipe for disaster.

Bog Island? His childhood friend Camacazi lived there, so any plan for maintaining a low profile was ruined then and there.

Outcast Island? Hiccup was bold, but not _crazy_.

The idea of moving to a non-Viking settlement grew more appealing every second. Helgafjall was a non-Viking place, and to say they treated him well was an understatement. What's more, they were far more likely to accept Dragons into their society, having not been caught up in an age-old war between the beasts.

Hiccup's eyes widened as he stopped looking north of where Helgafjall used to be – towards the Viking islands – and instead south. How could be so stupid, looking for Viking Islands to move to! While the Barbaric Archipelago was almost entirely populated by Viking tribes, there were still many lands populated by foreigners, almost like the Free Folk of Helgafjall.

"That's it" Hiccup whispered to himself, fingers tracing the map. He'd found it. It was a long distance to travel, being on the Northwest of the Archipelago and currently camping on the Southeast, but apart from that it was perfect.

Its name was Narbo, a small town of non-Vikings Trader Johann told him about so many years ago. Hiccup scanned the general area of the tiny settlement, and all the Viking villages near it. It rested only two day's sail south of Freezing-To-Death, making it far colder than Helgafjall, but not unbearable. It was four days North of Outcast Island, and five days North of Bog Island.

And it was nearly a week of sailing Northeast of –

Hiccup's eyes widened, as realized what he was staring at.

Berk.

Hiccup almost laughed at the idea of returning there, the place of his birth. To the teenager, it really hadn't felt like three whole years since he'd left, and yet at the same time any memories before his departure seemed so… outlandish. Had he really lived for fifteen whole years without his friends Nina and Lodin? Or what about his girlfriend, how did he get through the days without being with her? His best friend and closest companion Toothless was a part of his life as much as sleep, and the very concept of living a life without meeting him sounded absurd.

Hiccup physically sat back, and took a deep breath. Things were so different then, before Dragon Training, and when the biggest worry was his next inevitable screw-up. He was self-reliant, self-dependent back then. Nobody gave him a second glance when he was young; he had to do everything for himself, with the best support he ever received – prior to his 'success' in the ring – was food on the table when he was finished with the forge work.

Things had changed, indeed. He was taller, and far stronger; some would even go as far to say he looked like a Viking. He was a killer, a skilled fighter and apparently an excellent lover.

But most of all, he now had faith in people.

He had _friends_. The people he associated himself around were no longer by force, but because he cared for them like family. Unlike his entire life back on Berk, he trusted and truly loved the people he was with, and knew they felt the exact way about him. He could walk around their little campsite, and know in his heart that 'things wouldn't be better if I wasn't here' and 'I'm not a burden'. Through his friendship, he'd been given purpose; a chance to show who he really was and what he was capable of, all because someone chose to see him as more than a screw-up.

It was a great feeling, it really was.

Hiccup leant over to the corners of the map, and gently picked it up off the dirt. With great care, he folded it into halves, then quarters, and into smaller and smaller bits. Not once did the smile leave his face. Throughout the years and throughout the experiences, Hiccup had felt a plethora of emotions about his now long ago choice to leave his once home.

At first he felt misery, wondering if his father was happy to have him gone, and to choose the more eligible Snotlout as his Heir.

At some points it turned to frustration, as he wondered if he should have stayed; at least made an attempt to convince them that all Dragons aren't bad, and it's another strange force making them raid.

But now? Hiccup stood tall, proud of his choice. Without Berk, he was better off, and without him, they were better off.

'Let them do what they want, I'm my own person' he thought.

Happy, that's what he felt. Hiccup was happy of his choice to leave Berk, and nothing would change that.

o~0~O~0~o

(LODIN)

_THWACK!_

Lodin would tell anyone, that besides the sound of carefree laughter, the noise a make as an arrow strikes home on a block of wood is the most satisfying sounds possible.

A giddy smile crossed the boys face as the third arrow in a row made a perfect impact on the tree nearly a dozen yards away. The feather of the arrow vibrated furiously for several seconds, the immense force delivered through his longbow taking several seconds to dissipate. Lodin wasn't like other hunters, never was and never would be. He didn't feel the buzz of adrenalin coarse through his system, as he chased the inferior prey closer to its inevitable doom. He wasn't like Hiccup, who fought and trained to restore confidence that he could protect both himself and his loved ones.

No, he did it because it was hard. _Very_ hard.

To Lodin, hunting was something of almost religious importance. It was a ritual, complex in performance, but a part of his everyday life and very rewarding. Unlike other weapon-based activities he chose to not partake in – such as fighting, or woodcutting – hunting was a lifestyle. The years of checking for the faintest tracks had given him a tendency to ignore the big picture, and focus more on details most minute. His breathing remained calm and steady, even in the worst situations, so that any nearby prey would remain unsuspecting.

_THWACK!_

His fourth shot was closer to missing than the others, only just digging into the wood on the very edge of the tree trunk. The blonde-haired teenager winced slightly, his arms beginning to burn from the constant single motion of drawing back the bowstring.

His body was another thing, which differentiated from his good friend, Hiccup. When the two boys first became close friends, more than two years ago, they had rather similar builds. They were both equally tall and lean, with decent portions of muscle and close to no excess fat. But, as they surpassed the mid-teenage years, their heights may have remained the same, but their work demand increased, ensuing in large changed between them.

Lodin began to hunt more for Helgafjall, being older and playing a larger role in collecting food for the town. He lost upper body strength, and instead developed an incredible stamina – as many hunts went on for hours. His legs were very muscular from the running, but everywhere else was still just as lean as they were years ago. Hiccup was very much the same, with his increased age meaning he could spar against some of Helgafjall's older and more experienced fighters. As well as this, his jobs in the forge became more demanding, having to focus on large projects that were both physically and mentally tough.

The results were obvious.

Helgafjall wasn't a Viking town, and so the people there didn't look the part. Like Lodin, the average person was lean and light on their feet. Hiccup had packed on the muscle, giving him the 'broad-shouldered' look idolized in Viking society, and making him stand out amongst Helgafjall. He was still a far way of the build of his father and forefathers – who were giants by comparison – and in a normal Viking town he would be considered thin but regardless, his transformation was dramatic to say the least.

_TINGG!_

The exhaustion in his arms finally got the better of him, regretting his acceptance to train hours before. The fifth arrow misses the tree by a hair length, whizzing past the target and bouncing off a large boulder hidden in the trees far behind. Lodin muttered a curse under his breath, but flinched in shock when a voice echoed from the direction he'd been shooting.

"_God's holy trousers,_ do you have any idea how close that was to me?"

Despite the fact that he nearly seriously maimed a dear friend, Lodin's face split in a smirk as a second figure came stumbling into view from the pathway leading there. Lodin laughed as Hiccup did his best to maintain a serious façade, waving about his recently shot arrow - the tip broken off from the rock impact - like a surrender flag.

"Damn I was so close, maybe I'll hit you next time" Lodin grinned, watching Hiccup shake his head in disbelief, but grinning all the while.

"So much for a nice friend" Hiccup rolled his eyes, gently tossing the arrow over to its owner. The pair chuckled together, they'd had so many near-death experiences like this one, and it was almost normal. Hiccup walked closer to his friend, looking over to the target he came from, and observing the tree he'd been actually aiming for.

"Accurate as ever, I see" Hiccup commented with a smile. "I've gotten rusty with the bow, you should probably give Katla and I lessons"

"Done deal, as long as you two can teach me how to _catch_ an arrow," Lodin grinned. "Still can't believe you two can do that, bloody impossible"

"I'm sure you could pick it up" Hiccup shrugged, as if his skill at catching arrows in-flight was nothing major. "It's all about seeing where it's going to hit, and predicting"

"Yeah, well it sure looks easy" Lodin snorted. "I really hope one day you get in a fight with an archer, and I get to see the look on their face when you catch their bloody arrow"

"I think I've had my fair share of fights and scars, Lodin" Hiccup answered, tone teasing but with a small edge to it. Lodin bit back a wince, sensing the slightly forced tone his friend added to his voice. Lodin knew Hiccup was still in a bit of a bad way from the events of Helgafjall, and the scars were far from healed – both physically and mentally.

"So… have you seen Katla?" Hiccup raised an eyebrow, trying to ignore the awkward situation the two friends were in.

"Nah, you lost your girlfriend?" Lodin joked.

"Yeah totally, I mean I had her in my pocked just a minute ago but must've dropped her on the way here" Hiccup rolled his eyes, and the two chuckled. Hiccup always loved how his friend always made the lightest out of situations, and was an expert at diffusion the tension. "Well, in all seriousness, the two of us were planning on some training; last saw her about an hour ago"

"Training?" Lodin frowned, eyes casting downward at Hiccup's still-swollen wrist, tightly bandage. "Hiccup, you really going to train with that?"

"This? No it's worse than it looks" Hiccup scoffed, waving about the injured limb and doing his best to ignore the dull ache it always gave off. "If I can punch trees still, sparring should be no big issue. Besides, we'll both go easy on each other"

"Well if you die, don't say I didn't warn you," Lodin muttered. Hiccup rolled his eyes good-naturedly. "And as for Katla, no I haven't seen her. Nina ran off a while ago, so they are probably off doing girly stuff," Lodin suggested.

"Probably" Hiccup shrugged.

"So," Lodin rested his bow and arrow quiver on the ground, before sitting down himself. "Any luck with a new place to go?"

"Well…" Hiccup didn't see the harm in joining his lazy friend on the ground, and considering he had to meet Katla here, he wasn't in a rush. He sat down next to his friend, giving his legs a stretch. "…I've been looking at some places, think I could be onto one" Hiccup explained. Lodin looked clearly interested in the topic, so he continued. "It's called Narbo. Small town of about a hundred people, far Northwest of the archipelago"

"Hundred people is tiny" Lodin commented, "and Northeast?" the blonde teenager have a small whistle. "Sounds like quite the trip"

"Two weeks by boat" Hiccup mumbled. "But I've done up a few predictions, and if we use the high winds above the clouds, we could be there in three days"

"That's not too bad, actually" Lodin nodded, leaning forward and propping his elbows on his knees. "Narbo is a… _simple_ name, not very Viking like?"

"Smarter than you look, Lodin" Hiccup smirked, his joke-insult making the boy roll his eyes. "But yes, it's a small refugee island, the man who told me about this place said they were from Far East, near the mainland"

"But won't that mean they've never seen Dragons before" Lodin asked. "I mean, unless they had Dragons where they came from"

"You're probably right" Hiccup admitted. "But that also means it will be easier to convince them they mean no harm"

"I can picture it now" Lodin laughed. "Just imagine the love and support we will receive if we show up at a _Viking_ village with a Night Fury and a Skrill, two of the most dangerous Dragons"

"Sounds like a fantastic plan" Hiccup said sarcastically. "Yeah, so that means we have no choice but to move to another place not populated by Vikings"

"We could just hide the Dragons?" Lodin suggested with a shrug. "Elysia, Toothless and Viper are smart, it wouldn't be hard"

"Gods no" Hiccup muttered, eyes going wide. "Believe me, I tried that once on Berk. Those weeks were some of the most stressing days of my life. I don't think I can go through that again"

"Fine, abandon another one of my incredible ideas" Lodin gave an overly dramatic sigh, leaning back and looking skywards. "I don't even know why I share my brilliance with you"

"Right, _brilliance"_

Lodin leant back over and gave his friend a light punch on the shoulder. Hiccup laughed along with the joke.

"So when do we leave, aye?" Lodin raised an eyebrow at his friend.

"Well, I was thinking another month or so" Hiccup answered. "We're all still in a bad way from Helgafjall, and I think we should probably wait until our wounds heal fully"

"Sounds about right" Lodin nodded in agreement. The blonde teenager rose to his feet, trying to stretch out his sore arm. "I don't know what the future really has for us, but if its anything like the shit we've been through, it won't be boring"

"That's for damn sure" Hiccup mumbled, staring down his shirt to eye the ghastly scars on his chest, and still feeling the slight sting from the tattoo on his back.

"But whatever happens, with you leading this little gang I doubt we can go wrong" Lodin's face twisted into a genuine smile. He held out his hand, and Hiccup gratefully accepted it, pulling the boy to his feet.

"I never thought I'd be anything like a leader" Hiccup admitted, "I guess I just needed friends as loyal as you lot"

"Hey, no harm done" Lodin laughed. "That's what friends are for, right?" he gave Hiccup a rough pat on the shoulder, picking up his bow and making his way back up the path he came from. "I'm gonna grab a quick wash by the beach, get the sweat off me" Lodin called out. "I'll see you and Katla back at camp!"

"Yeah okay, catchya' later" Hiccup nodded, watching his friend trudge up the forest trail and out of sight.

Hiccup soon became aware of the sounds of the forest around him; the incredible peace which engulfed him. It was a beautiful day, and his plans to train with Katla for the first time in months only made things better. For the first time in a while, everything seemed to click into place.

"Gods" Hiccup breathed, grinning like a fool into the distance. "I love having friends"

**I tried to make this a little more companion-orientated chapter, focusing on the relationships between more than Hiccup and Katla, and between others in the ****group. Let me know how you think i went, after all it's your criticisms which shape my story!**

_**QUESTION TIME:**_

**What do you think of Hiccup's development as a character? I still want him to be himself deep down; caring and kind, but at the same time i want him to be shaped by the world, covered in scars and tattoos, as well as a good boyfriend. What do you think of the Hiccup V2 and how do you think Berk/Astrid will like him? (Soon, i promise!)**

**Peace! :-)**


	21. Dance With the Devil

_**DO YOU WANT YOUR IDEA/SCENE IN THE STORY?**_

**Read the Author's Note at the end of the chapter to find out how your idea or greatest wish for this story could in fact be featured! Enjoy.**

(HICCUP/TOOTHLESS)

_One Month Later…_

"Well bud, this is it" Hiccup groaned, slinging the heavy sack of goods off of his shoulder and onto the dirt in front of the Night Fury. Toothless visibly slumped at the sight of the large pack he would have to carry on the lengthy journey to Narbo.

"**Hiccup, that weighs more than you" **Toothless warbled, looking not at all pleased with the prospect. **"Half of this nonsense you don't even need, let alone myself"**

"Aw don't be like that, Toothless" Hiccup reasoned, sliding his shirt off and wincing against the cold morning air. "It's only a few days flight, for a Dragon like you it should be no problem"

"**At least you don't doubt my ability, I just don't want to carry so much unnecessary gear"** The Dragon rumbled back.

"You and Elysia have to carry most of the camp equipment, because Lodin and Nina are stuck on the back of Viper" Hiccup explained, bending down to give his back a quick stretch before he put his armor on. The Night Fury found it hard not to grin at Hiccup and the enormous tattoo on his back. It had been two months since his rider had the depiction of himself scarred onto the back, and Toothless was still awed by it. The Dragon even went as far to say he was touched by the idea that his rider wanted an image of him on his back – even if he was a _little _inebriated.

"**Well maybe if that blond friend of yours found himself a Dragon, this problem wouldn't exist"** Toothless grumbled, bending down begrudgingly as Hiccup attached the heavy sack behind the saddle.

"Aw come on bud, do you ever stop complaining?" Hiccup laughed, sitting himself on the grass next to his flying suit.

"**Thanks to you, no not really" **Toothless answered smugly. The Night Fury waited until the large pack was securely attached to his back, and quickly turned around to pounce on his sitting friend. **"Surprise!"**

"Ack! T-Toothless stop it you!" Hiccup laughed as his Dragon pinned him to the floor and lapped his face. "Thorsdammit, that- this doesn't wash out!"

"**That's the point" **Toothless chirped, pulling away as Hiccup scrambled to his feet with the best fake-scowl he could muster.

"Well, someone's feeling rather immature this morning" Hiccup rolled his eyes, shivering as his bare chest – now covered in saliva – clashed with the cold breeze. Like an obedient dog, Toothless sat on his hind legs and grinned comically at his rider.

"**You're too stressed, Hiccup" **Toothless crooned, the gummy smile quickly turning into a look of empathy. **"I worry about you; we all do. You've changed so much and it alarms me"**

"Come on bud, quit looking at me like that" Hiccup mumbled, wiping the last of his Dragon's drool off his body and bending down to pick up his armor. "We need to get ready for the journey, and we really need to- ah!" The boy was half way through sliding his gauntlets on when the Night Fury swatted it away with a scaly paw.

"**Look at you" **Toothless pleaded, gently bumping his snout against his rider's chest. **"You've gone through so much. It's a miracle you're still alive, and that's what scares me the most"**

Hiccup looked down at his chest with a heavy sigh. The changes he'd undergone were far from instantaneous – each little scar and new muscle having formed over a period of years – but nonetheless he felt like he was staring at a stranger. His muscles were more lean and defined than ever; the scars on his chest looked brutal, carving deep marks into him; his tattoo was still as fresh as the day he'd received it.

And he still hadn't come to terms with who he was.

"You're right bud" he admitted, sitting back on the grass floor. "I… I guess I'm just stressed about this journey. Narbo is a long way away, a-and what if they don't want us there? You guys think of me as some sort of leader, and I don't know what I'm doing" he quickly realized he was blabbering, and shut his mouth.

"**You don't have to go through all this alone, Hiccup" **Toothless crooned, nuzzling his face against Hiccup's. **"We're all your friends, and friends look out for each other"**

"Thanks bud" Hiccup mustered a small smile, reaching over and giving the Night Fury a hearty scratch behind the ear. The Dragon groaned in relaxation, slumping slightly into his lap in a boneless puddle. Hiccup laughed; not a nervous laughter or sarcastic one he was used to. Hiccup's head tilted to the sky and his body shuddered in joy at the sight of his best friend bringing back old memories.

The two remained in that position for quite some time, their gentle breathing accompanied by the sound of quiet birds. It took Hiccup back a number of years; when it was just him and his Dragon in the grove, cut off from the worries and terrors of the real world.

"How long has it been since we've done this, bud?" Hiccup asked, pricing the silence with his calm voice. "You're my best friend, and nowadays we hardly have the chance to be with each other"

"**Best we make the most of it" **The Dragon raised its head out of Hiccup's lap and took one of Hiccup's armor pieces in his mouth, bright green eyes flickering with mischief.

"Toothless, what are you-" Hiccup could hardly finish asking, because the enormous Dragon galloped away from him, the gauntlet still in his jaws. "Oh, so that's how it's gonna be?" his face split in a childish grin, and he too bounded away in hot pursuit.

For nearly an hour, the teenager and his Dragon forgot all about the horrors they'd been through. They chased each other about like they were back on Berk; still with their innocence and faith in normalcy. For anybody else, they would have called it mindless games.

But to Hiccup, it was just what he needed to get through this stressing time.

o~0~O~0~o

(RUFFNUT/FISHLEGS)

"They're interesting creatures, don't you think?"

Ruffnut Thorston was happily daydreaming until Fishlegs' curious voice pierced her train of thought like a steel dagger. The blond girl and still chubby boy sat alone on seats overlooking the Kill Ring, watching none other than their friend Astrid battle fiercely against a Deadly Nadder. Ruffnut would have happily joined her fellow Shield-Maiden down there with the Dragon, but much to Ruffnut's annoyance, one particular bone-headed twin brother dared her to spend some 'romantic time' with Fishlegs.

And Ruffnut never turned down a dare.

She broke her gaze from the battle below to face Fishlegs. The boy sat hunched over – his posture rather unhealthy yet firm – eyes locked onto the book he held with no distinct interest in Astrid risking her life. His short blond hair ruffled slightly in the chilly breeze, his ridiculously small helmet resting between the two eighteen year-olds. Ruffnut squinted slightly at the book Fishlegs was taking such interest in, and quickly realized he wasn't reading as much as writing.

"Uh, what's that?" she asked, not really interested in manners. Fishlegs yanked his head out from the book and stared at her cluelessly; it took her finger being thrust at the object in general to help emphasize her question.

"Oh! Well this is the second copy of the new Book of Dragons. Stoick wanted me write it a second time last month, and yeah" he flustered, thick fingers twittling in a mixture of excitement and embarrassment that he was still far from finished.

Ruffnut didn't try to act surprised, or incredibly interested. "Ah, well good on you" she muttered, looking back to the fight.

On the far side of the arena stands – between a small crowd of Viking spectators – Ruffnut could make out the overly large helmet horns of her brother, and scowled at the way he smirked back. Tuffnut made an obscene sexual gesture with his hands, before pointing at her and the thankfully unaware Fishlegs. Ruffnut could only shake her head at him, followed by several mouthed curse words.

"So um… are you going to answer my question?" Fishlegs interrupted, voice wavering between anxiety and politeness.

"Ya- what now?" Ruffnut raised an eyebrow at him.

"Don't you think Dragons are interesting creatures?" Fishlegs repeated, "The way they act, their individual abilities and characteristics that differ each class type?"

The Thorston girl stared blankly at Fishlegs for at least a moment. Giving her head a quick shake to snap back into concentration, she shut out the last part of his statement and all the confusing words with it.

"Yeah, I guess so" she shrugged. "I mean, their blood is pretty awesome"

Almost on queue, both Ruffnut and Fishlegs snapped heads to the unmistakable noise of the Nadder screeching in agony, the scarlet droplets of blood spraying across the sky in a long arc as Astrid's old but still deadly axe dug deep. The poor Dragon whimpered and stumbled as Astrid landed a powerful kick to its side; tripping the Nadder and giving the Shield-Maiden a chance to gather her strength.

Ruffnut was always confused by Fishlegs' behavior, and the way he grimaced in discomfort at such a sight only reinforced this. Why would he be so repulsed by the sight of killing Dragons, and yet write whole _books_ on how to do it?

"And… that's it?" Fishlegs asked again, his voice noticeably higher in pitch. "Nothing else you find interesting about such creatures?"

"What do you want me to say, Fish?" Ruffnut said, her voice dripping in frustration. She wasn't used to talking to the strange boy for so long, and as hard as she tried her patience was running thin. "Okay, yeah. Some of them look pretty gross and awesome but that's about it"

"Sorry" Fishlegs blurted, hands leaving the book and raising themselves in self defense. "I-I was just curious. I… I'm not good at conversation" he stared back down at his book, leaving Ruffnut to wonder why his face was reddening.

"Okay, well you've got my thoughts on this now" she muttered, folding her arms and looking back to Astrid. Ruffnut knew to some extent she was becoming a bitterer person as time went on, and her snark responses proved it. What annoyed her most however was that she didn't know why.

Was it because of Astrid, the dubbed 'Shield-Maiden from Helheim' infamous for killing Dragons and being on a so far unsuccessful quest to fulfill a prophecy. Was her best and only female friend's dangerous attitude rubbing off on her?

Was it maturity; her greatest advisory she and Tuffnut were locked in battle against? Was her dislike of the newfound responsibilities of Viking hood taking a toll on her and the way she treated others?

"I just think there might be more to Dragons than us Vikings know" Fishlegs said quietly, leaving Ruffnut to wonder if the oddball was speaking to her or himself. "I mean… look at that Deadly Nadder in the Ring" he pointed a chubby finger at the Dragon in question; the once proud and stubborn creature squawking in terror, backing away from Astrid as she twirled her axe menacingly.

It was times like this where Fishlegs considered the axe-wielding Shield-Maiden more Dragon than her prey; the way she stared almost viciously at her opponent with a wild glint in her sapphire eyes.

"What are you on about?" Ruffnut frowned, leaning forward with unexpected interest.

"While Astrid is oblivious to this, the Nadder is using its tail to knock on the doors of the other Dragon enclosures" Fishlegs explained, stating it as if Ruffnut had any idea what the words meant. "The Dragon knows there are others in the general vicinity, and trying to reach for help. This gives the Nadder an intelligence score of at least plus eleven- _much_ smarter than thought before"

While Ruffnut was largely clueless to the boy's incoherent babbling, she did manage to understand _some _of his words, and she frowned – _he was right_. The critically wounded beast stumbled around the Kill Ring – making every last effort to not be cornered by the Viking girl. All the while, its spiny tail scraped and tapped against the many cages holding other species behind it.

Unfortunately, she couldn't observe for much longer. The Deadly Nadder was at last backed to the stone wall, and the moment it ceased fleeing Astrid made her move.

"_Grraaahhh!"_ Astrid bellowed; spinning and releasing her axe in a powerful throw. The double-edged weapon sliced through the air with a gentle whistling noise, and struck home on the neck of the Dragon. Any and all reptilian cries of pain were silenced in a single, guttural choking noise, as the Nadder fell in a heap, only twitching for a brief moment until its body lay deathly still; pooling with thick blood.

Fishlegs shook his head ever so slightly at the sight of Astrid grinning at the cheering crowd, then removing her axe with a disgusting _slurp_ and proceeding to remove the Nadder's head as a prize. He had no problem with blood and gore, but what he couldn't stand was violence that was unnecessary. It's why he wrote the book instead of learning to fight: to promote survival, _not _massacre.

"Maybe we're the bad ones in this war" he whispered, sighing heavily before returning to his book.

Ruffnut didn't know what the boy was on about, and she really didn't mind not knowing. She'd spend enough time next to him to appease her brother, and she was free to leave. With nothing more than an awkward pat on his meaty back, Ruffnut stood, brushed her armor off and set off in the other direction.

"Nice talking, Fishy" Ruffnut mock saluted on her way out, keen to find something else worth occupying her mind on. She needed to get the chubby boy out of his mind, and Ruffnut prayed to Thor some meaningless wrestling with Tuffnut would help.

It wasn't until she left the Kill Ring and was half way home when she stopped dead on the pathway, drawing a short breath and a sharp smile.

"Thorsdammit, okay I admit it" she growled to herself, casting her gaze up at the clouds "he's cute"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

"I'm not going to lie, I'm excited" Nina smirked, bouncing on the balls of his feet as Hiccup and Katla finished their final flight preparations. It was late-afternoon at Horrendous Point, and over-bright sun was at last making its retreat below the watery horizon.

"I think we all are" Katla chuckled, strapping the last rucksack to the rear of Elysia's saddle. "We're all healed now from Helgafjall, so it about time we moved on from this place"

"Perfect timing, too" Lodin whistled, giving his bow an experimental draw back and quickly slinging it over his shoulder. "The island is basically empty of boars thanks to us, there's nothing left to eat here"

"Well maybe if Hiccup and Katla weren't always training they wouldn't have such bloody large appetites" Nina rolled her eyes. The two lovers in question grinned in return, exchanging a small high five.

"Honest mistake" Hiccup admitted, shrugging his shoulders. He gave his back and legs one last stretch, the joints cracking and popping. "Okay, I think that's the last of it" he declared, "We're ready to go!"

"Narbo, he we come!" Lodin sang, lifting and spinning Nina about in a large hug.

"Are you ready for this, Hiccup?" Katla asked softly. The raven-haired girl was dressed in her spiked flying armor, only missing the helmet. Over the past month, her head injuries had made a full recovery, the only mark left on her elfish face was the small scar on the left cheek when Hiccup saved her from the Skrill.

"Really starting to get sick of leaving a place I call home" he chuckled dryly. "I've come to like this place, I'll miss it"

Katla wrapped his arms and Hiccup, and like countless times over the years, let the warmth of her embrace comfort him in ways words never could. "You don't suffer alone, Hiccup. We've all grown fond of this place"

"You're right" he laughed weakly, nuzzling his face in her shoulder. "I'm selfish, sorr- ah!" his apology was bluntly halted when Katla gave him a quick flick with her fingers on his nose.

"That's not what I mean, dummy" she giggled softly. "I mean that none of us know how much you're hurting, but we still have a slight idea of what it's like" her eyes cast downwards briefly, and she brushed her long hair out of her face. "You've had to leave your home more than any of us, and we're here to help you. That's what friends and family are for"

"Family" Hiccup echoed, grinning and nodding. "I could get used to that"

"Chin up, Dragon boy" Katla stood on her toes and gave Hiccup a small peck on the lips. "Behave well on the flight and we'll see what happens when we land" she blushed, smiling shyly at the sentence she hardly thought about before saying.

"I could _definitely_ get used to that" Hiccup laughed, only grinning harder when Katla jokingly hit him.

"You two lovebirds done with the soppy talk?"

At breakneck speeds, both Hiccup and Katla turned to face Lodin and Nina. The blond boy and short brunette both stood shoulder to shoulder, leaning against their Changewing with equal smirks of humor. Katla's blush only increased as the other couple snickered like a pair of infants.

"Uh, yeah we're good to go" Hiccup coughed awkwardly. Since their arrival to the remote island, Lodin and Nina had bumped into his and Katla's more intimate moments many times, and never did it get any less awkward.

"Sure you two aren't gonna run off into the bushes and finish?" Nina suggested her voice jokingly polite. Hiccup could only shake his head and let the two other teens laugh it out.

"Hilarious, Nina" Kata said tonelessly, pulling away from Hiccup. "Now we're loosing sunlight, let's get going before we run out of time"

"Agreed" Hiccup nodded, looking over to where Toothless was waiting rather impatiently. "Okay bud, ready to go?"

"**Thought you'd never ask"** the Night Fury warbled back, nuzzling his face in the boy's chest affectionately.

"Alright gang, let's get going" he smiled, gesturing to their Dragons. "Hold on, Katla did you pack the Dragon Manual with your gear?" Hiccup froze and turned to Katla, who was mounting her Skrill with gusto.

"No, you stored it in your pack, I remember" Katla shook her head at the boy, smiling at how someone usually so smart could occasionally be forgetful.

"Right, right" Hiccup sighed, grinning back at her. "Well then, off we go"

By the end of the hour, any signs of Hiccup, Toothless, Katla, Elysia, Lodin, Nina and Viper were long gone. As a single unit, the seven of them took to the skies and were far out of arrow range or even visibility.

Hiccup and Toothless – as always in their flying sessions – lead from the front, with the other two Dragons and their riders behind, in a triangle formation. Katla passed the time sharpening her swords back to perfection, being unable to talk to her boyfriend over the howling winds. Lodin and Nina – to nobody's surprise – chatted away and joked nonstop.

Their journey of five thousand miles had at last begun, and with it Hiccup was given a chance to think.

_Family_

The word bounced around Hiccup's skull like an uncoordinated fish in a barrel. It was a word that held so much meaning to Hiccup, but for reasons he was unknown of. How did he know what family was? The teenager had no direct family – or proper one, to be more specific. His father never treated him the way a son should, and as a result Hiccup felt like the man was more a Chief to him than any significant family figure.

Like a funny odor, the memory of his mother followed him throughout his life; haunted him like a terrible spirit. He loved her, even in her absence. Hiccup couldn't remember what she looked like, or what she ever did for him; yet he treated her with a love matching a parent who was actually there.

And that was it.

Hiccup was starved of family love all his life: A father who gave him little to no care; a mother who made up for Stoick in spirit, but never in physical presence. Hiccup had no sisters or brothers, and Snotlout was… well Snotlout.

So why didn't this lack of love crush him? How was boy-turned-man not broken down through grief like anybody else would have been?

Looking back at the three riders behind him with a sad smile, the answer became clear enough. Family is not in the blood, it's in the bond. It's the relationships you form with someone that draws you to them and keeps you with them forever.

Trjonn was Hiccup's family. The man had taken him under his wing so many years ago, and shaped him to the man he was now. Whereas his memories with Stoick were clouded over by scowls and scolding, the Hiccup's memories of Trjonn were far from that.

He remembered telling Trjonn of his relationship with Katla, and the way he grinned at the news.

He remembered the dinners with his large family, and the way he felt more at home than ever before.

He remembered each and every training session; the incredible pain that was always for the best, and made him into a remarkable warrior.

Trjonn had shown him what a family was all about, and thanks to that the feeling of love continued on even without Helgafjall.

Lodin had transformed day by day to the brother he always dreamed of. His humor managed to make the best of every situation, and was always there for advice and company. The both held individual and unique personalities, and yet they maintained countless similarities and common passions which they discussed at length.

Nina was less of a friend, and now more of a wild cousin. Her constant witty remarks put his sarcasm to shame, and seemed to make every encounter both exciting and potentially dangerous. She was almost like a baby child; just about every second of the day he found her frustrating, but Thor almighty would he be angry if someone took her away.

Katla was and always would be his lover; his paramour. She had perhaps the most profound effect on him, being his first girlfriend and the first to scrape away the lonely demeanor and reveal his true self and capabilities. She possessed a beauty unlike any other, and he loved her with all his heart.

Hiccup grinned, as the memories of saying something a month ago came flooding back.

"I don't love my friends," he shook his head, looking ahead with newfound excitement and passion. "_I love my family_"

The group carried on, their destiny pushing them forward like the wind itself.

o~0~O~0~o

(ASTRID/STOICK)

Stoick the Vast's now-graying facial hair upturned at the edges, a rare genuine smile tugging at his lips. The elderly Chief couldn't remember the last time he had guests over for a meal, and while he'd never admit it, he thoroughly enjoyed having someone cook for him.

"Stoick, once again thank you for having us" Astrid smiled, bowing her head in respect.

"Agreed, it's been too long since we had a proper feed outside of the Meade Hall" Frida Hofferson said. Astrid's mother, along with her father, had abandoned their usual armour and worse casual clothes to such an occasion. Astrid on the other hand remained in her typical spiked dress and shoulder plates, with a red undershirt.

"Ah'll admit, the cooks could take a lesson or two when it comes to cooking" Stoick laughed, the three Hoffersons joining in.

"Well then, let's get to it" Horik grinned, gesturing to the table and plethora of food stacked on it.

The four Vikings tucked into a hearty meal of roast Boar and Yak, and even as some of the Village's wealthiest they spared no time with decency. It was a matter of minutes before the mead ignited a disjointed conversation, and scraps of food spotted the floor.

"I mean sure, Berk's raids aren't exactly pretty, but compared to other Villages we aren't that much worse" Horik suggested, voice wavering with tipsiness. He leant forward over the table, staring at his friend Stoick with wide eyes. "Ah heard the Berserkers get Thunderdrums on their shores, and the Outcasts have the occasional _Bonenapper_ prowling"

"Horik, that's insane" Frida snorted, rolling her eyes while scraping at the flesh on a boar leg. "The Bonenapper is just a myth, nobody's even seen it"

"Don't let Gobber catchya sayin' that" Stoick muttered, shaking his head. "He's sworn he saw it, won't rambling about as soon as someone mentions it" Horik and Frida both grinned at Stoick, fully aware of Gobber's wild 'adventures' as a youth.

"Aye, he's wanted it's head for years now" Frida laughed.

"Could just get Snotlout to kill it for him, being the _best_ Dragon slayer he is" Astrid muttered absentmindedly, staring at her fingers as she toyed with her eating knife.

Dead silence.

It took no less than a moment for Astrid to realize she'd said that aloud, and with wide eyes her head shot up to stare at three stunned Vikings. There were few times the Shield-Maiden openly admitted to being scared, but following her offhand remark about the Heir of Berk in front of the Chief left her face pale.

"Thor, I-I'm so sorry Stoick" She burst, fully aware just how sarcastic her comment was.

Her tightly drawn lips loosed in a confused frown the second Stoick, Horik and even Frida burst into laughter.

"Daughter! I raised you better than that!" Frida laughed, slapping her hand on the table. Astrid's father was killed over the table, clutching his sides in mirth. Even _Stoick_. The red-haired Chief heaved in throaty laughter along with the others.

"Lass that's quite the idea" Stoick grinned, shaking his head. "My Heir could use a vacation from work, and I could use a vacation from him!" Astrid laughed nervously, still bewildered as to how she wasn't in trouble for such a remark.

Even someone unfamiliar with Astrid would be able to tell she lacked in social skills – even by Viking standards. Despite living harsh lives in the cold and Dragon-infested lands, most Vikings managed to scrape by the days with a smile making the most of the short lives they had. Astrid didn't fall under the same as these men and women; she didn't have time for luxuries such as enjoyment and childish games. Astrid trained whenever she was of no use to her Village through jobs. Her reputation had spiraled in many directions: she was a tireless worker, a near-emotionless Dragur and completely relentless in the Kill Ring – both against men or beasts.

"Snotlout is… difficult" Horik raised his eyebrows, choosing his words carefully. "Quite high thoughts on himself, a bit stuck up"

"A bit?" Stoick echoed, staring at Astrid's father incredulously. "Don't beat around the bush, laddie. I think we all know the mistake I made with choosing him. Hardly surprised his legs can carry that ego on his shoulders"

"Aye, and he's been mistreating my daughter" Horik said, voice an octave lower as he cast a brief glance to Astrid.

"Dad, I can take perfect care of myself" Astrid growled, rolling her eyes.

"Snotlout's been pressuring you all your life, lass" Stoick sighed. "Thank Thor you have a responsible father with half a brain not to accept those damn contracts"

Astrid was truly surprised to be hearing such things from Stoick – about his own heir. Yes, Snotlout wasn't his heir by blood, but surely the Chief had developed some sort of attachment to the child? Especially with his lack of family.

"Can't you forbid him?" Astrid interrupted. "I mean, you're Chief"

"Aye, but that won't do nuthin'" Stoick muttered. "Contracts can only be approved by a Chief, yes. But he's got every right to ask for your hand"

"Well he isn't getting it" Horik smiled tightly, offering Astrid a short pat on the shoulders.

"You're a fine warrior, Astrid" Stoick grinned, his dull green eyes flickering with approval that made the girl in question sprout a rare smile of joy. "Shame you weren't born on Bog Islands, you'd be the female Chief for sure"

"I'm not destined for leadership, Chief" Astrid smiled, shaking her head in polite refusal. "It's always been my dream to serve those with a higher power"

"Truly, one of a kind" Stoick chuckled, before turning to Astrid's father. "Quite tha teenager you have. You two are lucky to have such a true and loyal Viking"

"Aye, lucky we are" Horik declared proudly, "Almost as lucky as the man to earn this picky woman's heart" The three adults all shared laughter at the mentioning of this, and Astrid felt almost embarrassed to so quickly become the conversation topic.

"He'll show himself one day, Horik" Frida reasoned lightly. "Nobody's beaten Astrid in the ring, so whoever this man is, he'll be a force to be reckoned with and damn worthy of her"

"Here here" Stoick grinned, raising his flagon in a small toast before downing it. "For Astrid, and her lover-to-be!" Horik and Frida both heartily agreed, raising their own mugs and slurping at the sickly sweet mead"

"It's pretty funny, actually" Horik smirked, wiping his lips of the drink. "That damned prophecy says this man won't love her back!"

"Nonsense" Stoick snorted. The Chief knew that while Gothi's foreshadows were very reliable, they were able to be counteracted, meaning there was a chance it could be wrong. Astrid knew this too, and a large part of her prayed it was true.

"Aye, like what kind of women would be better than my dear Astrid!" Horik laughed.

Astrid struggled not to blush at the proud comments from her dad. Confidence bristled within the Shield-Maiden; surely there was no person more impressive than her?

Astrid was right, in a part. There was no _Viking_ woman more impressive, beautiful or dangerous than her.

Free Folk weren't Vikings.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

"I spy with my little eye, something beginning with…"

"-A fist on your throat" Katla shook her head in frustration, trying to kill the grin stirring on her lips. Lodin had been playing the pointless game for untold amount of hours, and with several days in the air already gone; her fatigue was getting the better of her.

"Aw come on Katla, I always assumed you were good at this game" Nina laughed, supporting her blond boyfriend with a wicked smirk. Katla loved the two of them like family, but even someone as tolerant as her grew frustrated with there unending jokes.

"Unbelievable, you two" Katla sighed, giving up and letting the grin sink across her lips.

"Ah, see! Told you I could make her smirk" Lodin whooped with joy.

Katla gently edged Elysia forward, ahead of her two colleagues to her boyfriend who lead the group from the front. Even several yards away and over the howling wind, she could make out the sound of Hiccup groaning loudly through his flying suit. Leaning over, he had both his hands pinning a portion of a map to his leather saddle; desperate to read off it yet keep it safe and secure in his hands. As Katla crept closer in the air to the teenage boy, she couldn't help but marvel at the suit he wore. The Nightshade Steel plates that made up his armor looked deadly but almost invisible as he sat on the back of his equally black Night Fury.

"Everything okay, babe?" Katla called out, pulling up along side Hiccup. Elysia and Toothless began their own little conversation through a series of barks and growls.

"Yeah I think so" Hiccup answered loudly, tracing his finger over the map. "I'm worried we made a wrong turn possibly"

"Possibly?" Katla echoed. She could hear Hiccup sigh through his helmet and shrug back at her.

"Just trying to figure out where on the damn map we are" he continued. "I didn't expect the area around us to look like this, so we might not be in the correct location"

Hiccup was right. On their journey Katla had been told – along with everyone else – that they would be cruising on nothing but clear skies and cool breezes. The wind they flew through was anything but, thick white fog severely limiting vision and the icy wind leaving all four of them shivering.

"We could have overshot our turn" Hiccup mumbled, staring down at the map keenly. "Or maybe turned too early?"

"Hiccup it's the middle of the night, perhaps it's just poor weather confusing us and we're going fine" Katla reasoned, knowing Hiccup was one to easily panic. Her boyfriend nodded slightly, his shoulders relaxing as he studied their map with more relaxation.

Katla's eyes wandered from her love to the dense smoke around them. She remembered Hiccup describing a similar looking location many years ago; a place Vikings would travel to and risk their lives.

No, they couldn't have flown that far off course, right?

"Helheim's Gate" Katla whispered to herself. The gentle whistling sound of objects passing her caught her ears, and by the way Hiccup didn't react she could only assume he was oblivious.

Katla stared blankly at an object far away over Hiccup's shoulder, making its way towards him. Her stomach froze in terror as what she could only guess was a small Dragon made its way towards Hiccup.

"_HICCUP!"_ she screamed, pointing at the foreign beast making its way towards the boy. Hiccup's head shot up in reaction, and looked at where she gestured.

Only then did she realize this was no Dragon; but much worse. Hiccup was too late; he could only stare in equal horror as the projectile slammed into him and his Dragon – both of them crying out in pain. It was a bola fired from the ground, not a Dragon.

Like a pair of stones, Hiccup and Toothless fell out of the sky to their doom.

**Dun dun dunnnnn Poor Hiccup, always getting beaten down aye?**

**Now, onto what you came here to read:**
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	22. From Rumors to Legends

**Just a warning, this chapter may be intense for some of the more sensitive viewers. Contains torture and other angst moments. Enjoy!**

**So close... So close for the moment you've all been waiting for!**

(HICCUP)

Hiccup was numb, his limbs throbbing uselessly with no real feeling to them.

Memories of the events no more than minutes ago were incoherent beyond belief; it had all happened so quickly and part of the boy was still questioning if it was all reality. One moment he was on his Dragon reading off the map, and the next he fell straight out of the sky, his arms and Night Fury pinned by some unknown object – no, a _bola._ It was only a flicker in his usually bustling mind; a single image he remembered seeing before his untimely defeat. The bola came from his left flank, taking him completely by surprise and striking him very hard. His answer – much to the boy's annoyance – only led to more questions. Was he the intended target? Who actually shot him, and from such a long range how was that even possible?

Where even was he?

Hiccup coughed loudly, the sickly taste of blood fresh on his lips and throbbing headache conjuring memories of his many hangovers back in Helgafjall. He was staring at what looked like a white wall of smoke, and it took several moments for his brain to realize that was in fact the sky. Hiccup growled silently to himself, shocked at his own stupidity. This wasn't mere clouds he looked up at, it was fog; smoke. Elysia would have been able to control the weather if it was just clouds, why on Midgard did he not think of that before?

Something cold began to well beneath the boy's stomach; fear. He could hear his father's voice echo within his skull, warning him.

"_Dad, what's Helheim's gate like?" Hiccup asked his infant eyes wide with excitement._

"_Son, it's a very bad place" Stoick said gruffly. "Nobody's been in there for more than a day; it's a place full of thick white smog the devils love to hide in"_

Was he in Helheim's Gate? It made some degree of sense to Hiccup. He'd never seen fog like this before and it was hauntingly cold here.

But it wasn't until moments later when Hiccup's logic returned to the rescue. There was no chance at all he was in Helheim's gate. Last time he looked at the map he was several thousand miles from it; it was impossible to have traveled so far 'accidentally'. What's more, shouldn't there be many Dragons? Stoick always told him how many thousands of the beasts lay in the smoke, and they'd been traveling in it for hours and encountered nothing but a bola.

Hiccup's green eyes drew away from the white sky to his surroundings. Whereas he'd expected to have landed on a ship or a large rock, he found himself on an island. The land around him was no less bleak than the sky itself; any and all trees were void of life, dead and extremely burnt. No plants or animals ran about in this land, and the floor was nothing more than a mix of gravel and dirt.

But most noticeable, was the tree that pinned Hiccup down.

Hiccup's breath hitched in his throat, as his nerves caught up to him and a searing pain ran through his legs. A log maybe three or four times as thick as him lay across his shin bones, rooting him to the ground and unable to move. Panic seeped into his veins, as Hiccup tried to heave the log off of him but to no avail. The dead tree weighed much more than him and without people to help he was hopeless.

_Toothless_

Hiccup gasped, shifting his weight and the force of the tree against his leg searing in pain. The log on him kept him still to reduce the pain, and as far as he could see his Night Fury wasn't in sight. Fear and worriment only continued to grow as Hiccup was left in a stunned silence; alone without help.

"_Hiccup! Where are you?"_

Katla's terrified voice rang out across the land, and relief flooded through Hiccup. With a shaky smile, he cupped his hands over his mouth and returned the yell.

"_Katla, over here!_" he bellowed.

It took less than a minute for both Elysia and Viper to find the trapped teenager, and neither of them wasted any time reaching for his aid.

"Oh Gods" Katla gasped, falling down on her knees beside Hiccup's chest. "Hiccup, can you feel your legs?" she asked; her eyes wide with horror.

"Yeah… yeah I think they're fine" Hiccup groaned, looking down at them under the tree. "There are some rocks next to my feet keeping most of the weight off me, but I'm still stuck" The boy shakily cast his glance to the left and right. "Toothless, please tell me Toothless is okay" he croaked.

"He's over here!" Nina cried out, her voice several yards away but out of Hiccup's sight. "He- he's still wrapped up in the bola but otherwise okay"

"He must have hit the old tree when he crashed" Lodin gawked, running over to help her girlfriend free the poor Night Fury.

"Yeah, that would explain why it fell on me" Hiccup breathed, his voice wavering.

"O-Okay babe this is going to hurt, but you'll be okay" Katla stammered, taking hold of his hand. "Elysia and Viper are gonna try pull this Thor-forsaken log off of you and we'll be out of here, okay?"

Hiccup smiled weakly at his girlfriend and made a gentle hushing sound. "Shhh Katla, you need to calm down, I'm fine"

"It's always you getting hurt, Hiccup" Katla shrieked, gripping his hands tightly. "I'm… I'm so scared one day you won't make it!"

"**Hiccup! Are you okay?"** An equally worried roar echoed across the island, and seconds later Hiccup found himself staring up at the distraught face of a Night Fury.

"Toothless, there you are!" Hiccup winced, "Bud, I'm fine, just please get this thing off me" he winced.

"Okay everyone; we've got to move the tree" Katla nodded furiously, resting her hands on the tree and giving an experimental lift. "_Shit_ this thing is heavy" Lodin and Nina agreed heartily, standing by Katla's sides trying to lift the log up.

"_There tha Dragon is, ah can hear it! Follow me men, I told you ah shot it!"_

Oh no.

The entire group froze, and Katla's face turned white like the sky itself. The voices were undeniably Vikings; and Toothless' roar alerted them that their target was caught.

"Hurry, _now_" Katla hissed, eyes growing wet with tears as Hiccup's three friends _and_ the Dragons began shoving violently at the tree keeping Hiccup stuck. It hardly budged.

"You guys… you all need to get out of here" Hiccup blurted, the voices growing louder from the trees around him. "They'll take me prisoner for sure, you can rescue me then"

"No bloody way" Lodin snarled, drawing his bow. "They want to mess with one of us, they mess with all of us" Elysia growled dangerously low in agreement, her amber eyes glowing with rage and focusing on any nearby Vikings approaching.

"Please, no" Hiccup begged, staring up at the hills that surrounded them. "They have the high ground, and Thor knows how many of them they are. Just get out of here and protect yourselves, I'll be fine"

"Don't play Mister Selfless with me, Dragon Boy" Katla shook her head, tears falling. "We can't leave you here, and-and what about Toothless?" She pleaded desperately, gripping his hand tightly. "He can't fly without you"

"Not true" Hiccup coughed, pointing a shaky finger at her. "You know the controls to his tail fin, and can get him to safety" Gently, Hiccup cupped his hand on her cheek and drew a sad smile. "Trust me Katla, I'll be fine. I know how Vikings work, they'll take me back to their Chief, throw me in their dungeon but they won't kill me. Rescue me then, but if you stay with me now you all die"

"_Ah think they're down the gully over there!"_

Hiccup whipped his head in the direction of the voice, and then looked back to Katla with wide eyes. "Go, _please_ Katla" he begged.

She wanted to scream at him; to grit her teeth like a beast and fight against the Vikings until the bitter and bloody end. Katla had lost too much in her life and she didn't want to let him go the same way she let Trjonn go. But like Trjonn, Hiccup gave her one last look of desperation, and her rebuttal died in her throat.

"Please" Hiccup whispered, giving her hand a squeeze. "If you stay you all risk death"

"Damn you and your selflessness" Nina said solemnly, shaking her head.

"We'll be back for you the moment you're unguarded" Katla whispered, letting go of the log and mounting Toothless in one smooth motion "I promise, we'll be watching over you"

"I believe you, just go!" Hiccup groaned, watching as her girlfriend struggled with the foot controls, but eventually steer the Night Fury into the sky, along with Lodin on Elysia and Nina on Viper.

"_Odin's Beard that sounded like a Dragon taking off"_

"_Ah swore I hit one, a-and it had the Rider on it!"_

The gravity of the situation caught up to Hiccup and his stomach twisted into a painful knot of fear. He wasn't fighting on even grounds against a Roman Legate, nor was he trying to bring down a powerful Skrill with an arsenal of weaponry.

No, he was trapped in a cage like a rat, and not even the gods themselves could save him now.

Hiccup was unsure where exactly his three friends would go, and he prayed to Thor they would stay close. The teenager knew these Vikings would begin a search for the Dragons across the forest, and if Katla, Lodin and Nina chose to hide in there it would mean trouble.

"Ah! Oh where am I?" Hiccup cried out loudly, making every possible effort to draw attention to himself and not his recently fled companions. One by one, like rabbits on a grass hill, heads popped into view and looked down on him from the smoky dirt mound. Sadly for Hiccup, these men were no rabbits; they bore devastating rusty weapons, and their armor reeked of blood both man and Dragon. "God's, I'm in for it" Hiccup whispered to himself. The men advanced on him as a single unit, mutters and growls echoing across the forest.

"Well well well, looks like we've got ah'selves a Dragon-Riding fool everyone on these seas been talkin' about" a man particularly close snarled, his face twisting into a malicious grin. Time seemed to slow for Hiccup, as his fatigue-wrecked brain clicked into place. The stench of the Vikings near him – bad, even by Viking standards. Their weapons; poorly made, rusted and stained with an all manner of blood. Their dress code – that lacked to say the least. No general attire or village banner, just scraps. The dreadful condition of the environment, and the smoke surrounding the place.

He knew where he was.

"Well, Dragon Rider" the Viking gave a smile that sent shivers down the boy's spine. _"Welcome to Outcast Island_"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

Hiccup had been right in his predictions, mercifully.

The Outcasts followed the same hostage protocol the boy knew back from Berk – covering his head with a sack and freeing him from the log before dragging him out of the forest. Hiccup drew from every training session on Helgafjall to keep calm and collected, but he was fighting a loosing war in his mind. Apart from the mild interrogation when he arrived at Helgafjall so many years ago, this was his first true hostage situation, and the repercussions of such an action quickly caught up to him. These men could possibly _torture_ him for details on how to ride Dragons.

And while fear began to dig its roots into Hiccup, he remained steely not to give up information.

As the blind walk out of the forest to their 'Village' grew longer, the anxiety of inevitable pain only increased. He knew their torture would hurt – possibly more than anything in his life – but he knew the pain would be nothing in comparison to giving in.

'I'll lie to them' Hiccup thought to himself, wincing as his toe kicked a protruding boulder on the dirt, summoning several dry laughs from the Outcasts escorting him. 'I won't tell them how to train Dragons, not ever. I'm sure these Vikings will believe at least some of the things I'll say to them'

It wasn't long until the terrain under Hiccup's boots changed, along with the smell and sounds around him. Whereas for the previous hour or two he'd been trudging through ash and dirt, he now found himself walking along poorly made cobble pathways; his Nightshade Steel Armour gently clinking against the stone with each step. The smell had gone from cold winter air with a hint of burning wood to a stench of overcooked meat and perhaps the worst body odor he'd ever experienced.

And lastly, he could now here the enraged roars of trapped Dragons.

His experience with the beasts gave him an immense advantage in this kind of situation; even with a bag over his head and from hundreds of yards away could Hiccup distinguish the faint echo of Dragons just from the sounds they made.

A loud squawk reverberated past his ears, and immediately an enraged Nadder sprung to mind.

Far quieter but no less angry, high pitched chirps and squeals erupted from an unknown location near him. Hiccup held down a small smile, envisioning a pack of Terrible Terrors chasing an Outcast crazy enough to attack them all.

And then a vicious hiss – echoing around the unknown structures near him. It sent shivers down his body, hearing a Dragon so angry, especially one so rare.

"You… you captured a _Whispering Death?"_ Hiccup asked aloud, moments before feeling a sharp pain on the back of his head. "Ow!" he winced.

"You keep yer trap shut or I'll cave your skull in" a man behind him snarled. "We're here, best behavior for Alvin would ye?" he chuckled lowly.

_Alvin the Treacherous._

Hiccup felt the pit of dread in his stomach grow that much larger at the mentioning of his name. Alvin had lead the Outcasts for many years now, and his reputation of petty banished thief had exploded to one of the most ruthless Vikings in the archipelago. The sounds around Hiccup seemed to echo more intensely, and as the light grew more and more faint he could only assume he was being led through a tunnel.

Hiccup had never met Alvin before, which he considered a blessing. Only rumors of the man's brutality existed before this situation, but that alone was enough to scare him.

"Sit 'im down" a hoarse voice growled.

Hiccup felt someone strike the back of his knees, and he buckled under his own weight. Biting back a yelp of shock, he slammed down on a chair, and before he could think straight he felt his hands yanked behind his back and chained together.

"Now, let's see who – or _what_ – we have here, aye boys?" the voice mocked.

With one powerful yank, the sack was torn off of his helmet. For several painful seconds, Hiccup blinked away the change in light, and came to terms with his surroundings. While he expected to find himself in the Outcast equivalent of a main hall, he could only guess they chose to skip that step and take him straight to the dungeons. The room he stood in was small, only a dozen yards wide and long, with a roof only just tall enough to accommodate the large Vikings who surrounded him. Hiccup made a safe guess that the tallest of the four Vikings in front of him was Alvin; his face torn between a scowl and grin. Alvin's face was a scarred mess, adorned by a charcoal black beard that surrounded his head like a lion's mane. His nose was also crooked rather violently, giving Hiccup the impression this man could take damage as well as he could give it.

"Quite the armour you have on, twig" Alvin chuckled. "If I was half my weight I might even take it for me'self" several of his Viking companions gave a throaty laugh as Hiccup clenched his jaw tightly. While he was only several inches shorter than the average Viking he was far from as bulky, mostly due to his natural build and strict exercise habits.

Hiccup felt a second sharp yanking on his face, and before he knew it his helmet was torn off, baring all to see in front of the Outcasts. Two of Alvin's men scurried off into a nearby corner, clutching his helmet while muttering things like 'whatsit made of?' The Outcast leader himself, however, took several steps forwards, the grin trained on Hiccup only deepening.

"Pretty one, aye?" he muttered to the boy. "And here I was expecting you to be some sorta monster or demon. Clearly I wasted effort capturing a mere boy"

"Well, if you want to let me go I won't exactly complain" Hiccup replied dryly, eyes locked on the floor at Alvin's feet.

"And a smart mouth too?" Alvin commented, reaching out and grabbing Hiccup's long hair. With a powerful tug, and groan of pain, Hiccup's face was lifted to he and Alvin saw eye to eye. "Trust me kiddo, keep flapping that tongue of yours and we'll find out what happens to pretty-lookin' smart asses on this island" he snarled, releasing Hiccup's hair and letting his head sag down.

"What do you want from me?" Hiccup asked voice quieter than earlier.

"I think we'll start with introductions" Alvin chuckled, gesturing for his sidekicks to leave. The Vikings who escorted him to dungeon left, along with the ones fawning at his forged helmet, leaving only Alvin and another Viking at his left. "I'm Alvin the Treacherous, Chief of Outcast Island"

"Pleasure."

"-And this is Savage, my second in command" Alvin pointed to a shorter but no less fearsome Viking at his side. "And if you don't do exactly as I say, you'll be gettin' _real_ close with him" Alvin grinned. Savage cracked his knuckles and placed a hand on his belt, where a whip and sword laid in wait.

Hiccup gulped, feeling much less confident than he did not a moment ago. Of course, how could he forget the torturing?

"Now, Dragon Rider" Alvin spat, "tell us about you, won't ya?"

Hiccup sent a silent prayer of thanks to the gods that Alvin had never met him before. If the Outcast Chief knew he was the lost Heir to Berk the situation would be… worse to say the least. With a deep breath for clarity, Hiccup answered.

"Fjalar. People call me Fjalar"

"Deceiver, aye?" Alvin drew his face close to Hiccup's, and the boy had to fight back the urge to gag at his breath. "Such Viking name for a foreigner, don't you think?" Hiccup frowned without really thinking. Since when was Hiccup a foreigner?

"Thought you had me, didn't you?" Alvin snarled, minute globs of spit landing on Hiccup's face. "With your fancy southern accent and tan, I can tell you're not from this part of the world!"

"Yes, it's true" Hiccup bluffed, nodding weakly in hope the case would be dropped. The boy's head all of a sudden became a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. Had he really changed so much that not even someone like Alvin could see he was born a Viking?

"Now where's your Dragon, or should ah say, your _Night Fury?_" he snarled. Hiccup's jaw slackened, and his freckled face turned uncharacteristically white. How on Midgard did he – of all people – have the slightest indication that his Dragon was _the _Night Fury?

"What… what makes you think my Dragon is a Night Fury" Hiccup asked, the many barriers of self-assurance being broken down with every one of the Outcast's questions.

_Smack!_

Alvin's hand slapped across Hiccup's face with blinding speed and force, rocking the chair violently and only just keeping the him upright. The teen whimpered in pain, his stinging cheek bright red within seconds.

"Don't you _dare_ fuckin' take me for a fool, kid" Alvin barked, thrusting a finger in Hiccup's face. "Trader Johann may exaggerate his stories, but he's never lied- _especially_ to me. Him and a dozen other sailors traveling with him saw you with that black Dragon to a cute little fly by years back" Alvin's lips upturned in a devious smirk. "And _every_ Viking with half a brain knows the sound of a Night Fury"

'How do you know, then?' Hiccup mentally added. No amount of pain would end his witty attitude.

"So I'll ask one more time, _one more time_ before things get rough. Was the Dragon ya came here on, a Night Fury" Alvin asked slowly, leaning forward and half hoping Hiccup gave him an excuse to hurt him more.

Hiccup nodded. "Yes, it's a Night Fury" he answered.

"Good, good" Alvin smirked. "Now where-"

"I've got something to ask the twig" Savage interrupted, scowling at the boy. Alvin cast a brief glance of surprise at the usually spineless second-in-command and decided to let him continue. "It was one of my bola-launchers who shot you down" he continued, "the men who fired at it said you weren't the only one they saw out there"

Hiccup stiffened in his seat, posture turning rigid like stone.

"What were those Dragons doing behind you and did they have little Riders of their own?" Savage asked, the new smile on his face truly living up to his name.

Hiccup's brain worked over time with ever passing second, trying to think of an adequate response yet keeping the truth concealed. 'Did they have little Riders of their own?' sprung back into his head, and his eyes widened ever so slightly. They didn't see Katla, Lodin and Nina?

"I…" Hiccup licked his lips, feeling beads of sweat running down his brow. "I was being chased," he answered. Alvin and Savage's looks of displeasure continued to exist on their faces, and he felt the need to elaborate. "A-A Skrill and Changewing were chasing after me, trying to attack me. I flew into the mist trying to hide from them and you people shot me down" he lied.

That seemed to spark a response. Alvin snorted with amusement while Savage nodded thoughtfully.

There was a brief silence that enveloped the room. Alvin stared tensely at Hiccup, chest heaving as a multitude of thoughts ran through his head. After several seconds, he asked the one question Hiccup saw coming.

"How do ya do it?"

Hiccup's breath hitched in his throat, as he had to physically force the answer being babbled out. He didn't care that he was scared, and he didn't care about the inevitable pain; he would go through it all to keep his silence.

"You're going to have to be more specific" Hiccup answered calmly, thankful they couldn't see his trembling hands behind his back.

"Lemme at'im, Alvin" Savage growled, "This fish bone will crack within minutes of my treatment" the man's hand wandered to the dagger at his waist and Hiccup could feel his lungs empty themselves. Alvin raised a single hand at the smaller Viking and the threats stopped. Hiccup braced for a second strike, but was somehow more intimidated when the Outcast leant in with a devious smirk.

"Look, 'Fjalar' or whatever the Hel your name is" he began, rather calmly. "It seems your little _pet_ ran off after you got trapped, so as far as I see you're stuck here. Now, do you know why I want to learn to train Dragons?"

Hiccup nodded – the answer clear as day. "Viking things; War, killing innocents, control. Y'know" he listed off several tonelessly. A chill ran down his spine when Alvin barked a laugh, with no signs of even hiding the truth.

"Aye, in all honestly" Alvin cackled, his expression quickly turning neutral. "And why should that concern ya?"

The teenager gaped at the man – who he was now confirmed as a psychopath. "Because they're-"

"You're a foreigner, why should you care what happens in this part of the world?" Alvin suggested casually. "Tell you what; if you train Dragons for us I'll give yer a nice replacement to your old one and you can scurry off to wherever you came from" he gave a shrug of the shoulders. "It's a win win, boy. I get my Dragons and you get to go back in peace"

Hiccup stared long and hard at Alvin, who stared back as if his proposition was remotely enticing. If Hiccup trained Dragons for these men, only the Gods knew what it would take to overthrow them – if anything at all could. He'd rather die with his knowledge on Dragons that share it with someone who could misuse it.

"You are… completely insane" Hiccup breathed.

Alvin's smile was locked stubbornly on his face, and instead of bursting into rage, simply shook his head as if to say 'Gods you're stupid', before standing to full height and walking away.

"I'll return in one hour, hopefully my second in command will help you reconsider the decision" He grinned. In a blink his calm demeanor exploded, and with a snarl he sprung and gave one last strike on the boy. Hiccup gasped in pain as a meaty palm raked across his face with incredible force.

"-And teach you some fuckin' manners while he's at it!" Alvin shouted, storming out of the room.

"Isn't he pleasant" Hiccup muttered, ears ringing from the intense second slap to the face.

"You haven't met me yet" Savage cracked his knuckles, smirking. With a metallic screech, the man drew his razor dagger, letting its light glint in Hiccup's eyes. "Now if you don't agree with Alvin and his terms, you and this little thing are going to be very well acquainted" The dagger gently prodded the center of Hiccup's chest, clinking against the Nightshade armor.

From the corner of the room, Savage dragged a small chair. Its legs dragged lazily and teasingly against the stone floor as he brought it in front of Hiccup and sat heavily on it.

"So… How about we start this with some lovely questions, aye?" Savage threw the dagger up and down in the air, smirking. "Fancy armor you got there, kiddo. How did you get it?"

"Made it" Hiccup answered shortly, lacking the heart to star his 'torturer' in the eyes.

"A forger, hmm?" Savage mused, giving the dagger another toss. "I'm impressed. In fact, I want to have a closer look at it" the man mocked, standing and leaving his dagger on the chair.

"W-What do you...?" Hiccup began, but fell silent when Savage walked behind him and out of view. With several small clicks along his shoulder and between the thick metal plating, Savage undid his armor straps and let the chest plate fall carelessly to the floor.

"Eh, what do you know? Not so thin after all" Savage commented, staring at his bare chest lined with defined muscles. Picking up the dagger, he gently ran it along the deep scars from his left shoulder to right hipbone. "How'd you get these?" he asked lowly.

"Dragon fell on me a year or so back" Hiccup said, trying to sound nonchalant at the grisly memory of Elysia ploughing into him. Savage pressed harder on the blade, and ever so slightly the dagger broke through the skin on his scars.

"I think we'll get down to business" Savage murmured, trailing the dagger further down the path of the scar and leaving a thin path of already dripping blood. Hiccup was visibly shaking, his face turning a bright red trying to hold in even a groan or whine of pain. "Will you show the Outcasts how to train Dragons?"

Through the agony and trembling, Hiccup managed to simply shake his head in refusal.

"I could dig this dagger much deeper into this nice chest of yours, boy" Savage murmured. "But sadly that sort of injury could be fatal" He withdrew the bloody dagger, and with the force of his full body, winded up for one enormous punch to Hiccup's face.

"Fuc-AH!" Hiccup howled, his chair rocking backwards and sending him to the stone floor with a bang. Vision seemed to abandon him as stars flickered in front of him, while the rest of the room seemed to spin uncontrollably.

"But sadly for _you_, that means ah can throw punches all day, and all will be healed soon so I can do it again" Savage laughed. The words seemed faded and echoed for Hiccup, who was too focused on why his nose was covered in blood.

The teenager lurched forward sickeningly, as Savage lifted him and his chair back into the upright position. Hiccup could now see the Outcast again, the boy's anger vented through a snarl at the man who smirked at his pain.

"Do I have a change of heart, Fjalar?" Savage asked, sitting back on the chair.

"You'll have to try… better than that" Hiccup growled.

"Kiddo" Savage shook his head. "You 'aven't see nothing yet"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

It went on for hours.

Savage had been right when he told Hiccup it would get worse. The boy knew that, but not quite _how_ bad things would get. Time seemed to fade away into eternal agony, as Hiccup was subjected to harsher and cruller forms of punishment – all while keeping his body from permanent damage, so it would be healed and Savage could do it all over again.

Hiccup could only sob in pain, drenched in water and only wearing his undergarments. His choked coughs spat out a sour mix of blood and salt water that the Outcasts were using in a rather unique form of torture.

"I'll hand it to you, boy. You've lasted longer than most" Savage commented, shaking the last of the water from a dripping bucket. "Lucky for you, this is only going to get better"

Hiccup was out of witty remarks. He had nothing to comment on this man who he now saw as a monster, and could only stare at his feet in hopeless dread.

"What's wrong Fjalar, nothing to say?" Savage piped up, reaching for a second bucket next to his feet. "Has this little boy broken?"

'_Yes_' Hiccup thought.

He gave no answer.

"Very well then" Savage sighed. With a strong kick Hiccup's chair fell backwards, sending the boy to the floor for the umpteenth time that day. Facing up at the ceiling, the dim candlelight was obscured by Savage's looming figure blotting out the light. Almost casually, the Outcast drew a still-soaking rag, and draped it over the boy's face carefully.

And then he began to pour.

'If you tell them, everyone will die' Hiccup screamed to himself, over and over again. His mental strength was fading fast, and he didn't know how much longer he could convince himself he was going to be okay.

The water splashed on the rag atop of Hiccup's face, and quickly soaked in. The boy's ragged breathing quickly turned to coughs, as the water drowned any chance of him breathing in the most painful way possible.

"Tell us how you did it!" Savage snapped, holding the bucket above his face for the water to flow as slow as possible.

Hiccup couldn't answer, even if he tried. His lungs heaved in exertion, and made every effort to keep the water out. His fingers were bleeding, gripping the wooden chair so hard he could feel it strain under his grasp.

"I should castrate you, childish son of a-"

"-That's enough Savage"

Hiccup's lungs were fit to burst, and he sent a silent prayer of thanks when the water pouring stopped and the soaked rag was torn from his bruised face. Alvin stood at the entrance to his cell, looking down at the boy with a smirk, hands meaty behind his back holding something.

"Sit our dear guest down, I'd like a word with him alone" he smiled. "Head to the main hall, I've got something important planned for you" Savage's threatening demeanor seemed to evaporate, as he shirked out of the room and shut the door firmly on his way out.

"If you think you'll get information from me… you might as well kill me now" Hiccup breathed, having saved up his precious energy for that last sentence.

He'd forgotten completely about his friends, and his Dragon. Never before had Hiccup been beaten so low, and with no hope of returning and of the damage. Katla was a ghost to him; Lodin and Nina were but a figment of his imagination. Amidst the pain he'd forgotten what they looked like, what they sounded like and above all what they made him feel.

Hiccup felt useless. Like Hiccup the Useless.

He wanted to give up.

"Y'know boy, from the way you've acted these past hours, could almost ignore the accent and tan, and take ye as a fellow Viking" Alvin laughed, "Maybe even the son of a Chief! You sure have a set of balls standing up to meh like this"

Hiccup **twitched,** the image of his father sprouting into his mind, with an intense scowl upon his face. What would that fearless man say if he saw his own blood like this? Hiccup was certain Stoick would feel nothing but shame; to see his own son beaten helplessly.

"I was worried you wouldn't give any details up on training tha beasts like I wanted-"

"And I won't" Hiccup gasped, shaking his head. "I… I won't teach you"

"Ah know you won't," he answered smugly.

Silence.

Hiccup stared up at Alvin shakily, and felt an eerie sensation of terror to see he was still smiling. Hiccup would've gone as far to say the Outcast was holding in laughs. For a brief moment the two men stared at each other in a stark comparison of horror and mirth. And then Hiccup knew why, as Alvin revealed what he was hiding behind his back.

_Hiccup's Dragon Manual._

"It's seems some of your possessions fell out of your bag when my men hit you" Alvin bragged, flicking through the many pages. "Incredible really, the amount of work you put into this book. So many Dragons, and how to train each and every one of them _without_ your help"

"I-It won't work" Hiccup blurted desperately, yanking at the shackles which stuck him to the chair. "That, that's only for Dragons of my… homeland, it doesn't work on Viking Dragons" he lied, praying Alvin would believe such a frantic bluff.

"That's a risk I'm willing to take, then" Alvin shrugged, eyes locked on the book as he turned and left the room, saying but one last thing to the man guarding the door.

"Kill him. Put the fish bone out of its misery, we have no more need of him"

**Ooh, left you with quite the cliffy because i love you all that much 3**
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	23. Once Viking, Always Viking

**This is it, the moment you've waited for. Eeeek I'm excited as well! :P**

Hiccup couldn't breath; his voice non-existent to protest against the guard who pushed his chained body outside.

The boy was in a state of disbelief, as he had been for the past few moments. The Outcast laughed lowly, as he shoved Hiccup out of the room by his rusty shackles and down the hallway to the outside world; to his death. He wanted to scream in horror, to beg for mercy and make every effort to keep his head on his shoulders; every time he shut his eyes however, his protests were silenced.

He could see Alvin, being taught by Hiccup himself how to train Dragons. He could imagine the atrocities such a vile man would commit with the creatures under his control, and with that he refused to give up such information.

Hiccup could only pray at this point – both for his own wellbeing and that Alvin would fail at using his book. The Dragon Manual was a complicated tome, with scribbled diagrams and in depth explanations on each class; all he could rely on was that Alvin and his men lacked the intelligence to make sense of it.

"C'mon, Dragon Dung" The Outcast snarled, shoving Hiccup's soaking and near-naked body across the dusty floor. "Alvin don't want a mess in his room, so let's take this outside, eh?" he cackled, the hand not shoving him held a long sword in his hands, glinting dangerously as the man made a few practice swings.

"Oh Gods" Hiccup moaned, tears welling. This wasn't happening, it _couldn't_ be happening. He was Dragon Rider; one of the best at calming and managing the beautiful creatures he'd come to love. He'd survived the sack of Helgafjall, one of the most traumatic and heart-wrenching experiences of his life. He'd lived through months of stress, hiding the most dangerous Dragon in history on a Viking island.

He'd gone from a thin and love-starved boy to _this_.

And it wasn't enough to save him.

The blinding light greeted him, and for once Hiccup dreaded it. The cold breeze against his soaking body swept through the entrance of the tunnel he stood at, chilling him to the bone. He faced out with his back to the dungeon he left, and was in front a dead forest. It was clear the dungeon he came from was on the far edge of the town, with the rest of Outcast Island behind him.

'Must make it easier to dump the bodies' he thought numbly, whimpering as the Outcast kicked him behind the knees, buckling him to the floor.

"I'll admit Dragon Rider, tales of you had us Outcasts shitting ourselves" The Outcast chuckled, standing behind Hiccup – who was now frozen like a statue. "I'll give you a quick death, for the laugh you gave us"

It was that moment, when something inside Hiccup broke.

It has been the build up over months, _years_ even. The countless experiences scaring him mentally over the years had chipped away at his humanity, and previous times such an event had been close from happening. It was a feeling of anger and fury unlike any other, blinding his many redeeming qualities and leaving him feeling like he was back at Helgafjall, in the fire and blood.

Hiccup shut his eyes, the whimpering and sobbing ending all at once. He lost the will to care, and emotionlessly he shut his eyes in wait.

Hiccup had a dark side, everyone did; a horrifying part of him built up over years of torment and countless events of trauma. For the second time in his life, the second half of him bubbled to the surface, and he saw red.

"You're lucky these shackles are on me, Viking" He muttered lowly, feeling the Outcast jolt in rare surprise. "This execution would be even faster"

The man raised an eyebrow at Hiccup. "Would it now, eh?" he mocked.

"Oh yes, it wouldn't be my death though" Hiccup replied calmly shaking his head and letting the water drip off his head.

"I guess will never know" The Outcast brought the blade of his sword up to Hiccup's neck, and like a beast in a cage the teenager huffed in restrained anger.

_Shhhhhhhp-THUNK!_

"What the, ahh!" The Outcast howled in agony, and Hiccup's eyes opened curiously. The Viking fell to the side, in Hiccup's view; a shiny arrow embedded in his left knee-cap. With a blank expression Hiccup stared at the man who was only moments from killing him. "You fuckin' bastard!" The man screamed madly, clutching his knee staring in a mix of fury and pain at the bushes around them.

"Gods, that was close!"

Hiccup looked to the right, where a woman could be seen running from the tree line. She was dressed in vibrant purple spiked armour. He widened his eyes at the girl; Katla? In Hiccup's state of mind, putting a name to her face was about as far as he got. He failed to notice the gasp of horror on a blond boy with a bow several paces behind her, or the way she seemed more relieved than ever. All that really occurred to Hiccup was that he wasn't dead.

"Hiccup son of a bitch, are you okay" Nina hollered from the back of the group.

"Babe, can you hear me?" Katla spoke again, bending down to look at him. Her face was a touch redder than normal and from the sniffles she occasionally made anyone would have guess she'd been crying. Her eyes ignored his semi-naked figure and trailed down to the shackles on his wrist and feet. "O-Okay, my sword should cut through this no problem" she stammered. With a single slash from her Nightshade Steel, the rusty iron was carefully carved in two, freeing Hiccup.

Like a Dragur, Hiccup rose from the kneeling position. Teasingly slow, he turned to the guard who still moaned and whined like an infant.

"Well my friend, looks like we will indeed find out" Hiccup said softly, bending down and picking up the gleaming sword the Outcast dropped.

"Hiccup, what are you talking about?" Lodin interrupted. The answer however, became clear not moments later. Hiccup towered over the man's shaking corpse, his bare tattoo and incredibly muscular body giving him a look nobody would have tagged him – terrifying. Before the man could plea for mercy, Hiccup swung the sword with enough force to crack the stone brick he stood on.

And completely sever the head in between.

"He was making too much noise" Hiccup said simply, tossing the weapon on the floor next to the corpse – his second kill. Warm blood squirted and gushed from the Outcast's neck, and for several moments the once-man continued to switch and spasm as if he were alive. Lodin, Nina and Katla stared with wide eyes at the boy, as if he'd grown a third eye. Sure, all three knew the yelling man had to die – especially after trying to kill Hiccup – but none of them foresaw such a gruesome death and such little reaction.

"More coming, ah Thor" Nina growled. Her eyes cast down the tunnel where Hiccup came from. Two Outcasts had been alerted to the commotion, and lumbered down the hallway with snarls of anger.

"Think you can slow them down?" Katla blurted to her two friends. Nina and Lodin nodded firmly at the girl, before training their eyes to the men. "Then go for it, we've gotta stop them alerting the rest"

"Non-combat role my ass" Nina muttered, drawing a thin but dangerously long dagger. Lodin added another arrow to his bow, and managed a dry chuckle as he engaged the men with his girlfriend. Hiccup took a step towards the Outcasts, but was stopped the instant Katla took a firm grip of his arm.

"Hiccup, they'll be taken care of. Talk to me, please" she begged, dragging him several paces away so neither could watch the fight unfold.

"What are you doing" he muttered lowly, trying to walk over and help his two friends. "I've gotta… got to" he seemed to not know what he was saying, faltering with every word and resorting to huffs and growls.

"Hiccup, _look at me_" Katla soothed, sensing what was going on. She'd seen her boyfriend like this only once in her life – after the sack of Helgafjall. He wasn't himself, seeing everything through a thick fog of hatred and animal-like savagery. It was obvious that in the short day he'd been on this Viking Island, he'd been put through more than Hel.

Katla sheathed her sword, and standing on her tip-toes she cupped both hands around his cheeks and kissed him.

"Come back to me babe, come on. You're my Dragon Boy" she whispered, looking deep into his eyes. Hiccup shook his head firmly, taking a deep breath in exasperation. Slowly but surely, the muscles on his face began to slacken, and the inferno behind his forest green eyes died down to the vibrant glow she'd come to love.

"I'm…" Hiccup widened his eyes, his jaw slackening. With a frantic stare, he looked back to man he'd just killed. Realization slapped him over the face, and his blurred judgment returned at last. "Oh Gods, I-I don't know what came over me"

"It's okay Hiccup, you're alive and that's what matters" Katla pulled him into a gently hug, trying to avoid hurting his near-naked body with the many metallic spikes on her suit. "We're gonna get your suit back and get the Hel out of here, and deal with anyone in our way"

Hiccup nodded shakily, his classic smile returning. "Alvin the Treacherous, the leader of these Outcasts. He's got our Dragon Manual"

"Oh no" she groaned, bringing her hands to her face. "I was wondering where in Toothless' pack it was" Katla shook her head an gritted her teeth, "We can't let him get away with it"

"And if he's reading it right now?" Hiccup said warily, staring at the body.

"We'll kill him, we don't have much choice" she breathed.

"_Fat bastard!_"

"Shit" Katla cursed, unsheathing her sword at the sound of Nina cry out in distress. Rounding around the corner and facing the tunnel, she stared at her friends locked in combat against the one remaining Outcast. Nina was pinned to the wall by her arms by the Viking, with Lodin jumped on the man's back trying to throw him off. The boy's bow lay on the floor, and the arrows he once had in his quiver were stuck deep in the second Outcast – who had fallen and unmoving.

"G'yahhh!" The Outcast roared in pain as Nina landed a single kick between his legs, before moving her face forward and sinking her teeth into the man's thick neck. Desperately, Nina bit at his throat in an attempt to fight back, and within seconds the agonized man fell away from her.

Katla rushed forward, and with a single stab of her Nightshade sword, plunged the blade into the stumbling Outcast's ribs. Lodin summoned the last of his strength to throw the man to the floor, jumping off of his back and panting for air as he stared down at the man.

Hiccup watched the entire scene from outside the tunnel, shock and even a hint of pride surging through his body. His friends – the people he considered family – were willing to kill to ensure his safety, and while the most of him found that disturbing, a small part of him was in awe.

"Told you, sweetie, my mouth always has been my weapon" Nina laughed dryly, spitting hot globs of blood out while wiping her mouth clean.

"I'm never kissing that mouth again, ugh" Lodin shuddered.

"Ouch, my heart" Nina rolled her eyes.

"Save the small talk for later" Katla hissed, wiping the blood of her sword on the Outcast's body. For several seconds the group remained silent, and collectively breathed a sigh of relief when no sounds of other Vikings could be heard in the area. "Thank Thor, I think nobody else heard us" she turned to Hiccup, "do you have any idea where your gear is?"

"No idea, but probably with Alvin" Hiccup suggested. "The sooner we get out of here, the better"

"That's for damn sure" Katla nodded. "Okay, we've got to do this quietly. I'm sure we can handle a few of these Vikings at a time, but a whole island of them is a suicide mission"

"Why can't we get Viper and the Dragons to help?" Nina offered, "You two grab the gear and kill the leader, we can make a nice distraction"

"It's early morning, and the smoke makes the sky white as snow" Katla shook her head, "you'll be far too visible, and they'll shoot you down"

Hiccup froze as Katla spoke. What does she mean early morning? "Uh, what time is it?" he interrupted.

"Sun's been up for a few hours now" Lodin explained, "It was just after the middle of the night when you were shot down, Hiccup. You've been on this island for about eight or nine hours"

"Gods" Hiccup breathed, "Time sure did go slowly"

"Massive understatement" Katla snorted, taking hold of Hiccup's hand. "We'll be out of here in a flash, promise you" Hiccup smiled and nodded, before snapping back to the situation at hand, and his three friends in front of him.

"We'll follow your lead, boss" Nina grinned, picking up her dagger. Hiccup laughed weakly at her, before cracking his knuckles.

"Then let's head off then"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

A beautiful combination of adrenalin-fueled excitement and sheer terror flooded through all four teenagers as they snuck their way deeper into the dungeons of Outcast Island. They were taking their time – every step as quiet as can be, and dispatching any Outcasts as efficiently as possible. What was strange to all members of the group, however, was the distinct _lack_ of enemies.

They had been wandering through the fortress-like dungeon of Outcast Island for the better part of an hour now, and if not for their keen sense of direction the group would be hopelessly lost in the maze of cracked stone bricks and dimly lit tunnels that seemed to last for an age. The air was thick and intensely warm with moisture, though to the four teens that was the last of their concerns.

"I swear there were countless more when I was being led here. Even with my eyes covered I could hear them all" Hiccup whispered, crouched down low with his three friends behind him.

"They're probably elsewhere on the island. You were the only prisoner here, and they think you're dead so why stay here" Katla whispered back, twirling a single sword in her hands. Hiccup was still down to his undergarments, and was borrowing Katla's other bloodstained sword until he recovered his gear.

"Makes sense" Nina murmured. "We've been here for bloody ages and none of these cells have people in them, like how many enemies do these guys have that they need this many prisoners?"

Nina's eyes shot open in shock, as several paces in front of Hiccup a charred wooden door swung open. A Viking lumbered out from the room, looking no smaller than the rest of his kind.

"Look out!" Katla hissed.

Hiccup's eyes snapped back to in front, and burst into life as an Outcast exited. The boy charged, instincts taking over as he threw the sword up in the air and tackled the Outcast to the floor. Pinning the man to the ground with his weight, Hiccup held one hand over the Viking's mouth, and used the other hand to land a devastating punch.

The man's frantic struggle was cut short as Hiccup's fist crunched violently against his nose. The Outcast was knocked out instantly, suffering only a shattered nose as opposed to the severe case of death his group usually delivered. Katla caught her sword tossed in the air, and whistled at her boyfriend's handiwork.

"Nearly caved in his face" Nina commented, raising an eyebrow as Hiccup wiped the blood of his knuckles.

"We shouldn't kill, unless it's absolutely necessary" he shook his head. "If we can knock them out, it's better than just stabbing them in the back"

"Fine by me" Katla raised a sword up to gesture at the writing on the door the Outcast exited. "I think we found our place"

"_Prisoner belongings_" Lodin read aloud the runes scribbled onto the doorway, and let out a quiet scoff. "Whatdaya know, even Vikings have a system to things"

"Quiet!" Hiccup hushed his friend, poking his head around the corner. "My gear is in here, I can see it!" he grinned, relief flooding through him for the first time in a while. "You lot stay close, ill get into my armor"

The groups obliged, and with little more than a nod Hiccup raced into the room and slid his Nightshade steel armor back on. Like a cool breeze, calmness swept into his body, and with each part of equipment he attached to his body, his smile and confidence built up once more.

_He was getting out of here._

His leggings clinked gently as his legs fit comfortably into them; the gleaming chrome metal shining vibrant orange against the dim candlelight. Under the normal light, it had a black and very deep purple look – from Toothless' plasma blast he used to make it – but under the dim lighting his armor almost looked like it was on fire. His gauntlets moulded effortlessly to his hands, light as the wind itself and deadly enough so that a very punch could be fatal. The chest plate looked like a living creature – the sharp plates of Nightshade Steel shifting in shape in motion with his heavy breathing. He'd been brought through Hel on this island, and with his armour back he felt like not even Alvin could stop him now.

Lastly, he searched around the dusty and mostly empty room to find his glaive – the one weapon he'd had from the start. Time after time Hiccup marveled at how it was in fact his friends who made this, as a celebration present for waking after fighting the Skrill. The long spear-like weapon was still folded up as he lifted it into his hands. With its elongated pole base bended up to save room, Hiccup saw it as a deadly snake – coiled up and ready to strike with deadly force. With several rhythmic clicks, the weapon extended to its full length, and Hiccup grinned as he effortlessly spun it in his hands.

Katla whistled under her helmet as Hiccup left the room, dressed in his immaculate black armor. Lodin smirked and high-fived his dear friend, and he didn't need to see Hiccup's face to know how happy he was to be back at full potential.

"Lookin' good babe" Katla giggled quietly, spinning her two swords and readying herself for a fight. "Ready to get back at these Vikings?"

"Thought you'd never ask" he nodded, smiling under his sleek helmet.

"We should probably help Nina" Lodin raised an eyebrow, looking down the hallway behind Hiccup to see his girlfriend dragging a second Viking body towards them.

"What the Hel did you do?" Katla gasped, having not noticed Nina venture ahead, let alone find and Outcast and dispatch him.

"Scouted ahead… while you were waiting" she panted, dragging the limp body with all her strength. "What happened to you guys doing the heavy lifting, huh?" she snapped, noticing how they were helping.

"Come on" Hiccup muttered. "We've gotta hide the bodies" The four teens worked together, and with great effort hid the unconscious man and dead body in the storage room Hiccup found his armor in.

"That should stop anyone alerting the others, hopefully" Lodin dusted off his hands and reequipped his bow.

"How did you even kill him Nina?" Hiccup asked, eyes wide and slightly out of breath.

"Dozen yards down the path, after the corner there's a room which he was guarding. Distracted him with a stone and made the most of my knife-throwing when he got close enough" she boasted, much to the surprise of the rest of the group.

"Surprised you didn't insult him to death" Lodin mumbled.

"Quiet you" Katla interrupted, raising a hand to silence Lodin's complaints "Nina you said he was guarding a room?"

"Yah, why"

Katla looked to Hiccup, eyes narrowed through her purple helmet. "Could that be where Alvin is?"

"He could be anywhere on the island" Hiccup sighed, "but if someone was guarding the room, it's a good chance at least something important is there"

"Nina, show us the way" Katla nudged her friend, and Nina _cautiously_ led the group of four to where she'd killed the door guard.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

"Can you hear anything?" Lodin asked Hiccup, who had his helmet off and ear pressed to the door.

"Shh!" Hiccup whispered, "This door is so thin. If I can hear them, they can us" The group nodded silently at the boy, and lapsed into silence as Hiccup pressed his trembling hands on the door, and listened.

"_Ya called this meeting, why Alvin?" _A nasally and admittedly young voice muttered, soon joined by several muffled grunts of agreement.

"Sounds like lots of people in there. We can't just run in there" Hiccup shook his head, and continued.

"_Dagur, there's a change of plans. Our prisoner's given up the details on how to train Dragons" _A voice, far deeper than the first, growled out. Hiccup struggled to comprehend the full sentence; he was stuck on the first word.

"Dagur" he mouthed, eyes wide with pure horror. It had explained the huge amount of troops when he first crashed on the Island.

"_You should 'a told me about the Dragon Rider before_" Dagur growled. Hiccup felt his stomach swirl at the mention of his title, and was thankful the Berserker didn't get the chance to. Unlike Alvin, Savage and the Outcasts in general, Dagur was leading an actual Viking tribe. As a result, Hiccup had forcefully met him on many occasions – none of which were exactly pleasant. _"Rumors have it the Rider killed Stoick's pathetic son few years back, wanted to ask 'im about it"_

Hiccup choked back a gasp, not at the insult as much as the direct reference to him. First, he'd become something of a legend; being sighted riding Toothless past Trader Johann. Now, the 'Dragon Rider' was responsible for killing… _himself?_

Hiccup thought back to how he left Berk, and how he intended on 'dying'. He set everything up so his death would be both faultless and honorable – running off into the forest to slay a Monstrous Nightmare. Did his ex-home honestly think the Dragon Rider flying over them was what killed him instead?

Hiccup shook his head violently, shoving the thought ahead and focusing on the more urgent matter.

"_Forget that shit, Dagur." _Alvin interrupted a palpable excitement in his voice. _"He's dead now, ordered my men to finish him off hours ago"_

"_Little problem, isn't that?" _Dagur sang. _"Doubt the bastard can teach us how to train Dragons without a head"_

Hiccup flinched as a large object of sorts slapped on what he guessed was the table they were gathered around.

"_This is the Rider's little book. I've got our scribes making more copies so if it's stolen we won't forget it"_ Alvin bragged. Hiccup's face whitened in a combination of anger and terror. Even _if_ he could somehow re-take his book, at least some of its priceless information was already thwarted to the Vikings.

"_Finally starting to make some sense eh, old man"_ Dagur hooted, the sound of pages turning making Hiccup's skin crawl.

"_Our old plan goes out the window, if it wasn't clear enough"_ Alvin explained. _"With this we can train any damn Dragon we want, fuck the blood debt"_

"The blood debt?" Hiccup whispered to himself. It was something he'd only heard a handful of times – all of which at the Tribe Meetings during his youth. Sadly his answer was met with only more questions, what were they initially planning that could give a blood debt?

"_It's been too long since my people had a Skrill under their leash" _Dagur snarled, his grin so obvious Hiccup could almost invasion it. _"Oh, and an army of Whispering Deaths, ha ha! We could train the mighty Bonenapper and not even Thor himself could stop us!"_

Those clearly supporting Dagur whooped and cheered in agreement, clanging their weapons together. The sickness in Hiccup's gut only worsened, as the deranged Berserker's declarations became more and more realistic.

"_You're all stupid"_

That shut them all up rather quickly.

Dagur and his men quickly fell silent after Alvin interrupted their premature celebrations, his tone firm but oddly smug.

"_Y'know Dagur, I always took you for more of a thinker, or dreamer, than the rest of us 'old men' he he" _Alvin taunted, accompanied by several growls from Dagur's man.

"_Is that so hm?_" Dagur snarled. _"Care to explain what you're on about, Alvin?"_

"_This book does more than you can imagine" _Alvin pressed further, his thick words becoming more and more excited. _"I've looked through it, and it may not show us how to train every damn Dragon. It tells you how to train these 'Dragon Classes' which ALL of tha beasts fall under, even the ones this Rider doesn't know of!"_

Hiccup's thoughts stopped, and all he could do was stare blankly at the wall with his ear to the door. His jaw was slackened, and his limbs were near numb from overhearing their conversation.

"_Oi you, read that part of the book" _Alvin snapped, talking to some unknown person in the room. Footsteps could be heard, along with a quiet cough as another Viking picked up Hiccup's book and read a segment aloud.

"_Boulder Class Dragons have thicker armor than most other Dragons, and favour environments such as underground or in caves. They are one of the least active kinds of Dragons, and while they are difficult to control at first, can prove to be dedicated allies" _The voice was far clearer, and Hiccup could only guess the speaker was a scribe of some kind serving Alvin in some way.

"_Does that kinda Dragon sound familiar to you?"_ Alvin asked lowly.

For one nail-biting moment, the room was void of all noise in a deafening silence. Hiccup failed to tear himself from the door, ignoring the burning pain in his legs from being motionless for so long.

"_You… you mean…" _It was strangely terrifying to hear Dagur well and truly speechless. Hiccup was still clueless as to what they meant, however.

"_Ah sure do, Dagur"_ Alvin replied.

"_We're going to enslave the Dragon Queen"_

o~0~O~0~o

(ALVIN/DAGUR)

Alvin the Treacherous took great pride in seeing Dagur's mouth shape into a perfect circle. The new plan he established was crazy to say the least, but he and everyone else knew just how much power they would have if they pulled it off.

"So what do ya say Dagur? Does tha Skrill sound invitin to you?" Alvin asked. When the Berserker failed to reply, he continued. "With the Queen under our belt, we can use her to control the other Dragons – her whole _fuckin' _nest. There won't be a Village on all of damn Midgard that can stop us"

"How…" Dagur muttered, before slamming his fist on the table. "How do we do this?" His eyes were wide with madness and lust, almost predatory in nature.

"Tha manual says we need to pin down Boulder Class Dragons, it's the only way to give them a chance to listen, and when they are calm you can free them and train them further" Alvin reasoned.

"Oh, and where in Odin's name will we get the supplies to trap the Queen, huh?" Dagur blurted. "If this Demon is half as large as you say it bloody is, we're gonna need a hell of a lot of supplies to hold it down"

"You hurt meh with ya doubt, Dagur" Alvin chuckled. The Berserker Chief and his fellow men stared in confusion at the Outcast. "It's already taken care of"

Dagur raised an eyebrow. "How?" he asked, leaning forward with obvious interest. The Outcasts loved this – Alvin's smile gave it all away. They at last had a plan that if properly executed would grant their wildest dreams.

"I sent me second in command, Savage, to lead a large raiding party to the nearby Viking villages. After he lays ruin to the tribe or two, we'll have more than enough supplies to build something large enough to hold it captive"

"So that's where your freak Outcast ran off to" Dagur barked a laugh. "How strong is the fleet?"

"Thirty ships. They left several hours ago" Alvin boasted. Dagur's face slackened, before tightening into a white-lipped snarl. "Yes boy, he 'borrowed' some of your boats" The Outcast grinned.

"You had no right to do that!" Dagur snapped, falling back into his chair. Truth be told, he was struggling to stay angry at the moment. The new plan was something he simply couldn't stay mad at, and was too keen on seeing the death of all he considered threats.

"They'll be back, Dagur. They have enough siege weapons to blast any island apart, a village of several hundred should be nuthin'" he reassured.

"Good, good" Dagur muttered. With a wild glint in his eyes, he looked up at Alvin and asked one last question.

"What's the Village you sent him to?"

Alvin smirked. "Ya gonna love this"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

"H-Hiccup! Slow down!" Katla cried, leaping down a flight of stairs and falling into a careful forward somersault. She'd been in pursuit of her boyfriend for several minutes now, ever since the conversation on the door he overheard, the boy had taken off like a Dragon out of cage.

"The Hel is wrong Hiccup?" Lodin called out, several paces behind Katla. All three friends were grateful to be faster runners than Hiccup, otherwise they would have lost him in the countless tunnels of Outcast Island.

"We need to run, come on!" Hiccup panted. "We've gotta hurry" he repeated with every couple steps. The boy had lost all care in being silent, as well as discreet. Two Outcasts unlucky enough to bump into him were both finished with a single slash of his gliave.

"You bloody madman, can you just explain what you heard for a second?" Nina growled, her breath coming in raspy jolts behind them. "So-someone stop him!"

"Just keep running!" Hiccup bellowed, stumbling as his boots caught on the uneven and mossy stone bricks. "I'll explain soon… We just need to get back to our Dragons!"

"And go _where?"_ Lodin retorted, running past Katla and at last catching up to Hiccup.

The blinding morning light from outside could be seen from the end of the tunnel – leading back outside to where they found Hiccup. As hard as Hiccup ran, he didn't make it because of Lodin grabbing him by the shoulder and holding him to the wall.

"Brother, you have to start… talking" Lodin breathed heavily, holding a finger in his face. "You just killed a couple men and you couldn't care less, and do you even care about the Dragon Manual?"

"He's right, babe" Katla added, catching up to the two and grabbing his hand wearily. "What did you hear them say? Is it bad?"

"It's terrible" Hiccup moaned, holding his face to his hands. "They're making more copies as we speak, and there were too many in there to charge and kill them all"

"Thorsdammit" Nina swore, "bloody knew it"

"So what now Hiccup?" Katla asked eyes wide. "Where do we go, and why are you running?"

"They say there's a 'Dragon Queen', and they're gonna use the book to train it" Hiccup breathed, holding his hands on his head as panic seeped in. "Aparently the Dragon is a Boulder Class, and from the sounds of it, it's so damn big they need to raid Tribes to harvest the materials to keep it captive"

Nina whistled between her teeth, and gave a look of rare shock. "Shit, that really is terrible" she admitted. Lodin shook his head in disbelief at the very idea.

"If these bloodthirsty men are in control of some sort of 'queen', Odin help us" he groaned.

Hiccup nodded frantically. "We've gotta help the Vikings. If they get the supplies, I can't imagine the chaos"

Katla, on the other hand, just stared with blank look that spoke of knowledge. She knew what was wrong.

"Hiccup" she whispered. "What Village are they heading to?"

The teen swallowed, and stared shakily at his feet.

"Berk"

Lodin, Nina and Katla both froze, and any looks of fear were engulfed by sheer bewilderment. Hiccup spoke again, louder and clearer.

"We have to go to Berk"

**Ladies and Gents, the time has come.**

**Strap into your seats and get ready, shit is about to get real. Congratulations on your patience, and I lived up to my promise of five chapters, a while back! I think you're all going to love what I have planned – nobody and I mean **_**nobody**_** has done what I have in store.**

_**QUESTION TIME:**_

**1) What's your favorite scene in the _entire _story? I'm curious as to what you all enjoy the most!**

**2) How do you think the gang will interact with the Viking teenagers? What do you want to happen with them and how will it turn out? Leave a nice suggestion and ill certainly consider it like the last time I offered you to create a scene!**

**For those who don't know, I've notified the three people whose scene suggestion I really liked, and haven't announced them publicially to keep it spoiler-free.**

**See you next time ;) **


	24. The Heir Lives

**This is it.**

**160,000-ish words after i begun this story, here i am. I had no clue this is how popular it would become, and the fault is purely yours. Ya that's right, talking to YOU, reading these words right now! You could be doing countless things instead of reading this story, and yet here you are. This chapter - along with the whole story - i dedicate to you. Enjoy, and thank you. 3**

**The chapter you've been waiting for:**

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

"_You can't be serious!"_

Sand coughed into the air as Nina's foot kicked the beach ground, howling in anger all the while. Like her three friends, her body was strained in tension – every muscle in her body drawn back like an overdrawn bowstring.

The four teenagers and three Dragons were all situated on a small island, isolated amongst the vast ocean with nothing on the horizon. The island hardly deserved the name, being nothing more than a spit of land with a handful of cluttered trees. Much like the teenagers themselves, this island was alone, and out of place in such a strange environment.

They were in Viking territory now and like a painful strike to the head, the shock had only just occurred to them.

Lodin, Nina, Katla and Hiccup had been on the island for a handful of minutes. They fled Outcast Island as soon as possible, and it was hardly midday – several hours past since Hiccup's rescue.

"Hiccup, explain it one last time. Nice and slowly, okay?" Katla said gently, placing a hand on Hiccup's shoulder. While the other three teenagers were pacing around nervously from such a close getaway, the auburn-haired teenager sat cross-legged by the water. The cold water lapped at his feet and ankles with every breaking wave, all the while Hiccup stared numbly out to sea.

"It's all so messed up" he whispered, shaking his head slowly. "I… I thought I did it all right, no mistakes" His eyes cast down to his hands – bloody from gripping the wooden chair he was tortured on. "They have our Dragon Manual for good" he said quietly.

"We could have gotten it back" Nina sighed, pacing nervously behind him on the dryer sand. "Son of a Bitch!"

"They were making copies as they spoke, and there were too many in the room to attack" Katla whipped her head around, her tone snapping in frustration. She knew her boyfriend better than anyone, and it was clear the revelation of the Outcast's plan and the torture severely affected him. "We did the right thing, running." She gently massaged his shoulders, stiff with panic. "We would have died if they caught us"

"So what now" Lodin murmured. "This… Dragon Queen, they said? They're going after it?" the blonde haired boy asked.

"Apparently there's a Queen, yes" Hiccup nodded slowly, eyes still locked on the horizon. "From the way they described it, it's unlike any other Dragon"

"And the Vikings think your book can train it? Nina questioned.

"It could" Hiccup croaked. "All Dragons have a class, and if the Queen is a Boulder Class like how they said, it's not impossible"

"Oh Thor" Katla whispered. "And they're going to get supplies from another Viking town?"

"Berk" Hiccup clarified, his eyes shutting and taking a deep breath.

"Your home town, Gods sure love irony" Lodin shook his head.

"Hang on, hang on" Nina interrupted, walking out into the water so Hiccup could see her. "Look I don't sail, but surely they can't be they quick" The other Lodin stopped pacing about nervously, and Katla froze in the middle of comforting Hiccup. "Why can't we destroy the fleet they're sending to Berk? They'll take a while getting there and I doubt a Night Fury will have any trouble"

"Yes we will have trouble" Hiccup said solemnly. "You're right with taking a long time, Nina. Viking ships travel slowly, and if I remember correctly it's a little over a week on the water to get to Berk"

Three pairs of eyes brightened at the positive news, but Hiccup was far from finished.

"-but if they're sailing to destroy the whole island, they aren't coming lightly" Hiccup explained, standing up and pacing about himself, hands clutching his head. "They have siege weapons, all sorts of weapons made to crush an entire town. Thirty damn ships they said"

"Hiccup's right. The four of us can't go against thirty fully armed ships" Lodin groaned.

"Oh gods" Hiccup stammered, "We're gonna have to warn them, or-or help them. They'll recognize me!"

"Calm down babe, come on" Katla soothed, walking up to him and taking his hands into hers. "We have our armor, and with your voice deeper than ever they won't know who you are" she stared into his eyes, and felt uneasy that her plan seemed to do nothing to relax him.

"Agreed, Hiccup they won't recognize you!" Lodin piped up. "We'll show up on our Dragons and they'll listen"

"_No they won't!"_

Lodin and Katla froze as Hiccup shook himself from her grasp, taking shaky steps up and down the beach. With his sleepless eyes and bloodstained hair he looked more of a mess than ever, and they way he acted only proved further that the torture left him in a worse condition than anyone could imagine.

"It's… It's all so messed up" he repeated, louder than before.

"You said that already" Nina said quietly, breaking her lengthy silence. "What do you mean?"

Hiccup wheezed, sitting heavily back on the sand. "Do you all remember how I left Berk?" he whispered.

"No" Lodin and Nina shook their heads honestly.

"Yes" Katla answered, "You faked your death, made it look like a Dragon killed you"

"Yeah Katla, that's it" Hiccup murmured. "Before that, the days leading up to it… Gods I was such a child" he slammed his fist into the dirt and seethed. "Why didn't I think this would happen" He groaned.

"You've gotta explain this, brother" Lodin said gently.

"I got overconfident, and I showed off" Hiccup continued. "I remember I flew over a trading ship, having a bit of fun. Turns out they saw someone riding the 'Infamous Night Fury' and when they arrived on Berk they told everyone about it. Without even knowing I've grown this reputation"

"So that's why they all knew you were 'The Rider'" Nina murmured, nodding.

"Yes, and it gets worse" he said. "My plan to make it look like a Monstrous Nightmare backfired… horribly"

"Oh Gods" Katla groaned, struggling to see how it could get much worse.

"My guess is they thought 'The Dragon Rider' was going to Berk, because they think… they think _he_ was the person 'who killed Hiccup'" he finished, the true horror of the situation finally reaching the others.

"Thor almighty" Lodin shook his head, "You've gotta be joking"

"This shit is getting confusing" Nina muttered, burying her face in her hands. "So wait, they think _you_ killed _you_?"

"More or less" Hiccup chuckled dryly. "So if the fact that _people on Dragons_ isn't enough motivation to kill us, they'll think I murdered their heir! That's why we can't just show up on Berk all dressed up hiding our identities, we'll be shot out of the damn sky"

"Gods really do have a sense of humor, don't they" Nina growled, before looking to the few clouds in the sapphire sky. "Odin you fat prick, leave us alone!" she shook her fist dramatically.

"Alone?" Lodin's eyes shot open. "Leave us alone? Leave Berk alone!" he declared.

"What?" Katla blurted.

"Hiccup, why… why even _should_ we save them" Lodin gently approached his dear friend, who had fallen silent with eyes cast downwards. Katla gasped at Lodin, face twisting into shock and even anger. "Listen Hiccup. These Vikings tortured you, and if you go back there it's a fair chance they'll do the same. They bullied you all your life, and they wouldn't save you if the roles were swapped" Lodin reasoned.

"Lodin, what the Hel is your problem!" Katla cried, stepping between him and Hiccup. "That's the most selfish thing I've ever heard! There are women and children on that island; do they deserve death because a couple of bastards chose to abuse him?"

"Katla, this is about survival" Nina joined in, taking her boyfriend's side. "We've got Viper, Toothless and Elysia-" she thrust a finger to a couple dozen yards down the beach, where the three Dragons rested from the speedy journey. "-we can go anywhere! Screw these Vikings; let's get out of here before we die"

"Before we die?" Katla shouted. "If what Hiccup said is true, we run from this and _everyone dies_! There won't be a place on Midgard we can live with safely with those Viking controlling Dragons"

"Maybe if Hiccup didn't tell us to leave without re-taking the book!" Nina retorted angrily.

"What's gotten into you, Nina?" Katla seethed, stepping away from Hiccup and right up into her friend's face. "Have you completely lost it? You really have the guts to whine about saving yourself and then say we should have stayed on Outcast Island to get that book? Huh!"

"Hey, knock it off Katla!" Lodin growled, pushing Nina back and taking a stand between the two ladies. "What, we aren't allowed to speak our opinion? We've been through Hel-"

The look Hiccup's usually-passive girlfriend sent Lodin could have melted stone. Her eyes narrowed while her bottom lip twitched ever so slightly, as if daring him to finish the sentence. Yes, they'd all been through Hel, but none of the three had been tortured; jumped in front of a Skrill to save a life; fight to the death against a ruthless Roman Commander.

Nobody had been through more hell than Hiccup.

A lengthy silence surrounded the group. Three chests heaved in breathlessness, staring at each other tensely. Katla's posture was firm, standing between Lodin and Hiccup. Nina huffed, making a sharp turn around and walking over to her Changewing, hoping there was something in the Dragon's pack that could occupy her time.

Toothless and Elysia watched the entire argument from the sidelines, equally tense as Katla and ready to split them apart if a fight were to erupt. Thankfully, no such thing happened.

"Three years ago," Hiccup swallowed with his eyes shut tiredly, "fifteen year old me and Toothless soared over the ocean in search of a new home."

His voice was neutral, not attacking Lodin and Nina, nor supporting Katla. Nina drew to a sharp halt, staring at him as he spoke.

"I remember following a pillar of smoke in the sky, leading to a small, half-sunken ship in the middle of nowhere. There were people on that ship, and even at night I could see they were in a bad way" He stepped to the side of Katla and walked forward so that he and his girlfriend were touching shoulders. "I could have gone straight past them; flown over without a second thought. I knew there was a good chance they would attack me, especially because I thought they were Vikings. But I did it anyway"

Nina and Lodin had nothing to say in defense. They'd all heard the story, and knew the truth that came with it.

"I helped them out because it was the right thing to do, and because I wasn't prepared to let people die unnecessarily. I took a risk, but because of that risk I met you all" His forest green eyes leaned to Katla, who wore a soft smile. "I met my girlfriend, and I met the first man to ever treat me like a father"

Without any further words, Hiccup turned and headed up the beach in the other direction. The solid stride he wore like a second set of armor was gone, and the fatigue became clear as his shoulders slumped.

Katla set off in pursuit, but was stopped when Lodin put a cautious hand on her shoulder. Like an arrow from a bow she sprung into action and was inches from clobbering him in the face. The boy's yelp of shock stopped her.

"Katla, we-we're sorry" he admitted. "You were right… I just guess we're scared"

"Nothing we've done has ever worked out right" Nina sighed, "why should this be any different?"

"I don't know, Nina" Katla shook her head, all three watching Hiccup stumble down the beach on his own. "All I know is Hiccup needs a bit of time alone. This is getting too much for him"

"We'll make a little camp and get some food ready" Lodin assured, "Katla just make sure he's okay. I hate seeing him like this"

Katla nodded. '_Make sure he's okay'_ echoed inside of her head. Such a simple sentence, but such an enormous task.

o~0~O~0~o

(GOBBER/STOICK)

It was a typical night in Berk's Meade Hall. A candle hung from every spare piece of wall and the sound inside as a cacophony of cutlery mashing together and alcohol-fueled jeers. Food seemed to take flight inside the hall, as pieces of mutton and chicken were hurled both on purpose and accident.

Stoick the Vast sat in the middle of a long wooden table, stretching along the back of the room on a stone block so that it was elevated. He could see the whole hall from here; every one of his Kin and every conversation. At his left was Gobber, chortling at an argument the nearby table was having. To his right sat his brother Spitelout, who was busy muttering things to his son and tribe Heir, Snotlout.

It had been a long day for Stoick, and it would be longer still.

"Gobber, where's the teens this evenin'" Stoick's dull green eyes cast along the crowd of Vikings amongst him, facial muscles tensing as he failed to notice the both the twins and Fishlegs in their usual spot.

"Not'a clue" Gobber leaned over the table slightly, scratching his face with the fork appendage on his missing hand. "I think Fishlegs is down at the Kill Ring scribblin' things for his Dragon Manual, while the twins… Eh"

"Odin help us" Stoick muttered, his great red beard swaying gently as he shook his head. "How can a pair of eighteen year-olds still be entertained by damn yak tipping?

"Beats me" Gobber shrugged, looking over to the group's natural spot in the hall, on the left. "Well, good to see Astrid is business as usual!" he piped up.

"Aye" Stoick said.

With the absence of Fishlegs, Tuffnut and Ruffnut, Astrid sat alone. Like every other activity in the girl's life, she focused completely on the job at hand. She spoke no words, only silently eating before returning to training, chores and a much needed rest.

"What a Viking she is" Stoick commented, fiddling with his lumpy stew. "The others should look up to her more often"

Gobber said nothing, staring at Astrid in an almost… _sorry_ way. The way she took bites at perfect intervals and sat with her spine rigid like a sword was almost painful to watch. She'd become the warrior everyone needed, and yet was not the person everyone needed.

Gobber was glad the others weren't like her. She was too harsh with other people, and even harsher on herself. She lived her life with only two things in mind; honour and her love prophecy. It was almost scary, the way she managed to live such an unemotional life, with conversations feeling like the only reason she smiled was out of respect. It was times like this where the elderly Viking wondered things no man or parent should ever think of a child.

_Where did it go wrong?_

Of course, Gobber knew his answer before the question was even asked. Everyone did. Three years ago was the day young Astrid went from already fierce but strangely likable girl, to this damn terrifying woman who had a mind almost as deadly as her axe. It was when his ex-apprentice died. When Hiccup died. His death felt like her fault, and from then on she was a changed woman.

Only one real question remained in the old Vikings head, having been there for years with no answer.

What had happened if Hiccup lived?

He wasn't alone in that question; Stoick asked it regularly, Snotlout thanked Thor it wasn't the case and even Astrid herself wondered from time to time. Everything in their lives seemed to change when the scrawny fifteen year old left – the last thing they expected, given his record as the 'town nuisance'.

Gobber saw something else in Astrid; something that should have been but didn't happen. There always had been a fire burning in the girl's heart, and after Hiccup's death it seemed to die out, leaving her like a corpse. He could imagine her now, if she didn't take such a path in life to be where she was now.

She'd still be a great fighter, easily the best of her age. Her smile would be one of passion and excitement, not forced loyalty like when parents-in-law came for a visit. Her mind and heart would be set less on building a collection of Dragon heads and possible suitors, but instead other methods to build _Berk itself_. She was a goldmine of undiscovered talent and intelligence, so to see her so focused on just fate and fighting was disappointing to say the least.

Stoick was right, what a Viking she was. Sadly, what a person she wasn't.

"Gobber!"

The Chief's thick voice tore the blacksmith from his thoughts of the young Shield-Maiden. With a quick shaking his head, he spoke. "What's wrong?"

Stoick barked a short laugh. "Ya eyes glazed over, daydreaming again?"

"Long day at tha forge" Gobber admitted, pushing the sad thoughts aside. There was no point mulling over what could've been. The boy he saw as a son was long gone, and nothing could bring Hiccup back ever.

"Gobber, you seen Mulch and Bucket?" Stoick looked away from him and back out to the sea of Vikings in front of him. "They should be back from tha fishin' trip"

"Aye, they did return" Gobber nodded. "But Bucket's bucket started to ache; he's up in Gothi's hut this very moment"

Stoick's face dropped slightly, adopting a more serious look. "Maybe a storm is on the way" he mused. Gobbed nodded in reply.

They were right. A storm was coming. Not one of clouds, but one of the likes nobody on that Island had ever imagined…

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

It was strangely peaceful, walking along the beach edge. All Hiccups' life, he'd been in towns full of candles, noise, bonfires and action. To be guided by only the night stars, with nothing but Katla's hand in his was a welcomed change.

The teenage boy had spent a great deal of time on his own that day, wandering aimlessly around the small island trying to put his ever erratic nerves at bay. He'd yelled and cried; releasing his pent up aggression and misery, while feeling a sense of peace he'd missed. Katla found him against a palm tree, and began leading him back to the others shortly after.

"I wish we could do this more often" Katla spoke quietly, only just louder than the gentle sound of waves breaking nearby and their feet crunching on the sand. "Just time together, you and I"

"We tried that on Trader's Isle" Hiccup commented, fingers intertwining with hers. "How did that turn out?"

The pair shared a short chuckle, the event feeling almost like history. So much had changed since then, in so little time.

"The tattoo on my back has grown on me" Katla admitted, "I feel proud seeing it, and knowing what it means"

"The same goes for mine" Hiccup smiled, his free hand reaching behind and gently touching the armor plates on his back where the tattoo was. "Toothless is my best friend, it's a nice feeling to know I've always got him with me"

"The night we got them could have been better, however" she giggled softly.

Hiccup slowed his pace slightly, and raised an eyebrow. "You… You regret us?" he asked.

"Oh no, silly" Katla grinned, leaning over for a soft kiss on his cheek. "What we did that night was amazing, I regret not being sober, and that's all"

"Ah, right"

"No matter though, we made up for it eventually" she winked. Hiccup blushed slightly at her jokes. The teenage boy was almost ashamed at feeling embarrassment when talking about such things – he felt immature. They'd 'been with each other' many times now, and as a pair of eighteen year olds it was no real surprise. They enjoyed it very much, who wouldn't?

Hiccup's eyes looked up the beach, where the obsidian sky was disturbed by the orange glow of a campfire. Lodin, Nina and the three Dragons huddled around a pair of burning logs, eagerly awaiting the couple's return.

"I'm sorry about how I act sometimes" Hiccup said, looking ahead. "I can't control myself, and only after do I realize how scary it must have been to see me like this"

"Hiccup…"

He looked to Katla, who stepped in front of him and took both his hands into hers. She'd only removed her gloves and helmet, giving her a fierce appearance. Her jet black hair was slightly wild from having the helmet on, but Hiccup struggled to notice as he stared into her eyes.

"You've been through more torment and Hel than the three of us combined" she said. "You were tortured just this morning, you had to flee from your home _twice_ and spent the first fifteen years of your life knowing nothing but hatred" Katla shook her head. "Anybody else would have lost their mind or died by now"

"What's to say I haven't lost it already?" he rolled his eyes, but a smile playing at his lips.

"I'm serious, Dragon Boy" Katla flicked his nose jokingly, before returning to her serious expression. "Look, we're all going to have fights sooner or later, today proved that when Nina and Lodin got upset with us. But we are a family now, and we take care of each other.

Hiccup didn't need to hear much more. With both hands carefully cupping her cheeks he leaned into a soft kiss. She happily obliged, taking her hands to his waist and joining in.

"_Get a private island, you two!"_

The romantic mood shattered the moment Nina's yell reached their ears. With a splutter of laughter, the pair split from their lips and giggled like children at their friends over at the campfire.

"Well then, by that I'm guessing Nina and Lodin aren't angry any more?" Hiccup rolled his eyes, continuing walking towards them.

"Yeah, I guess we're all on edge about the whole 'going to Berk' situation" Katla nodded.

"That's understandable"

It only took several minutes until both couples were resting by the fire, having said their apologies and feeling like everything was back to normal. Well, as normal as they got these days. They all knew they had less than seven days to somehow warn Berk while keeping their heads on their necks. So far, none of them had any idea.

That was, until recently.

Katla, Lodin and Hiccup were thick in a conversation about Nightshade Steel arrows when Katla slowly rose from her seat in the sand. Her eyes were wide open, and both hands were on her head, holding the tight bun her brown hair was done up in.

"Holy shit"

One by one, the three stopped talking and stared quizzically at their friend. "What's wrong?" Katla asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Holy shit," Nina repeated. "I-I've got it!"

"That made it a whole lot clearer" Hiccup rolled his eyes. "What are you talking about?"

"Berk, how we can pull it off!" Nina blurted, "I think I've got an idea"

That seemed to get their attention. Eyebrows shot skyward and even the three Dragons in their own conversation seemed to quieten at the idea of a plan not ending suicide.

"Well?" Katla asked.

"Look, we can't show up hiding our identities because they'll think we killed Hiccup, and the Chief won't believe a word we say right?"

"Right" Hiccup confirmed. The boy was in the middle of changing out of his casual clothes into the warmer multi-layered flying suit. With any luck, they'd be gone from this Island and on their way soon.

"-And we can't show up _not_ hiding ourselves because… well Hiccup will be considered a traitor because he's a Viking on a Dragon"

"Uh-huh"

"Why don't we hide everything _but_ our identities?" Nina suggested wildly. Lodin's face twisted into a look of downright confusion, while Katla and Hiccup simply stared as if she spoke in another language.

"I'm sorry, but that makes no sense, Nina" Lodin shook his head.

"No no no, picture this" Nina blurted, falling to her knees and leaning in, looking not the least sane with her dangerously excited look. "What if we found _another_ way to Berk, like a boat or something? We show up on Berk and hide _everything_. As far as these Vikings can tell you're just the same old Hiccup, which will make believing our warning so much easier, as well as leaving after we're finished"

"Y'know, for someone the size of a Terrible Terror you make the most of what little brain you have" Lodin said commented, rather surprised at the idea she presented.

"We don't have Dragons, you two aren't together, no tattoos and no fighting that can put them to shame" Nina explained. "We just show up, warn them about the Outcast guys and leave the same way we arrived-" she threw a fist in the air dramatically. "-without a problem, and without a trace!"

For perhaps the longest five seconds in that young girl's history, she kneeled breathlessly near the fire, her three best friends staring at her.

"That…" Hiccup stumbled, frozen solid as he gripped his Armour

"That might actually work" Lodin said slowly. "Thor above, it-it actually could!"

"Exactly!" Nina pressed, "Hiccup will act the same as they always remember him, so less questions are asked and they will listen to us when we say the rather hard to believe tale that a bunch of Vikings are trying to take over the bloody world"

"It's risky… very" Hiccup nodded. "Hiding Toothless was hard enough at Berk. We'll have to find a new location, where we can hide two extra Dragons. Hiding my scars will be too, and I'll struggle to hide being with Katla" For a brief moment there was visible doubt, but his eyes glowed with a fiery green passion, like he was staring at a new invention. "But it could work!"

"Hel yeah!" Lodin cheered, jumping up from his spot in the sand.

"Only real problem is how they will treat me when I return" Hiccup admitted, "I mean, they wouldn't still treat me badly, right?"

Lodin, Katla and Nina burst into laughter. Even the _Dragons_ warbled joyfully at the idea Hiccup spoke.

Hiccup stood in front of all three teenagers, nothing but pants on and clutching the Nightshade Steel chest plate in his hands. Against the campfire light his chest seemed to ignite itself, every scar and muscle on his chest turning a bright yellow.

"Baby, that _really_ isn't gonna be likely when they see you" Katla murmured, not hiding her gaze at her boyfriend's chest.

Hiccup flushed, now that he knew what they were on about, and flung his chest plate on. He sat back down with a small grin.

"So that's it then, settled?" Three heads nodded in return.

"We have seven days until the Outcasts get to Berk" Hiccup said. "By tomorrow, I think we'll be there"

"Here here" Nina grinned, high-fiving Lodin.

"Rest up, everyone" Katla announced. "Early tomorrow we find ourselves a boat, and off to Berk we go!"

Hiccup smiled; the finality of the situation at last sinking in. He hoped Berk was ready.

o~O~0~O~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

Everything happened too quickly the next day. He woke up faster than he wanted, and stealing a ship from a nearby Island was far easier than he planned on it being. Hiccup had done countless incredible things in his life, many of them dangerous and terrifying.

None of those times was he as nervous as he was now.

It was in the early morning when he and his three friends flew quietly into a fishing village, stealing a boat and making their way to Berk. Normally, the journey from there to his home tribe would have been a day or more, but with the help of the three Dragons they managed to pull the boat at far greater speeds.

"You look like you're gonna be sick"

Hiccup stared up from his hands to look at Nina, who sat on the other side of the boat. "Seasickness, just not feeling too well" he brushed him off.

"Not fooling me" Nina smirked, holding a whetstone as she sharpened her boyfriend's arrows. "I can understand why you're so nervous, but everything is going to be fine!"

"I really hope so…"

"Look, I know we haven't had the best luck when it comes to… bloody everything. But this won't be one of those times" Nina reassured.

"I think we've all had enough near death experiences for one lifetime" Hiccup smirked, "I hope you're right, I really do"

"What's the plan with the Dragons?" Nina asked.

"We've got Elysia and Toothless below deck now that the Island is in sight, Viper is going to stay invisible the whole time, nobody will notice her flying around"

"Gods, I almost forgot she had that ability" a thin whistle escaped her lips. "And they'll be there for how long?"

Hiccup snorted. "They won't be there the whole time, if that's what you're asking. At Nightfall we'll help them slip away into the forest where they can relax and hunt for their own"

"Okay, okay good!" Nina nodded.

Hiccup looked out over the front of the boat, where a rather large island broke the watery horizon. It was Berk, the place he'd vow to never return. It was strange, the mix of terror and curiosity he felt as he looked out to the place of his birth. Surely they'd forgotten him, and how much had the place changed since he left?

He'd have to meet his father, after three years.

Hiccup felt his stomach lurch, and this time it wasn't the boat. Stoick the Vast's stone scowl always remained at the back of his head and the thought of his father seeing him like this sent him into shivers. How was he going to react? Would he have been missed?

Will Stoick even listen to his warning?

It was clear as day his father had chosen a new heir – there was no way he hadn't. Snotlout was the most likely choice, being a blood relative. Or perhaps Astrid? She was easily the best warrior of their age, so perhaps he would have considered that.

His eyes widened, staring at the Island that got closer and closer. _The teenagers._

"Oh Thor" Hiccup breathed, wiping the sweat off his sweaty palms. His armor and Gliave were stashed away below deck with Toothless and Elysia; he sat on the boat in his classic green tunic and fur vest.

Gods, it really was like he'd stepped back in time.

Katla's footsteps echoed from below deck, growing louder with each step. She stepped out into the morning light in her casual attire: a brown tunic and deep blue leggings. Her face was a mask of worry, brushing her hair out of her face and staring at her boyfriend.

"You've never looked this anxious before" she said, sitting next to him on the ship railing. Resting a hand on his lap and and putting her head on his shoulder, she spoke in a soft tone. "I'm proud of you for doing this"

"I'm just worried if they'll find out the truth" Hiccup replied, wrapping an arm around her.

"They won't"

"How can we be sure!"

"We can't" she spoke. "But I'll be damned if we don't try" Katla kissed his cheek gently, and Hiccup's smile returned.

"I'll be hard, hiding our relationship" he admitted, voice indicating his displeasure.

"Agreed, but it's for the best. The less you seem to have changed the better, fewer questions asked" Katla shrugged. "Besides, I'm sure we won't be watched the whole time" she winked.

Hiccup chuckled. "I'm counting on it"

"Your father will be proud to see you like this, too" Katla reassured.

"It's not him I'm worried about-" Hiccup paused. "O-Okay yeah it is him a bit, but mostly the other teenagers I grew up with. How will they react seeing me like this?"

"They'll be in for a shock" Katla grinned. "They'll regret ever treating you badly, I promise that"

Hiccup smiled at the thought, "I like the sound of that"

"_Watch tha' steerin, Capt'n!"_

The deep accent off the front of the boat tore the teenagers out of their daze. A Viking stood on the port, amongst several others watching Hiccup's boat arrive at the Berk docks in curiosity. Hiccup visibly tensed at the thought. _Berk knew they were here, and Hiccup knew they were there._

This was it.

"Well friends, this is it" Lodin breathed, standing at the rear end of the boat, steering with a large wheel.

"This is it" Katla repeated, nodding. She looked back to Hiccup and locked lips with him one last time. "We're in this together"

"All of us" Nina nodded

"All of us" Lodin grinned. "Let's show these Vikings how Free Folk do it"

Hiccup swallowed his nerves with a grimace, stood up and brushed the dust off of his tunic. "Dragons nice and safe?"

"Yeah, they know what's going on" Katla nodded seriously. "They've got enough food, and won't make a sound until nightfall"

"Let's hope so" Hiccup said.

The Docks were close now, and with Hiccup's nerves gone, the boy only saw a steely determination. This had been his home, yes. Now, however, he saw it as a goal; a mission. All of Berk was at risk, and if facing his fears and returning home was what it took to save them, then so be it.

"Welcome ta' Berk, Sailors!" The same Viking called out, waving a hand about in greeting as their ship slowed to a halt next to the large wooden docks. Like ants, many other Vikings huddled around the boat, securing it to Berk. No escape.

"A'hoy there!" Lodin hollered back, giggling as Nina shook her head in shame.

"Are ye' all Dragon Trappers? Been seeing a lot of yer kind on these waters" The Viking asked, looking up at the boat from the dock. _This is it_, Hiccup thought. With a powerful jump, he leapt off the side of the boat and landed in front of a handful of Vikings.

With a breath for clarity, and trembling hands, he spoke.

"Good to be back"

Utter silence.

The Vikings stared at Hiccup in downright confusion; a wash of furrowed eyebrows and upturned lips. Back? What was the boy talking about?

One by one, they began to turn.

Nobody could forget the green eyes, now more passionate than ever. The auburn hair on his head was longer than ever before, but still bringing back haunting memories to the Vikings of Berk. Even after three years, _three damn years_, they knew who they stood in front of.

"Ta-da!" Lodin yelled off the side of the boat. "_Presenting, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the sec- Third!_"

A single Viking found there voice after long last, crying out as if to the heavens themselves.

"_SOMEONE, GET THE CHIEF!"_

**To be continued…**

_**QUESTION TIME:**_

**1) Enjoy it so far? ;) Just a heads up, this is just a fraction of the story. I won't be surprised if this story exceeds 250,000 words! So yeah, how am i doing for a first story ever?**


	25. The Good, and The Bad

**Thank you for the wait, in the middle of intense exams right now, but eh. Hope you've all had a wonderful week and hope even more this makes your week even better! Enjoy, and see you all soon!**

**Apologies for spelling errors. My usual laptop with American spelling broke, and this is my other with Australian. The words might be spelt a little differently, but no major issue.**

o~0~O~0~o

(STOICK)

Stoick never hid his emotions; he either showed them or brushed them off like dust on a rag.

It was no surprise, then, to see they greying Chief of Berk hold a face to his hand as the boys Snotlout and Tuffnut explained their latest act of brain-numbing stupidity.

With a heavy sigh, Stoick spoke. "Ye did _what_ now?"

Snotlout chewed his bottom lip. "Chief, Tuffnut and I were just…"

"-Yak racing!" Ruffnut finished eloquently, snickering as the Chief's scowl darkened, more in annoyance than genuine anger.

"Snotlout," Stoick clutched his head, "For tha' love of Thor, we had a chief'n lesson today, and this is what ye did instead?"

"What? Blondie thought he could beat me in a race" Snotlout puffed his chest with a smirk. "And as the Heir to Berk I represented you in the challenge"

A collective groan ran through the room.

Stoick looked to Astrid, rolling his eyes. "Were you there to see what happened?"

"Aye" Astrid nodded, standing several yards from the rest of the teens, leaning on her axe on the ground. "I shouldn't have taken part in the activity, I apologise Stoick"

"Nuthin' to be sorry for" Stoick brushed her off. "You weren't riding the Thor-forsaken farm animals"

Astrid felt almost embarrassed to have let her one girl friend Ruffnut convince her to tag along and witness the inevitable disaster. With a short huff she looked over to the group and shook her head.

"It was just a bit of fun, c'mon!" Snotlout whined, looking to the men at Stoick's side; Gobber and his father, Spitelout. All three of the Vikings met the boy with equal looks of dissatisfaction. "Dad, surely I won't get punished for this"

Astrid had become a bitter person over the years – everyone seemed to know that. Yet her skin shivering in disgust at Snotlout's moaning was something nobody would have criticized her for.

"Yah, not like anyone was hurt" Tuffnut scoffed

"Those Yaks will take _weeks_ until they are back ta makin' milk, that's how much ya scared them" Gobber interrupted, rather frustrated to have received most of the Farmer's wrath in this incidence.

"And the fences were battered when you crashed through them" Spitelout didn't draw his punches with his son; he'd had enough of the constant embarrassment his son put him through. Stoick looked to his pair of advisors, and a small smirk dashed his lips.

"Well then, it seems ma two advisors here given meh a nice pair of punishments" he said, taking notice of the way both boys' faces declined in colour. "Snotlout-" he thrust a finger over the table, towards his heir. "-You'll be repairing the fences until they are good as new, no breaks, lesson after ya done"

Snotlout gawked for a brief second, and was seconds from putting his foot down until he noticed the look his father gave him.

"Tuffnut-" the Thorsten male flinched at his naming, and reluctantly stepped forward. "You'll be taking care of the two yaks you… _raced_. Farmers will be looking over ya closely to make sure something stupid won't happen again," his auburn eyebrows furrowed in a squint. "Clear?"

"Fine" Tuffnut muttered.

Astrid, along with the rest of the teenagers, was then beckoned to leave. With nothing more than a firm nod, the Shield-Maiden turned on her heels and marched to the Meade Hall door.

Only to have it fly open itself, nearly smacking her in the head.

"_CHIEF!"_

A strangled cry flooded into the room as a Viking came hurtling into the Hall, panting desperately. Eyebrows shot skyward as the man came to a stop in the centre of the room in front of the Chief's table. "O-Outside… The docks!"

Stoick reacted out of instinct, reaching for his hammer and shooting out of his chair. "What is it, Dragons?" he barked.

"No, no!" the man cried, gasping for breath. He pointed a shaky hand to the open door, morning sunlight flooding through it. "Nuthin'… attacking"

"Slow down there, fella" Gobber held out his hands – technically just _hand_ – in reason. "One sentence at 'a time. What's the ravin about?"

The sailor shook his head in disbelief, staring wide-eyed at the teenagers. Their faces were a wash of confusion, though that was soon to change.

"He's… He's back. _He's alive!"_

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

Mutters and whispers engulfed the once-quiet docks, not minutes before Hiccup's landing on the place he'd called home for more than fifteen years, and the boy wasn't going to deny it; he was scared.

Before him stood an ever growing crowd of burly Vikings, who for the first time in his life didn't seem so enormous. They each stared at him in a thick mix of confusion, interest and most of all shock. Some even acted more like animals, cautiously breaking from the surrounding crowd to prod and touch his tunic, like he was some sort of vision turned real. One thing every Viking had in common was the whispers they spoke.

"_He's alive_"

Hiccup himself was conflicted beyond belief, emotions tearing and fragmenting the plan and foundations he set in his head. He knew this would be emotional, and he knew still he couldn't let this deter from the mission at hand. These people had to be saved.

He looked to Katla, and cast an anxious smile. It took a surprising amount of self-control to not reach out and hold her hand for clarity.

'_To be a Viking and consummate before marriage is punishable by death'_ he thought firmly. _'Nobody can know of our relationship. The fewer questions asked, the better' _the same went for his scar and tattoo. Only chaos and awkward questions would ensue if Berk learnt of a _Night Fury_ tattooed on his back.

Hiccup blew a puff of air from his lips, and spoke with a firm voice. "Yes, it is me. Now I'm sure I have some explaining to do, just give me and my friends a chance"

"Shave me beard and sell it to Loki, its Hiccup!"

He looked to his left to see two new figures join the front of the crowd. Hiccup couldn't hide a smile to at last see a face he knew after many years. It was Mulch, closely followed by his close friend Bucket. The pair stood in front of him with a sense of sheer disbelief, with Mulch's jaw hanging open while Bucket stared blankly in cluelessness.

"Mulch," Hiccup beamed, "good to see you!"

"You're…." He looked up and down the boy's body, still not sure what to say. "…Taller!"

The crowd erupted into laughter, despite the seemingly impossible situation before them. Hiccup grinned sheepishly, looking to his three friends.

"If that's all it takes to make them laugh, I could work here as a comedian" Lodin muttered.

"Uh, thank you, for noticing" Hiccup chuckled, staring about the crowd. He felt a sense of delight bubbling inside of him staring at the familiar faces, and more importantly the way they looked back. This wasn't what he'd thought would happen. The initial shock had quickly worn off – a common habit amongst such thickheaded people – and Hiccup now found himself being looked at in _joy?_

Had they actually missed him? Surely not?

They must have been, because again and again he saw them look up and down his body, nodding as if to say 'not bad…' Again, Hiccup grinned. Perhaps he'd been pessimistic with his arrival.

"We thought ye'd been killed!"

"Aye, the Dragon Rider!"

Questions quickly came flooding in, all of them accompanied by wide eyes like infants in a store. "Hey-hey!" Hiccup held out his arms, trying to calm them as if his audience was a Dragon. "Please, everyone, I'll have a chance to explain it soon!"

He was silently dreading that moment, in the future. How was he supposed to make up a tale of how a 'Dragon Rider' – _that so happened to be himself_ – didn't kill him, and instead somehow dropped him off away from Berk? It was going to be the mother of all lies, and he hoped the Gods were on his side when the time came for him to tell it.

And at last, it happened. The moment he'd envisioned countless times on his way here.

"_What in Thor's name is goin' on!?"_

Hiccup froze on the spot, the deep resonating voice silencing all the Vikings around him. His body tensed and stiffened as the crowd slowly, but surely, parted. Hiccup took deep steady breaths, looking over the heads of smaller Vikings – if such a thing existed – to spot a large set of helmet horns make their way closer.

Stoick the Vast. His father.

Time seemed to slow down, as Lodin, Nina and Katla stepped closer, so that the four teenagers stood as one. A family created through the bonds over the years. Hiccup and his friends had no clue what they were in for, but whatever it was, they were in it together.

The crowd stood in two now; on either side of Hiccup and his friends. Directly in front of him stood Stoick, and the one-handed forge master he once saw as a father, Gobber.

Time froze.

Stoick. Thor almighty, _Stoick._

Hiccup's eyes widened, staring at his father. In all the times he imagined this playing out, did he consider the way he looked.

His bright orange hair was at last surrendering the cusp of youth, and lighter hairs were sprouting amongst his beard. His glowing green eyes – like priceless emeralds – had faded, and were squinted slightly as he stared at Hiccup in the morning sun. His posture remained firm, as it always did, but there was a noticeable slump to his shoulders that indicated he'd seen better days.

Stoick stared at Hiccup, and Berk held its breath.

The clunking sound of a hammer falling to the wooden floor rippled across the nearby water.

"Hiccup?" Stoick croaked.

Hiccup nodded back numbly, stepping forward just one step.

"Yes, it's me" he said softly.

Stoick matched Hiccup, taking one step forward. The pair was just a couple yards from each other now; closer than they'd been for years. "You… We thought ye were _dead_" Stoick whispered.

Hiccup smiled and shook his head. "I guess I'm stronger than I look" he joked.

With a shuddering sob, so rarely seen from the man, the Chief of Berk closed the distance, and pulled him into a single, heart-warming hug. Hiccup nearly yelped as the enormous man lifted his feet up off the ground, clutching him desperately.

"Ma son… _my son is alive!_" Stoick declared. Berk responded justly, cheering as Hiccup was nearly thrown about in his arms.

"Happy… to see you too… _dad_" Hiccup said softly, emotion surging through him. Never did he expect this to happen, not in his _lifetime._ He'd expected disappointment, resentment in his return; the feelings he was used to. To see the men women he'd grown up with look at him in happiness, and to see his father so emotional at his return…

Hiccup had a hard time not letting tears of his own fall.

Katla nodded with a smile, meeting Hiccups gaze as the boy remained in his father's hug. The sheer look of shock on his face was enough indication to her that this was the first time he'd been like this, and he certainly wasn't complaining.

"Okay, I admit," Nina said quietly, "that's kinda adorable" Lodin chuckled at this, so did Katla.

"_How_? I thought I lost you! It… It's been _years_" Stoick spluttered, dropping his son and staring at him the same way everyone else did; wide eyed.

"I promise I'll explain when I get the chance" Hiccup reasoned, smiling as the flabbergasted expression on his face.

"Ha ha!" Stoick bellowed, giving his son a hefty pat on the shoulder. The crowd murmured slightly as Hiccup hardly flinched, whereas before he would have been floored. "Hiccup… is back!" he echoed again, and again he was greeted with cheers of enthusiasm.

"What's happened to 'im?" some Viking at the back asked.

It was a question lingering in almost everyone's head, since his arrival just minutes before. Nobody was that surprised to see him changed over so long, but having changed _that_ much nobody could have foreseen. Hiccup was the _same height_ as many of the Vikings, and up to his father's chin. His arms were no longer gangly thin things, but instead lithe with muscle and nearly no body fat whatsoever.

Odin's beard, Hiccup had _scars_ on his face. Hiccup!

"It's been a long three years" Hiccup said vaguely. Going into detail so soon would only complicate things; he left it at that. "Done many things, met new friends. They'll be plenty of time to explain"

"Ah don't believe it" Stoick shook his head, eyes glazed over with sheer bliss. The man's hands were still firmly gripping his arms even after the hug, almost like he feared his son would float away in the wind.

He only released the hold on his son when Hiccup flung himself into the arms of Gobber.

"Don't ye _ever _scare me like tha' again, Hiccup' Gobber scolded jokingly, pulling the boy he saw as a son into a tight hug.

"Gods I missed you, Gobber" Hiccup laughed weakly, "how would you spend your spare time without me causing havoc?" the blonde blacksmith chuckled at him, shaking his head in equal shock to the others.

"Even after all this time, my apprentice still has a quick mouth" Gobber grinned, taking a step back and casting a look up and down the boy's body. "Odin, should 'a listened to you when you said the '_Viking-ness couldn't be contained' _you've shot up like a weed, Hiccup!"

Now it was Hiccup's turn to grin like a fool.

Muffled cried and grunts broke out from behind Gobber, and the pair quickly ended their much needed embrace. The crowd of dozens were being parted a second time – more forcefully this time – as a second group made their way forward to the source of commotion, himself.

And just like that, the nerves returned.

o~0~O~0~o

(ASTRID)

The cheers of joy could be heard long before Astrid and her friends stumbled onto the Berk Docks, equal looks of confusion plastered on their face.

The Viking working in the docks gave no explanation to the teenagers or Stoick, only answering with mutters of disbelief followed by a constant 'go to the docks!' What was going on?

"Over thirty percent more popularity than Trader Johann, at this moment" Fishlegs pointed out from the rear of the group, rather matter-of-factly. "This must be important"

"I think we'll be the judge of that," Tuffnut said, followed by his sister's smirk of agreement.

"For once, can you guys try to stay in line" Astrid rolled her eyes. "Whatever this is, don't make a scene like you usually do?"

"Babe, you're talking to the twins right? Cos' I can be totally chill" Snotlout grinned, struggling to multitask talking, walking and flexing. Astrid didn't bother responding; only shuddering in resentment.

Astrid asked, pointed to the ship the large group of Vikings gathered around. Its wooden mast and collapsed sails poked through the mass of people like an arrow, almost gesturing them closer to investigate. "Looks like a fishing boat; even from here the hull size is too small to be a trading ship"

"Maybe they found some gold, or somethin?" Tuffnut suggested with wide eyes.

"Gold isn't well known for its floating abilities" Fishlegs stated under his breath.

"Ooh, no a Dragon!" Ruffnut added joyfully, speeding up her steps as she and her friends drew closer to the others. "Maybe they caught something _really_ dangerous, and are giving it too us!"

"Hel yeah!" Tuffnut jeered, clashing helmets with his twin. "Like a Night Fury!"

"I doubt these fishermen have a _Night Fury_ locked away in their boat, you two" Astrid huffed. "Don't be so immature"

"Heir of Berk, comin' through!" Snotlout said with a holler, grinning as he tapped on the Viking's shoulders in mock politeness. Much to his shock, only glares were given in return as the crowd seemed to bunch together against his wished. "H-Hey, what are ya doing?"

"Showing the respect you deserve, Lout" Astrid muttered, trying to stand on her toes and get a better view. As far as she could see, the Chief and Gobber were in conversation with a handful of people; foreigners from the way they dressed.

One Viking amongst the crowd looked back to the frustrated Snotlout, and quickly grinned. "Men, ah think this lot behind us should see this!" Several others laughed, more brazenly than genuine joy.

"What'se mean by that?" Tuffnut asked.

"Not a clue" Astrid shook her head, accepting the invitation of a better view nonetheless. With the same determined attitude she gave for everything, Astrid pushed on forward, until she stood before the source of the commotion.

Little did she know what she and the others were in for.

Stoick the Vast and Gobber stood amongst four people whom Astrid had never seen before, all of which wearing rather forced and uncomfortable smiles. Being so crowded, however, it was hardly surprising. Their outfits were all outlandish in design, and it was clear from the colours they wore, the people made some attempt to try and fit in.

The first person Astrid laid eyes on was a girl, looking slightly younger than her. She was a short thing, standing at least half a head below the others. She was petite too, having little muscle or fat on her. Regardless she stood proudly, and it was clear enough to Astrid that this girl had her own means of defending herself. Her brown hair was in a tight bun, screaming neatness and unknown at once. The skin upon her slightly round face was really tanned, and at least answered some of Astrid's questions. Wherever these people were from, it was hot and far away.

To the girl's left stood a boy with equal oddity. He seemed to embody the word 'lanky', and wore a spiky crown of short blonde hair; unusual to say the least in a place such as Berk. He stood about a head taller than his female counterpart, and bit his bottom lip staring at the conversation ensuing between Stoick and another male. Even from a distance, Astrid could see the worn texture of his hands, and with a quick glance at his long but very lithe legs, it was a safe guess to say this person could deal some damage.

"Odin's balls look at 'er" Snotlout purred into Tuffnut's ear. Astrid could practically feel their gazes pressed down upon the second girl, who stood closer to Stoick than the other two teenagers. She could understand why.

The second girl Astrid stared at was only a bit shorter than the blonde, and much taller than the first girl. Whereas the small brunette seemed to show her courage through an impassive gaze and confident pose, this one had physical features to support her. The girl's body was curvy with obvious muscle, not fat. Her hands were a callous mess, and resembled similar wounds to when Astrid trained nonstop with her own axe. Her face was beautiful too, only a small scar on her cheek, amongst darkly tanned skin and light brown –near amber – eyes that seemed to glow.

Most noticeable, was her coal black hair. It cascaded down her shoulders and deep blue tunic like a river of tar. It looked poisonous and heavenly all at once; a blend of threat and promise. If not for the hair, this woman would've been some sort of Valkyrie, the amalgam of power and beauty. A sick sensation ran through Astrid staring at her, and she felt small under her presence.

The fourth and final teenager was a boy, and when Gobber parted from him, Astrid's world seemingly collapsed in on itself.

"…_Hiccup?_" she gasped.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

Hiccup smiled awkwardly at Astrid, who had the teenagers he'd known all his childhood behind her. He couldn't help but admit feeling proud of himself, noticing each and every one of their dropped jaws.

"Yes, it's me" he said, giving a single nod. Astrid was still much the same in his eyes, with very few changes in terms of her looks. Her hair was a single swept braid that ran down her shoulder, and her armour made some minor adjustments.

But she still had her round face; her big blue eyes and her trusty axe he gave to her when they were ten. She was still the Astrid he knew.

And yet he was the Hiccup she didn't know.

It was strange, almost, the way he stared at her so… _neutrally,_ as the others continued to look as if he had two heads. While Hiccup felt a surge of joy reuniting with his father and mentor, seeing the teenagers who made his life miserable sparked far less. Hiccup had grown and developed so much as a person since his exodus of Berk, and to see the people his age so unchanged was almost scary.

"I thought… we, we thought-" Astrid didn't have the words, nor did her colleagues. She was staring at a ghost; a figure that'd haunted her dreams for months after his passing. And here he was, in the flesh, staring at her as if none of the past three years even happened.

"Not possible" Snotlout mumbled, gawking at his thought to be dead cousin. "That can't be him!" his meaty hands clenched into fists, and with every passing second his breath drew more ragged.

"It's…" Hiccup fumbled slightly, fiddling with his hands. "It's a long story. I'll explain it soon. But yeah, I'm still alive" he finished shortly with a smile.

"Calls for a celebration" Ruffnut said lowly, batting her eyelids at Hiccup. Astrid was moments from clipping her friend over the ear, until she took a second wide-eyed glance at Hiccup.

Gods, he'd changed. And for once Astrid could see the reasoning behind Ruffnut's thoughts.

He'd gotten… _attractive?_

Such a word felt completely wrong when describing Hiccup, but even stubborn Astrid couldn't deny it. His eyes still had the same green glow they always did; burning with passion and intelligence. Hiccup's body had been overhauled completely; it was still on the thin side, but his exposed arms proved he had packed on muscle. His freckles that dotted across his face were hardly visible over his tan, and his auburn hair was long enough to be _braided_.

"Are ye gonna just stand there, or introduce yer friends?" Gobber asked. The crowd chuckled as Hiccup flushed. He smiled at Gobber and his father, casting a hand towards his three best friends.

"Well, these are my 'travelling companions'," Hiccup explained, gesturing for Lodin, Nina and Katla to step forward. With three sets of shaky smiles, they approached and were under the eyes of Berk.

"Uh, hello there" Lodin said sheepishly.

"This is Lodin" Hiccup said, resting a reassuring hand on his shoulder. "He's an excellent hunter, and loves poor jokes" The blonde boy rolled his eyes, before quickly shaking Stoick's hand.

"Any friend of 'iccup is family to Berk" Stoick said proudly. Lodin nodded with a polite smile, before moving to the teenagers some steps away.

"So you're Hiccup's friend?" Snotlout scoffed, and broke into laughter. It only took a moment for him to stop however, when he realized nobody was laughing with him.

Instead, Lodin smirked knowingly. "It's Snotlout, right?"

The Jorgenson boy's smile died. "How do you know?" Lodin hummed a bit, before shrugging and looking away.

"How… how did you meet Hiccup? We all thought he was dead!" Fishlegs squeaked, catching his attention.

"It's a long story, like Hiccup said" Lodin replied, before throwing another grin. "Trust me; he's harder to kill than you all can imagine"

Nina stepped in front of Hiccup, giving his father a strong handshake while sizing up Stoick. In truth, many were puzzled by the girl's behaviour – the way she acted so dangerously while being so small.

"And this is Nina" there was a brief pause. "She's er… _with_ Lodin. Nina makes a great healer, gotten us out of some tricky situations"

"Welcome to Berk, lassie" Stoick said. "I'm sure ye and our fellow healers will get along nicely"

"Pleasure" she said shortly, standing to the side along side Lodin.

Hiccup took a deep breath.

"And lastly, Katla" the raven-haired beauty kept a firm smile, approaching Stoick and fighting the urge to hold her boyfriend's hand. "She's a… great friend, and an even better fighter. Doubt anyone here can match her" His voice wavered ever so slightly while describing her as a 'friend', but thankfully nobody paid attention to that part of the sentence.

"Fighter, eh?" Gobber raised an eyebrow. "Yer more than welcome here then, fighting's in our blood"

"Aw, Hiccup's just saying that, I'm not that good" she brushed it off lightly, trying to ignore Lodin and Nina stifling a laugh.

_These are his people._ Katla thought, staring about the Vikings as she walked over to Lodin and Nina. _So unlike him, so different. _She could see why they supposedly bullied Hiccup most of his life. She could imagine how poorly such people would treat someone so unlike themselves, _especially_ the son of such a proud Chief.

"The name's Snotlout, heir of Berk" Snotlout barged in front of his friend to meet Katla, yanking at her hand for a shake. He wore a proud smirk, despite the missing tooth.

"Uh, nice to meet you" she said, not shaking his hand much to the joy of her friends. His confident expression crumbled when she walked past him and next to Lodin and Nina, trying her very hardest not to grin like a child knowing she'd pulled a prank.

"So you're a fighter"

She turned to face a blonde Shield-Maiden.

Katla looked back over to Hiccup, who was in the middle of a conversation with his father. Even in discussion, she could notice a tiny nod to her direction. Katla let out a short breath.

This was Astrid.

"I guess so, yeah" Katla shrugged, feeling the weight of Lodin and Nina's stares. Astrid was inches shorter than her – just a bit taller than Nina – with braided blonde hair and a stern expression.

"Hmph" Astrid nodded, looking up at her. For perhaps the tensest seven seconds in the teenager's lives, their eyes locked in silent competition.

For Astrid, she stared at Katla with mystery, and almost a sense of fear. This girl had a stench of unknown; she _reeked_ of it. With her haunting black hair and bright eyes, she looked like more than fair game in the kill ring, and that was something she rarely thought of anyone. The way Katla seemed to be some sort of support line for Hiccup – the way he stared at her for some sort of confidence – gave the impression she really was a _loyal_ friend like he said.

For the first time in years, Astrid felt no longer the intimidator. Katla was intimidating her.

For Katla, she looked down at Astrid with a certain sense of empathy and pride. The girl didn't mean to be cocky or in any way boastful, but she took joy in being the one to have Hiccup's heart, and know he long lost her affection for the blonde Shield-Maiden. She trusted Hiccup with all her love, and knew that if he said he was over her, he really was.

Like any veteran fighter, she sized Astrid up, noticing her thin body was more orientated towards dodging larger opponents such as Dragons. A small part of her wanted to fight Astrid, knowing her talents from Hiccup's description. She was always looking for new ways to test her self.

"Pleasure to meet you… Astrid" Katla said, holding out a hand. Reluctantly, Astrid took hold and shook. "I'm sure we'll get along perfectly" Katla hoped that she didn't sound too sarcastic.

"I don't believe I told you my name" Astrid raised an eyebrow.

"He's told me a bit about you lot" she referred to the group of teenagers as a whole. "Pretty uh, _interesting_ stories he seemed to have of you all"

"Oh," Astrid snapped back her hand, knowing what she meant. She was certain Katla knew about how poorly they used to treat Hiccup, and was struck with guilt.

"Does he really talk about us?" Fishlegs asked.

_Quite often, sometimes while training, other times after sex. Did I mention we've been together a couple years?_ She struggled not to smile at such a response her head thought, but instead answered with a wordless nod.

"This calls for ah celebration, everyone!" Stoick boomed, catching the attention of the crowd. With an uproarious cheer following this statement, the Vikings of Berk began to flow back up the docks, already singing songs and chants of praise. "The return of the heir, we shall call this! Let the mead flow for days!"

"_What?" _Snotlout shrieked.

"Stoick, don't ye wanna hear about Hiccup? How this is even possible?" Gobber asked.

"Bah" Stoick waved him off. "My son his home, that's all tha matters"

"Uh, but Dad," Hiccup tapped him on the shoulder with a wince. "We really have things to tell you, about where we just came from and what's coming!"

"Explain it all in the hall son, during the party!" Stoick grinned, pulling Hiccup into another crushing hug. "He he, ma son is home at last. I just knew ye weren't dead, Hiccup, ah knew it!" he hollered.

Hiccup's cheerful expression slipped away as Stoick lead more Vikings back to the hall for what they planned to be a wild celebration.

"Well, that was a resounding success" he muttered, watching the mob of burly men head back up the winding pathway towards the hall.

"That Snotlout kid is fatter than you described" Nina commented bluntly.

"And your dad seems a little… loud" Katla winced.

"Don't worry Katla," Lodin said with a smirk, "meeting the 'in-laws' for the first time is never easy"

"Ha-ha, idiot"

"We stick to the plan" Hiccup interrupted. "We have to warn everyone about the Outcasts. Nina, can you get the Dragons to safety after dark?"

"Easy peasy" she nodded.

"Good, then let's hope this celebration gives us a chance to tell them all about Alvin"

o~0~O~0~o

(LODIN/NINA/KATLA)

Lodin, Nina and Katla were Free Folk; born in a world of hardship, mystery and above all, celebration. Their entire culture revolved around being ex-slaves who'd escaped the Roman Empire, and that alone was to spark a long history of regular festivities.

And yet they'd never experienced a party quite like this.

Huddled together like frighten sheep, they sat on a long chair in the Berk Meade Hall. All three of them watched in a mixture of awe and horror as a collection of drink and food flew across the room, accompanied by reverberating music and deafening chatter.

"This is actually terrifying" Lodin laughed, noticing the speechless look on Nina and Katla's faces. "How do they call this a celebration? It's insane"

"I'm surprised many of these people are still standing" Katla grinned, pointing over to a handful of Vikings surrounding a barrel of ale. "They've had well over half that all to themselves!"

Across the table, sat the other teenagers of Berk. They seemed less interested in the celebration and more about the three new faces to their island.

"So you three aren't Vikings?" Fishlegs piped up, cracking the awkward silence between the two groups.

"What gave it away?" Nina raised an eyebrow at the big Viking. "Is it because we don't weigh several hundred p-"

"_Nina"_ Katla interrupted quickly, her polite voice carrying an edge to it. The raven-haired girl cleared her throat, and gave a polite nod. "Yeah, we're not Vikings"

"So that's the reason you have tha funny voice!" Tuffnut exclaimed, waving about a half-eaten chicken leg. "What's it called? Axe-something?"

"Accent, Tuff" Astrid answered sternly, eyes focused on Hiccup.

"I noticed Hiccup's voice is closer to yours than ours" Fishlegs frowned. "How long has he been with you and your people?"

"A few years, we've known him for a long time" was all Lodin said. As much as he and the two girls wanted to tell about their good friend, they were still unsure of what should and shouldn't be said about his time off Berk. They chose to keep things brief and not go into explicit detail. It lowered their chances of two made up stories clashing and arousing suspicion. Whereas the other teenagers sat amongst the fellow Vikings of Berk, Hiccup was centred on the head-table in the middle of a discussion with Stoick and other elders. Katla kept flicking her gaze back and forth on her boyfriend, almost sensing his discomfort at being thrown back into his previous life so quickly.

"So, tell us more about you lot eh?" Nina suggested casually, leaning back on the chair while taking an experimental bite of the available food.

"Like I said earlier, my name is Snotlout" The black-haired Viking said proudly, thumping his chest with a fist. "Heir to Stoick and husband-to-be of-"

"-If you say it one more time, I'll gut you like a fish" Astrid said calmly, stopping Snotlout mid sentence.

"Well, I mean, the position of husband can always be _changed_" Snotlout lowered his voice, batting his eyelids at Katla cross the table.

"Uh-huh" Katla deadpanned, staring in boredom. Quickly, she looked over to the remaining – and hopefully less thickheaded – Viking teenagers. "What about you lot?"

"The man, the legend, Tuffnut!" Tuffnut announced dramatically. "Professional prankster and all-round awesome guy" Nina let out an audible groan, shaking her head. "And this is my disgusting twin, and partner in crime, Ruffnut"

"Ruffnut?"

The Thorston twin was too preoccupied to take part in the conversation. With half lidded eyes and a slack jaw, she stared across the hall at Hiccup – in a much more obvious way, however.

"He's… _delicious,_" she murmured, head shaking slightly in disbelief, "Astrid, there is no way he's Hiccup, and there's no way you're having him"

"Oh dear Thor" Astrid said, rolling her eyes. "Its just Hiccup, Ruff. Even if he is a little…" she looked over to him, and for a brief second the two girls had matching expressions of awe. "T-Taller" she shook her head and focused on the conversation. "He's still the same kid we've always known"

"Mhmm, whatever you say sister"

Katla had no major concern with what they were saying about her beloved, nor did she feel threatened. She knew first hand what happened to women who liked him only for his looks, and she hoped they would soon enough.

"Permission to ask the question I'm sure Stoick is?" Fishlegs said meekly. The others quickly cast their eyes on him, and the chunky Viking cleared his throat before speaking. "How is this even possible? Hiccup _died_, almost three years ago, by a Night Fury no less!"

Katla chewed her bottom lip, feeling a lump of ice develop in her throat. "Well, I think I'll let Hiccup explain it when he gets the chance" she bluffed. "But he's been at Helga- uh, our own town for three years"

"So, shortly after we thought he'd died" Fishlegs mused, "strange, and where _are_ you from?"

Katla looked to Lodin and Nina, who shrugged as if to say 'why not?'

"We're from a town called Helgafjall. It's not a Viking place, but nearby" Katla explained shortly.

"By my knowledge, that's a Byzantium name" Fishlegs frowned, "you and townspeople are a very long distance from your homeland"

"_Were_, a long distance" Lodin corrected quietly. All the Berkian teenagers noticed how the three slumped in emotion, but chose not to investigate.

"Astrid, how's my hair look?" Ruffnut blurted, whipping her head over to her friend.

Astrid raised an eyebrow, but before she could reply, Hiccup approached and sat between his new friends.

"How'd it go?" Katla muttered, hardly audible over the music and voices.

"Awful" Hiccup mumbled. "I'll tell you about it in a bit"

"So Hiccup, do you need a tour of Berk? I'm sure I could show you around" Ruffnut suggested innocently, much to the disgust of Tuffnut, and annoyance of Astrid.

"Uh, I think I'll find my own way around, thanks" Hiccup said meekly. "Y'know, used to live here for fifteen years"

"Hiccup, the town has changed lots since you've been gone" Fishlegs said excitedly. "We have a new Dragon Manual, and so has the Dragon Training age"

"I live with Stoick now" Snotlout said smugly, grinning with a mouth full of food.

"We fight on the front lines, no more fire brigade for us!" Tuffnut whooped.

While all of the teenager's statements were rather disturbing, one in particular stood out. "The Dragon Training age was lowered?" Hiccup said, eyes wide.

"Aye, now it's ten instead of fifteen" Astrid said shortly.

"That's…"

"Insane" Hiccup said. "Stupid. How are any of them still alive?" he looked up to his father sitting at the head table, celebrating his son's return rather loudly. Did his father seriously approve of that, when the man was once so reluctant to let _him_ into Dragon Training?

"It's not the real training we all did as kids," Astrid explained, "Mostly fitness and fighting techniques – no Dragons. Stoick didn't want the students to be underprepared and useless-"

"-Like you" Snotlout snickered.

The table fell silent.

Hiccup looked up from his half-eaten meal to meet his cousin's cheerful gaze, eyes hardened like emeralds. Tuffnut seemed to still be Snotlout's second-in-command, giggling at the insult. Ruffnut laughed too, but in a manner that spoke 'yeah, good one idiot'. Astrid looked shocked, almost offended on Hiccup's behalf. It was a mild improvement from the years before; at least Hiccup was sitting with them, abuse or not.

"Just like old times, huh" Hiccup said with a small smile. His broadened shoulders shrugged, before returning to his meal. "Y'know Snotlout, I was sort of hoping you would've matured over the three years"

Nina took Hiccup's side in the quickly escalating feud, giggling at Snotlout in amusement.

"What's so funny, short stuff?" He spat at Nina.

"Nothing," Nina grinned. "You're just exactly how Hiccup described you"

Snotlout rounded back on Hiccup again. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"Eh, my memory is a little foggy" Hiccup said, "sorry, can't remember"

For a brief moment, the table was silent.

It was if history repeated itself. Hiccup's sarcastic responses had landed himself into trouble against Snotlout, and it seemed even three years later the auburn hair was in for a beating. Snotlout looked at Hiccup with a constipated look of fury, and it was quite clear he didn't care whether Stoick's son had been back for less than a day. Astrid, Fishlegs and the twins both looked back in forth at Hiccup and his cousin in alarm.

And that's where the similarities ended.

Hiccup had no fear in his eyes, and instead stared back with a firm gaze. He said nothing, and the only sound from that half of the table was Lodin snickering. His posture was stiff but calm, and while his eyes spoke of danger, the small smirk on his face almost invited Snotlout to continue.

"You really don't want to annoy me cousin"

Snotlout growled ever so slightly. Was it because Hiccup addressed him as just 'cousin', that infuriated him, or was it because Hiccup actually had the guts to look not in the least frightened?

"Is that a threat?" he asked lowly.

"No. Call it a promise"

That ended it as quickly as it started. Hiccup continued his intense stare, and Snotlout looked down at his meal, muttering things. The auburn haired teen opened his mouth to talk with his friends, but stopped abruptly when he noticed the looks from the other side.

Astrid, Fishlegs and the twins stared at him like he was straight off the boat; sheer disbelief. Had Hiccup just done that?

"-Anyway!" Hiccup clapped his hands to diffuse the cloud of tension, standing from his chair. "I'm starving from the trip here, I think I'll grab a second serving" He nodded slightly at Katla, and her eyes widened in realization.

"Yeah, me too" Katla agreed, shooting up and following. Within moments the two lovers were away from the group, and walking to where the cooks served meals. "Well? How'd it go?" Katla asked curiously.

"My dad doesn't give a damn about where I've been, or how any of this is even possible" Hiccup sighed, clutching his head. Many Vikings gave cheers and hollers at the boy as he walked, and in return he shot a weak but believable smile.

"Damn, you're friends are almost the opposite. The larger one won't stop asking about how any of this is possible"

Hiccup chuckled. "Yeah, that's Fishlegs for you. Anyway, my Dad didn't ask a word about my past, or accent, or scars"

"What then?"

Hiccup's brow creased in concern. "He wants me to finish my Dragon Training. He's assumed since I've been gone I'm some sort of Dragon Slaying professional already, so '_ah son, should be a piece' ah pie for you. So glad we can finish this!'_"

"Oh Thor" Katla muttered. "Look, we have less than six days now to tell him, why not just yell the truth in his face"

"I can't"

"Why not?"

"Cos," Hiccup ran his fingers through his long hair, looking at his father up on the high table overlooking the entire hall. Stoick met Hiccup's gaze with a proud smile, and raised a mug in a silent toast to his own son. "Because of that" Hiccup said softly.

"He thinks you wanted to come home, doesn't he" she whispered.

"Exactly. I was a disappointment to him all my life, and seeing me like this brings him happiness" Hiccup said. "It'll crush him if he learned that the Outcasts were the _only_ reason I'm back here"

Katla's eyes softened at Hiccup's reasoning, and if they were alone she would have comforted him in ways only she knew. "Let's hope you find the right time to bring it up soon"

Hiccup nodded furiously. "Absolutely. No way I'm letting the Outcasts win"

"That's my Dragon Boy" Katla giggled. "Now come on, let's get more food. A fight is bound to happen if we leave Lodin and Nina with those Viking teenagers and longer"

"You say that like it's a bad thing?" Hiccup laughed.

"Oh no," Katla snickered, "I'd love seeing those two mutton-heads go wild against that Snotlout jerk, but we'd have to join in and help" her face twisted into a playful smile, and with a finger she bopped him on the nose. "Think you could go toe-to-toe with Astrid, huh?"

Hiccup scoffed. "A part of me _wants_ to have a try!" he admitted. "She always was the ultimate Viking in my eyes, it would be interesting to see how I fare against her"

"She may be the best Viking, but you're a Free Folk" Katla smiled. "I think you could take her on, no problem"

He grinned and shrugged his shoulders. "Let's hope the two of us can have a friendly spar then"

"_What's the worst that could happen?_"

_**QUESTION TIME:**_

**1) How do you think i captured Berk's reaction to Hiccup returning? I was imagining them to be happy he wasn't dead, but not over-the-moon because he's 'Hiccup'. Have no fear, they'll change the way they see him very VERY soon!**

**Peace!**


	26. The Ugly

**Sorry again for any spelling issues, uploading this was hard and the website was frustrating to say the least.**

**Ladies and Gentleman! Leeeeeeet's get ready to rumbleeeeeeee!**

(HICCUP)

The sun rising over the rock formations on Berk was always something Hiccup treasured. The way the great orange warmth flooded onto his homeland in fractions – mostly hidden by the knolls or stone archways far out at sea. It was terribly beautiful.

Hiccup sat alone, sitting on a small cliff face just east of Raven Point. His feet dangled clumsily over the edge, and with both hands behind him the boy leant back and let the orange sunlight soak into his bare skin.

Day one, back on Berk.

The party the night before served as a strong reminder to the gravity of the situation. Even though the sun was finally rising, almost every Viking on Berk was either fast asleep or muttering hangover curses. Berk threw wild parties; they always would, and Hiccup was reminded of that.

Hiccup cast a lopsided grin, remembering many of the drunken antics that happened. He was thankful to have steered clear of the sickly sweet mead; partly because he didn't want to ruin the next day, and mostly because he needed to get his Dragons hidden when everyone was asleep.

"Strangely good to be back" Hiccup said aloud. His fingers wrapped themselves around a stray stone and with little regard, threw it out over the still ocean. Hiccup was still slightly out of breath, his naked chest heaving up and down. His morning routine was still in session, even on Berk. Morning runs to wake up and training with his weapons in the afternoon.

"Gods" he whispered, looking behind him and around. "If they saw me now" Hiccup knew the behemoth of a challenge in front of him. To keep so much of his past hidden for the sake of safety, all while warning his father about an Outcast invasion less than a week away. He'd been back less than a full day and already people knew how much he'd changed in comparison to the other teenagers. He was almost a tall as Fishlegs, and towered over Astrid and Snotlout.

He slipped his sleeveless tunic back over his body, hiding his tattoo and many scars. Reaching into his pocket, he fumbled out his sketchbook and charcoal stick. Hiccup's tanned face twisted into his classic 'concentration frown', flicking through the countless fragile pages in search of room. Of which there was none.

"Thorsdammit, wrong book" Hiccup muttered, tucking the pen away. The book he held was one of his older books, and he couldn't help but sigh as he turned through the crumpled scribbles. "Must have forgotten this was in my pack" he commented, noticing how the date on the front cover cast this book back a couple of years.

He stared at Helgafjall, for the first time in a year. His fingers gripped the book tighter.

It was a strange looking city, especially by Viking standards. He remembered drawing this, in the prison cells after he'd arrived. While Berk and other villages were a series of huts perched up on cliffs and mountains, Helgafjall was hundreds of box-like clay houses, all surrounded by tall walls and guard towers. It looked almost like a prison, and Hiccup laughed at the irony. He felt freer than he ever did.

He flicked to the first page, and shook his head. He'd drawn Astrid.

She looked so much… younger. With the same axe she still used today, the Shield-Maiden wore a beautifully stern expression, adopting a fighting pose. The drawing was long before he started to feel for Katla, and seeing the way Hiccup used to _glorify_ such a girl made his head spin. Her sandy blonde hair was swept back in the wind, and bright blue eyes may have been attractive, but he was proud to now know beauty was deeper than just skin.

Licking his thumb, he rubbed away the drawing. With a small smile and sense of accomplishment, he stared at the blank page and began scribbling the view.

"_Boo!"_

Hiccup yelped in surprise as a pair of hands grabbed him from behind. His charcoal stick jerked from his grip and only just managed to stay on the cliff. Taking a deep breath in shock, he turned to look over his shoulder.

"_Thor almighty_ Katla, you scared me to death"

"I've been looking all over for you" she grinned, "had to track you through the woods"

"I wasn't exactly keen on having a quick workout so close to Berk" he said, scooting over so she could sit next to him. "Aw, Katla!" he put on an infant whine, and when she raised an eyebrow at him, he held up the page he was drawing on. A thick black line ran through the artwork, from when he'd jumped in shock.

Katla frowned. "I'll fix it!" she declared, taking the book from his hands and picking the charcoal stick up. "Just you wait babe, this'll be all fixed… in a moment"

Hiccup rolled his eyes and smirked. "This'll be good"

"Oh stop it you, I've improved loads since I last drew something with you" she laughed, brushing her raven hair from her face. "Prepare to be amazed"

"So what brings you out here? How did you know I'd be in these woods?" Hiccup asked.

"Lodin told me you were, couple hours ago. I wanted to see how you were holding up with all this"

"This?" Hiccup echoed.

Katla shut the book and waved her hand about the island. "_This_. Berk, your father and the other teens. You looked pretty stressed a few times last night"

"It's fine Katla. Everyone's so much… nicer than I remember"

Katla raised an eyebrow. "Snotlout and his dad?" she asked.

"Okay, maybe not them" Hiccup admitted, "but for the most part, people are treating me as if I'm a normal person" his eyes glinted. "It's something I could get used to"

His girlfriend nodded with a grin. "I love seeing you like this; without your armour and Toothless" She rested her head on his shoulder, "Just Hiccup, without a care in the world" she said quietly.

"Refreshing change" Hiccup commented, letting a hand wrap around her shoulder 'best-buddy' style. "Quite the ride, this has all been"

Katla snorted. "That's for sure. These Vikings don't know the half of it"

"How are you taking all this?" Hiccup asked.

"These Berkians are interesting" Katla admitted. "Can't believe you lived with these people for most of your life"

"Yeah" he mumbled, looking down at his hands. "Uh, how are the other teenagers treating you?"

"Fishlegs is nice, hard to stop him talking" Katla laughed. Hiccup grinned knowingly. "That blonde girl, the twin…?"

"Ruffnut?"

"Ah yep her, she's… odd" Katla frowned. "Bit of a perv when it comes to you and Lodin" she noted.

"She's pretty scary, the looks she gives me" Hiccup grimaced. His girlfriend laughed, almost expecting him to have not noticed the way the blonde girl eyed him like a piece of meat.

"Tuffnut and Snotlout are a bit gross" she shuddered. "Snotlout won't stop talking to me, and Tuffnut is even more whack that his sister" Katla could feel Hiccup's arm around her tense ever so slightly, and his face-hardened in frustration.

"I'm really sorry about those two," He said. "It's been tempting to sort them straight, they've really gotten on my nerves"

"I can tell" Katla giggled. "The way you stared down Snotlout last night after he called you useless sure shut him up"

"And if he doesn't stop harassing you, a stare down will be the least of his worries" Hiccup said.

"And I'll be happy to give my Dragon Boy an extra set of hands when that day comes" Katla winked.

For a few minutes, the lovers lapsed into a peaceful silence. The only sounds surrounding them was the rhythmic and soft crashing of waves far below, and the wind rushing through the trees behind. Words weren't needed, only the simple exchange of warmth in their embrace. Every now and again, Hiccup would look over and plant a soft kiss on Katla's forehead. The pair of them giggled, but other than that, they simply sat in each other's presence.

It was rather funny. For a pair who had been through hell, they sure knew how to make a peaceful moment.

"We should probably head back to Berk" Hiccup sighed, cracking the atmosphere like a forge hammer. "Don't want my father throwing a fit when I leave his sight for more than an hour"

Katla winced. "Is he really that protective?"

"Like a mother Dragon and her eggs – It's unbelievable" Hiccup muttered. "All he talks about is getting me ready to be Chief, and slaying things in the ring" he shuddered slightly. "Very graphic talks"

"Can't imagine how hard that would be" Katla said, shaking her head.

"Yeah, not making me telling him the truth any easier" he said.

"We'll pull through this," she promised, looking up so they saw eye-to-eye. "These years have been nothing if not hard, and if we can survive all that, then this will be easy"

"You're right" Hiccup breathed. He summoned a weak smile. "It's only Vikings, and Thor knows we've been through worse"

"Damn right" Katla leant forward, and their lips met in a single, heartfelt kiss. "Come on, Hiccup." She grinned softly. "How about you show me the forge you used to work at?"

He nodded with a smile. "Gladly"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/RUFFNUT)

"I missed this" Ruffnut sighed blissfully; long legs swinging as she sat up on the forge worktable inside Gobber's smithy. "Me in you in the forge, like the good old days"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, continuing his tour of the forge with Katla; showing her the many old tools he once used when working here. The pair had only been in the smithy for a handful of minutes, when the Thorston girl came running in and put herself on the bench like some sort of item at a market.

"First of all, you _never_ talked to me when I used to work in the forge" Hiccup stated rather blandly. "Secondly, this forge hasn't exactly moved since I was last here" he continued, carefully taking the old hammer he once used off Katla and placing it back on a shelf. He lowered his voice to a mutter. "And thirdly, they weren't good old days"

Katla felt relieved to say the least in noticing Hiccup's obvious displeasure at Ruffnut's _interest_ in Hiccup, along with many other women. Yesterday she was rather comfortable with women flirting with her boyfriend – she knew how much Hiccup disliked women favouring him because of only looks, and knew he'd feel nothing from it.

But seeing the way Hiccup cringed and shuddered in obvious discomfort, that was something different entirely. It made her want to break something.

"So do you have plans tonight, Hic?"

Hiccup flinched at Ruffnut's crude nickname, and Katla felt her brow knit together in a scowl. "Well Ruffnut, Hiccup and the rest of my friends were planning on a campfire-" Katla began.

"-Oh campfire?" Ruffnut snorted. "How boring, I'm sure Hic would rather a night with me"

Now it was Katla's turn to roll her eyes. Her anger was quickly moulding into sheer annoyance; now knowing Ruffnut was no whore, just unintelligent and unable to take a hint.

"Must run in the family." Katla mumbled.

"So what do you say hun?" Ruffnut said, jumping off the table and leaning all-too-casually against a cabinet next to Hiccup.

Hiccup looked at Katla, face twisted in a flurry of bewilderment and even repulsion. Sure, many girls had begun whispering about 'the lost heir' or even flirting, but Ruffnut sure took the trophy for sheer honesty.

Eventually, he fathomed a reply. "Uh, sorry Ruff. I promised my friends I would spend time with them"

Surprisingly, the blonde Vikings merely shrugged with a fleeting grin. "Well, if you need a good time you know where to find me"

"Ruffnut, I've got a question" Katla interrupted, catching the girl's attention. "Have you seen Lodin and Nina? We expected them to be here"

"Oh uh, I think Fishlegs, Snot and Tuff are taking them on a tour of Berk" Ruffnut said, shrugging. "Astrid was training last time I checked"

"Nothing new there" Hiccup nodded wish a smile.

"Does this Astrid really train _so_ much, like I've been told?" Katla asked both Hiccup and Ruffnut. "I mean, doesn't she have other jobs around the village?"

"Good luck to the guy dumb enough to tell 'er that" Ruffnut sniggered. "Nobody's got the guts to tell her there's more to life than her prophecy"

"Prophecy?" Hiccup asked, eyes growing wide. "Hang on, s-she had her prophecy made? By Gothi?"

Ruffnut snorted. "Who else?"

"Surely you two are kidding me," Katla said, "Hiccup, since when did you believe any of that 'magic' stuff?"

"I don't… usually" Hiccup looked down at his hands. "But our village Elder Gothi is another story"

"Yah, she can predict how you're gonna die from the shape of your toes" Ruffnut explained.

"I always thought it was the tongue…"

"Okayy…" Katla giggled at Hiccup's bewildered expression, having learned Astrid had a prophecy made of her. "Well, what did it say?" she asked.

"Oh, right" Ruffnut hummed, trying to recall it in full detail. "It was pretty vague, but it was something about the only person she'd fall in love with, and how it was the first person to-"

"_Ruff!_"

The conversation died at the sound of Ruffnut's twin brother hurtling into the forge, panting heavily with a look of mad joy upon his face. With wild hand gestures, Tuffnut tried to explain why he was here, but to no avail.

"Idiot, why are you here?" Ruffnut asked with a frown. Her displeasure quickly changed to shock – even excitement. "Is somethin' on fire?" she asked in mad delight.

"No… better!" Tuffnut grinned, flailing his arm towards the forge exit.

"What's happening?" Katla asked, leaning to get a better view of outside. Voices were slowly growing in noise and quality, as Vikings hurried past in the same direction.

"Hurry, don't wanna miss this!" One said.

"Aye, I've been hopin' to see some fresh meat!" Another shouted

"You can hear Astrid's yelling from halfway across Berk" Tuffnut smirked. "She's arguing with someone, and we're taking bets how long until a fight breaks out"

"What?" Hiccup asked, looking as stunned as Katla. "So Astrid just fights _people_ now? Wasn't Dragons enough for her?"

"And people say I'm slow" Tuffnut scoffed, "get it together Hiccup, I thought you were from Berk"

Hiccup gave a deadpan look to Katla, shaking his head.

"Well if you hadn't been paying attention these past few years, Astrid now duels people, from like everywhere!" Tuffnut continued. "She's probably the best fighter on Berk, she's knocking the crap outta people most days!"

"I'm sure muscles here could take her down," Ruffnut suggested, winking at Hiccup. "C'mon pig-brains, let's watch!" she shoved her brother roughly, and in two seconds the pair of Vikings were out of the forge and running alongside their fellow tribes members to the Kill Ring.

"Well that was strange"

"Putting it lightly" Hiccup agreed, craning his neck to look out the forge window. It was an endless river of brutish Vikings, running towards the infamous arena he did his Dragon Training at. "Thor, they sure do make a great deal out of it" he commented.

"Yeah, didn't they just say this happens really often?" Katla asked, standing alongside Hiccup and peering out for a better view.

Hiccup nodded. "Hm, could be someone really important, whose new to fighting her?"

"Or someone knew to Berk in general?" Katla suggested. "I mean, if that Tuff guy was right about people travelling to duel her"

"…Oh Gods."

Almost at the same time, both Hiccup and Katla let out a breathless sigh – one of exasperation and pure horror. They looked to each other and spoke as one.

"_Lodin and Nina"_

o~0~O~0~o

(GOBBER/STOICK)

"So wha's happened this time?" Stoick asked, approaching the Kill Ring with Gobber at his flank. The pair may have been considered leaders of Berk, but even they were Vikings at heart – drawn to competition and attention like flies to dung.

"Eh, one of Hiccup's new friends was badmouthing Astrid by tha sounds of it" Gobber said. "At least, that's what Hoark told meh"

"Looks like all o' Berk's coming to see this fight" Stoick chuckled, patting several Vikings on the back as they hobbled past. "Is ma son there?"

"Not a clue. Hiccup is still… Hiccup, even after these years" Gobber grinned. "He dashed off after the party and only saw him once in tha force this morning"

"My son" Stoick echoed a ,proud smile crossing his face. "Ah knew he had it in him, fifteen years of the thinnest little thing an' here he is, taller than Spitelout's kid! Ha ha!"

The pair of Vikings approached the quickly filling Kill Ring stands, and was greeted immediately by the one person who seemed to _not _enjoy the antics.

"Stoick!" Frida Hofferson yelled out, waving her hand about. The blonde mother stood towards one of the less-filled parts of the stand, and with a grin from both Gobber and the Chief, the Vikings trudged on over to her.

"Frida, mornin'!" Gobber hollered, limping over to her before leaning over the railing to see in the arena.

"Yer daughter feel like fightin' today I see?" Stoick remarked, standing alongside her with an impressive view of the teenagers below.

"Stoick, Astrid's been yelling at tha poor foreigners for half an hour now, stop this before she looses it" Frida pleaded. "My daughter looks furious, even from here!"

"Now now, I'm sure Astrid won't… _seriously_ hurt them" Gobber reasoned. "And, all these Vikings wanna see some entertainment, lass! I say let em' sort their differences out the Berk way!"

"Frida, Gobber's right" Stoick said. "Astrid's sensible, and there's nuthin' wrong with a little scuffle" his eyes wandered to a new figure entering the ring from the spectator stands.

"Where tha devil have you been, Hiccup?" Stoick asked to himself.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/ASTRID)

Hiccup had little regard for the cries of surprise as he shoved Vikings out of the way, on his path to the Kill Ring. He did however smile at the idea of being strong enough to even move them in the first place. Katla ran several paces behind Hiccup, and as the pair drew closer and closer to the arena, so did the shouts from inside.

"Can you see what's happening yet?" Katla called out, ducking and weaving between the Vikings on her way to Hiccup.

"Not at all!" Hiccup answered. "Getting close though"

With several more apologetic shoves, the two found themselves pressed against the stone barricade up to their chest level. Hiccup looked down and let out a heavy groan. Lodin and Nina, true to their suspicions, were down in the Ring with Astrid and the other teenagers.

"What on Midgard are you two doing?" Katla called out. When the two looked up at her, it was clear they cared little about the scale of attention they were being given. "You two have been here less than a day, and are making a scene already?" Katla waved her hand about, pointing to the ever-growing crowd for evidence.

"We didn't start it!"

"Yeah!" Nina thrust a finger to Astrid and Snotlout, who stood opposite them with equal looks of fury. "These two apes seem to think they can control our lives"

"Watch it, girl" Astrid growled, cracking her knuckles. Hiccup admitted he was surprised to see the blonde holding a wooden axe instead of her classic, but brushed it off as simply training. Hiccup and Katla both shrugged to each other and leapt from the spectator stands, landing on the smooth stone floor. They both marched between the four teenagers.

Hiccup could practically feel the heat radiating from them. "Now, can you pleaseexplain what's going on?" Hiccup asked. "Nina, scowling at me like that is _terrifying_" he rolled his eyes her.

Snotlout stepped in front of Astrid with a smug grin. "You and your pathetic excuses for friends are on Berk now, my tribe-to-be! These morons won't show me an ounce of respect, or my future wife"

"Get a load of this guy, Hiccup" Lodin laughed.

"Clearly whoever knocked that tooth out of your face should have taken more with it" Nina growled. "Maybe that rotten tongue too! You'd shut up for once, _and_ stop eating, you fat fuc-"

"Enough Nina" Hiccup cut her off, despite the furious look on her face. With a deep breath and quick prayer for patience, he turned to his moronic cousin. "Snot, we are strictly guests of Berk, not citizens. Stop expecting us to kiss your boots" Hiccup noticed a brief hush eloped the spectator stands, and he quickly realized what he said.

"Hiccup, what do you mean 'guests'?" Astrid frowned. "You're from Berk, not one of these…" she looked to his friends, and Hiccup's stomach knotted in anger as she frowned. "…_People._ Stop pretending to be someone we don't know"

"Look at her!" Lodin said. "See, not our fault. The two of them are insulting us, _and_ claiming you like a yak!"

Before Hiccup could respond, Katla stepped between Astrid and Hiccup. "So what, are you trying to say we're not good enough for Hiccup?" she stared blankly at Astrid, her fists clenching. "You haven't known him for the past three years, and you don't know what he's capable of"

"Pft! He's useless, girl," Snotlout barked at Katla. "Still the same scrawny kid we've known since like forever-"

"Shut it, Lout'" With a fierce look, Astrid returned to Hiccup. "So what, you came back to Berk and now you're claiming to be a guest, as if you _never_ lived here?" she asked. "You aren't staying? You're just going to vanish and let us all think you died?"

Astrid still hadn't forgotten the pain she felt, claiming responsibility for Hiccup's death. She was so desperate to make amends with him for the way she treated him as a child, and seeing Hiccup simply brush off the opportunity to return made her seethe. She was really feeling like a fight now.

"Hey, lay off the questions blonde cretin" Nina said. "Stop making it sound like we're a bunch of kids looking for a holiday. We came here to help you, and by the end of this you should bloody well thank us"

"What they on abot?" someone in the crowd asked.

Vikings weren't known for their listening skills, but the argument results were clear. Hiccup and his friends weren't here to stay, but they had come for a reason.

"I say we beat the answer out of them" Snotlout growled. With a sickening grin he looked to the audience. "You came here for some entertainment, right?!" The crowd seemed to snap back into their excited mood, whooping in anticipation.

"I really hate to admit it, but I almost agree with you" Astrid stared at Nina with an upturned lip in disgust. "This 'Nina' hasn't stopped bad mouthing our tribe, and I sure do feel like some practise"

"Look you two, I don't want to fight-"

Snotlout laughed loudly before he could finish. "Of course you don't want-"

"Shut it, Snotlout"

"Hiccup, sparring is a Viking pass time" Astrid said, twirling the axe in her hands playfully. "I have every right to fight her, in fact I _challenge_ her to a duel" The crowd had their entertainment set in stone now, and jeered Astrid on loudly.

Hiccup could feel the sweat trickle down his neck, into his shirt. The freezing droplet against his flushed skin and thick lump in his throat left the teen struggling for breath. This wasn't how it meant to turn out, unsurprisingly.

Nina didn't care. She marched forward and glared at Astrid, faces inches apart. "Let me at her, Hiccup. I'm not standing here letting this girl insult us, after all we've been through"

And then it started. With little regard, and much to the audience's joy, Nina shoved Astrid.

The blonde shield-maiden flicked on like a lit bonfire, growling as she shoved Nina back; much harder than the first one. Her frown of frustration was gone, and instead an animal-like look of fury was plastered on her face.

Nina fell straight to the stone floor, crying out in surprise. Lodin, and Katla both ran forward to stop the fight escalating, but Hiccup was the first to reach them.

"Astrid, don't do this!" Hiccup grabbed her arm, trying to get her attention and slow her down from pummelling Nina. "C'mon, talk this out instead"

What happened next was an impulse reaction, for Astrid. For years now she'd learned to defend herself. So well in fact, that she rarely thought about it – just let her bodywork on instinct. It proved to be her one downfall this time however, because she did something she'd never have done otherwise.

With a snarl, she swung at Hiccup with her axe.

It was her wooden one, mercifully. While that meant Hiccup wouldn't loose a limb or two, it was still very possible such a wild swing could break bones. But it never did, as Hiccup weaved his head and let the weapon swoop past his ear.

The crowd fell silent, and Nina was forgotten about. Astrid and Hiccup stood facing each other, locked in a stalemate of confusion and surprise. Had Astrid really just attacked him, and had Hiccup really evaded such a powerful strike?

Astrid looked at Hiccup, and once more was struck by a mix of anger embarrassment. For years she'd wanted this; _prayed_ for it. To have Hiccup returned, and at last give her the chance to make up for years of bullying, and call him a friend. But now here he was, taller and more independent than she ever could have foreseen. He'd stood up to Snotlout on many occasions within the day he'd been here; displayed almost no interest in being her friend, and now was embarrassing her in front of the whole tribe! She _missed_ him with her axe, how was that even possible?

The silence was shattered by a single cry. Spitelout Jorgenson hollered from the back of the audience.

"Go on Astrid! Give it to 'im!" She'd teach him a lesson, all right. With her breath coming in deep pants, she lunged at Hiccup again. This time, with no regret.

It missed, again. Hiccup knew the path of her axe as soon as she swung, and with a roll he evaded the strike and stared at her with wide eyes.

"Astrid, please" Hiccup's voice held genuine concern, not the mocking tone she was so used to in a fight. "I-I don't wanna fight, let's not get carried away!"

Another Viking added fuel to the fire. "C'mon lassie! Give us a duel 't watch!"

Astrid unleashed more strikes, the sound of her weapon cutting through the air making the only noise in an otherwise silent arena. Everyone – including the other teens – watched in horror as Hiccup found himself against Astrid without any means to defend himself.

Hiccup let his body flow like a river. Every strike Astrid gave, he moved his body in relation to hers. He knew her strikes just from the way she winded up for an attack, and the result was an axe that couldn't graze him. He rolled out of the way, and with several heavy breaths, tried to calm the beast of a woman.

"We don't have to fight!" he pleaded. "Please, I don't want one of us getting hurt"

"I'm challenging you to a duel. Now pick up a weapon by the rack, or have fun defending yourself without one" Astrid said, rolling her shoulders and adopting a fighting stance. Some of the crowd applauded, but for the most part people were silent. Hiccup, fighting Astrid? Yes, the boy had grown much, but the very idea of him against her was still insane. Mutters such as 'Odin help the lad' echoed across the crowd.

"Astrid, I am _not_ fighting you" Hiccup put his foot down. "I didn't come here to fight you, or anyone"

"Then why are you back on Berk! Why go to all this trouble returning when you want to just leave again, why put your father and m-… the rest of Berk through Hel!" Astrid said, a pained edge to her voice. She wanted to earn his forgiveness, and having the opportunity taken enraged her.

The chanting grew louder. "_Ast-trid… Ast-trid… Ast-trid!"_ Hiccup stood still, and hadn't taken her offer of a weapon. With a nearly embarrassed look, she swore to herself to take him down quickly.

"Yrrahh!" She charged.

Hiccup held his ground, and continued to parry, dodge and weave between her arcing strikes. For a teenager who'd learn to fight against Free Folk, this was nothing if not easy. The way Astrid put her full body weight into every strike may have resulted in power, but in return she couldn't change the direction mid-attack. Every one of her techniques was painfully obvious; fighting a Viking was like fighting a drunk. He lurched his body back, tilting far over as the axe soared over his head.

With a single push of his hands, he knocked Astrid back several steps. He looked at her slightly out of breath. His expression was now far more frustrated, and with clenched fists he spoke.

"That's enough! I swear to Thor you end this right now"

"Or what huh?"

Hiccup looked to his friends, and with a shrug he answered. "I'll end it myself"

"He's tired lassie, finish him!" A Viking cried.

"Show him how tha Vikings do it, Hofferson!"

"Aye, show him!"

Stoick could hardly commentate on the situation in the ring. The whole crowd was egging Astrid on for the beating, and it seemed even being home for a day, his people lost interest in his son's safety. Stoick gritted his teeth, and prayed to any listening God.

"_AST-RID, AST-RID, AST-RID"_

The voiced were uniform. A single, deafening call for blood and entertainment from the crowd filled Hiccup's ears, and he felt a certain sickness thinking about it. They wanted to see Astrid win, and him defeated.

"Hiccup"

He looked to Katla and Lodin, who were holding back Nina. Katla's face was awash with concern and fear for him, but a certain spark in her eyes hinted at something else.

"You want there attention right?" Lodin spoke again. "To talk to people, you've got to speak their language!"

Hiccup wanted to play dumb. He wanted to pretend like he didn't already know what that meant. Violence and brutality was the language of Vikings, and with Astrid beckoning him for a duel, there was only one way he'd get the attention he needed.

"Should I really?" he asked reluctantly, looking to Katla. She nodded solemnly, and gave a reassuring smile. Katla mouthed 'go get her babe' and followed with a quick wink. His girlfriend knew he could do it, she was sure of it. He was taller, stronger and from the attacks moments before, he had no problem evading her.

"_ASTRID, ASTRID, ASTRID, ASTRID"_

The roar was quickening in pace. Excitement filled the arena, and only increased when Hiccup turned away from Katla to face the blonde shield-maiden. Astrid twirled her weapon, eyebrows lowered in a scowl as Hiccup stood calmly before her.

"_ASTRIDDD!"_

With a furious battle cry, she charged. The hundreds of spectators howled in savage joy as she quickly closed the distance between her and Hiccup, axe raised and ready to finish him. Snotlout watched in utter glee, while Hiccup's friends stared neutrally. They knew already what was going to happen. Stoick, Gobber and Frida Hofferson gripped the chains of the ring tightly, and couldn't tear their eyes from the fight down below, more intense than any Dragon battle they could remember.

But Hiccup? He was in his own world. He looked at Astrid in a calculating manner, sizing up her posture and weapon path. He was ready, just like her. _Downward arc, aimed right at my skull _he thought, _Wooden axe, lighter and faster than a metal one, but much easier to block._ He didn't think about whether it could still hurt. He didn't plan on it touching him. _No metal bolts on the axe. Weak design._

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

Snapping into a fighting stance, he leapt into the air and swung his body around. His leg snapped out and across the path of her attack.

CRUNCH!

The world seemed to stop. Everyone's jaws fell slack, and stared in complete silence at the battling pair. The only sound was the hollow clunking of Astrid's broken axe head against the stone floor. With a single kick, he'd snapped her weapon in two.

"My turn"

He pushed all memories of her aside. Forgot what he used to think of, and that he even knew her. She was a target now – _his_ target – and a means of accenting a message. Hiccup struck out mercilessly, beginning with a powerful right cross to the face and laying into her with punch after punch, all over her body. With every step, Astrid stumbled backwards. The sheer force of his punches was knocking sense out of her.

At last she held her broken weapon up in defence, stunned, injured but still with a fight in her. Hiccup didn't care. He spun on his feet, dropping low and letting her weak swing of the wooden pole fly over his head. His outstretched leg caught on her ankles, and she fell to the ground.

Hiccup admitted to himself, seeing her on hands and knees with blood dripping and in a coughing fit saddened him. He used to see her as an icon of sorts, and here he was finishing her off. Astrid's suffering was at last ended, as Hiccup's foot swung into her face, knocking her unconscious with a sharp _thunk_.

Just like that, it was over.

Astrid lay on her back, the handle of her once-weapon rolled out of her hands. She was out cold, and only the occasional twitch confirmed he hadn't killed her. Hiccup could feel every pair of eyes pressing down on him. He took their silence of sheer shock as his chance to at last talk.

"Well, it seems I finally found your attention" Hiccup yelled out, loud enough so that everyone could hear. "Yes, my friends and I did not come back to Berk to live as citizens. We've been travelling for a long time now, and during our travels we have encountered many enemies. Some of them are coming here as we speak"

Nobody said a word as Hiccup paced around the arena, his body dotted with the blood of their finest Shield-Maiden.

"I'll be quick, everyone. In five to six days, a fleet of Outcast ships will be on your shores. Alvin the Treacherous plans on destroying the town and everyone on it, and if we don't prepare for them that will damn happen"

Still nothing. Nobody uttered a word.

"Hiccup, that might've been overkill" Lodin said. He snapped his gaze to his three friends. Lodin and Katla both seemed rather unsurprised for such a result in the fight. Nina on the other hand nodded with a 'not bad, mate' expression on her face.

"Do you think so?" He hissed back, failing miserably at being discreet with everyone. "I got their attention at least"

The four friends couldn't take much more of the silence that surrounded them, and like a group of children they scurried out the entrance gate. Hiccup was almost worried he'd be punished for such an action in the ring, but he mostly hoped the damage to Astrid wasn't permanent. Only once they were a good hundred yards away did the yells of chaotic shock start, and in full force.

"Get tha' healer down there, now!"

"God's, he nearly killed her"

"That was damn crazy!"

"_He's the one_"

**Review away! Hope you liked.**
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	27. The Brewing Trouble

**This chapter was pretty difficult to write. Lots of emotion.**

**(If you want to re-read the prophecy, its half way through Chapter Nine.)**

"That was really risky, you know"

"Babe, I promise I knew what I was doing"

"One second – no, a _fraction_ of a second – too late or early and she would've reshaped your face!"

"Katla, we used to practise catching arrows. I think a wooden axe at half of the speed shouldn't be too challenging!"

Unlike Lodin and Nina, Hiccup and his lover left the beaten path away from the kill ring, and cooled off from the intense confrontation the only way they really knew while keeping clothes on. Fighting. In the spirit of Astrid's rather graphic defeat, Hiccup and Katla used only their bodies, and punctuated their words with the occasional punch or kick.

"You're gonna give me a heart attack, Dragon boy" Katla giggled, breaking from her stance to brush her raven hair out of her face. She ducked under his strikes to her head and lightly jabbed his exposed gut, followed by a sharp knee.

"Ah! Oh and you're 'Miss Safety' I presume?" Hiccup used the force of her attack on him to duck under a spinning kick directed at his head, and backward summersaulted clear of her range. "You use dual swords, the riskiest weapon choice"

"Oh come on, if you didn't have a strong hand, you so would" she laughed. Katla quickly rolled to cover the distance and leapt into the air with several strong kicks to his ribs and head. Hiccup stumbled back some paces, air leaving his lungs in a pained heave. "Dammit, sorry"

"No, no" Hiccup winced a little. "That was a really good hit! Should have seen it coming" Katla smiled, giving up on the fight and leaning over to inspect where her foot made contact.

"We've been at it for an hour now, let's give it a rest"

"Not complaining about that"

They found themselves a rock in the grove and like a pair of lizards they lounged in the heat. Even after so long, the place where Hiccup had met Toothless was unchanged. The large branch his Night Fury used to draw on was still there, though it looked near invisible with all the moss. The water was still a breathtaking blue, and clearer than the bright spring sky. There and Helgafjall – they were the only two places Hiccup felt at home.

"It's wonderful here," Katla breathed. She looked up at the sky, with her head rested on Hiccup's chest. Her boyfriend stared up with her, arms behind his head with a small smile on his face.

"Always has been. Some of my best memories are in this place"

"You always described it to be amazing… I didn't think it was quite like this though"

"It's the peace I love most about it, I think. It was an escape from my life as the Village disappointment. In this place all alone, I was more than a failed Viking"

Katla looked at Hiccup with a smile. "You became a Dragon Rider. The best."

"Gods, reminds me" Hiccup slapped his forehead. "Where are Toothless and the other Dragons hidden?"

"Lodin went out for a 'hunt' and found a small cave down by one of the cliff faces last night" Katla explained. "It's well hidden, and we've loaded it up with supplies for them to live off"

"Remind me to thank him for that. They have much room for exploring?"

"Lots. They can hear Vikings come from a mile away, so when they're alone they usually fly about or enjoy themselves"

"Toothless has his tail fin adjusted correctly?"

Katla giggled. "Love your trust in me, babe. Yes, it's all set up. He can fly about on his own and won't have a problem, not that he'll use it anyway"

"Oh yeah, because you trust me with _everything_" He chuckled, before frowning. "Why won't he use it?"

"Oh, please tell me you haven't noticed" She snorted. "Your Dragon won't go anywhere without you on his back!"

"He's just a little protective of me. That's what best friends are for" Hiccup smiled.

"A friendship that all started here, away from Viking eyes" she commented, staring around the grove.

He grinned to himself. "Y'know, only two have been in this place with me. Toothless and you" he bent forward and kissed her softly. "The only two that matter to me"

"You have no idea how happy that makes me," she said softly. "To still be with you after all this, and still know you're mine"

"I'm always yours, Katla"

"Right back at you" She sat up and lazily planted one more kiss on him. "It's you and Elysia. The only two I want to share my heart with, forever"

"Oh, do I have to share with your Skrill?" he scoffed with an eye roll. Katla laughed and gently hit him.

"Of course I do, silly. It's the perfect combination," she said. "One's an annoying beast who smells and drives me crazy… and the other one is a Dragon"

"Oh that's it. Someone's getting tickled!"

"N-Noo!"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

A noticeable silence hung in the air as Hiccup and Katla walked back into the Village. It reeked of uncertainty, and the pair would have gone, as far to say they were nervous. Hiccup and Katla had hurried back to Berk, deciding their couple of hours alone was enough to let Berk cool down from the fight. It was lunch, and they both knew the village would be quieter with all the eating. They didn't expect the place to be noiseless, however.

"Is this some kind of a prank?" Katla mumbled, walking to the Meade Hall with Hiccup in tow.

"I… I don't know" Hiccup admitted, neck hairs standing on end. "Gods, this isn't creepy or anything"

"Did someone die after we left? Your people are usually louder than Dragons for Thor's sake"

"No, no they aren't sad or anything" Hiccup's neck craned as he looked from left to right. "Everyone's just… _staring_"

"Well, you did beat Astrid. They only knew you as a screw up, remember?"

Hiccup snorted. "Can't imagine how happy they must have been watching me beat her" His green eyes shot open. "Wait… I didn't seriously hurt her, right? That could be why they're looking at us like freaks"

"Keep your cool, Dragon Boy" Katla hushed. "I saw the way you hit her back in the ring. Very worst she got was a broken nose"

They ignored the looks from Vikings as they walked through the streets of Berk. With looks torn between disbelief and disapproval, the walk to the main hall never seemed longer. The elderly Vikings stared with upturned lips and creased brows. The children scampered into hiding. Both Hiccup and Katla felt more like Dragons, given the attention they were being fed. Even so, they weren't known to stray from a challenge, and against the stares they continued to make their way through Berk. They even pushed through the tension, and pretended to not notice the way they were ogled as they conversed.

"Okay okay, I've got another" Katla smirked, turning a corner with Hiccup to see the Meade Hall up ahead on the hill. "Nina versus… the big one?"

"Fishlegs?"

"Yeah. Nina versus Fishlegs in a fight"

"Poor guy" Hiccup grinned. "Nina's words alone will bring him to tears. He's stronger than an Ox, but he won't use any of it. Fish spits information like Dragon fire instead"

"Sounds like they could have a nice debate at least. Fishlegs with his rational thought, and Nina with her tasteful swearing"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Lovely. Now, you against Astrid _and_ Snotlout!"

"Oh really babe?" she laughed. "Two-on-one? That's not fair!"

"Hilarious, aren't you?"

"Okay fine" Katla smirked. "Well, how can I say this all without having seen the Snot guy fight?"

"True, you got me there. Well how about Astrid alone?"

Katla chewed her bottom lip. "I think with both my swords I could be fair game. With only one sword I doubt I could block the axe, even with the metal it's made from"

Hiccup gave a cheeky grin. "Why not just kick the axe away?" he joked.

"I still can't believe you took that risk" she shook her head, giggling. "You know about a hundred other ways. You could have rushed in with an elbow, or knee. Oh here's an idea, maybe step to the left?"

"Well, what's done is done" he laughed.

They climbed the steps of the Meade Hall. With a certain anxiety in both their stomachs they looked to the enormous doors, shut and awaiting their simple push open. Voices murmured and mumbled inside, it was hard to tell how many Vikings there were.

"I don't like the feeling of this" Hiccup whispered, placing his hands on the leftmost door. "Was I really allowed to do all that to Astrid this morning?"

"Oh course you were. It was you or her in that ring, someone had to loose" Katla reasoned. "And she even said she challenged you"

"True"

Katla gave a quick look behind her to Berk down the steps. With nobody in real view, she gave Hiccup a quick pull on his shoulders and met his lips with hers. It was a quick open-mouthed kiss, but that moment of passion was all he needed to regain confidence.

"Mm, careful there" Hiccup struggled not to grin like a fool. "Don't want to be seen"

"I want you more. I think we need more time alone, where nobody will disturb us for sure" She winked.

Hiccup blushed slightly, and the laughing pair pushed the doors to the hall open. They stepped inside, and quickly the smiles were gone.

They entered to the sounds of mumbling and murmurs. It was better than the silence they were used to that day, but still strange by Viking standards. Many dozens of the enormous men and women of Berk huddled around a single table.

With looks of… _concern_?

It was hard to tell what they all focused on, but each and every one of them grouped together with stone faces and downturned lips. They surrounded the table, with only several actually seated.

Hiccup and Katla both looked at each other, then cautiously approached. They weren't noticed. Not yet at least.

"We fucked up, big time"

Their heads whipped to one of the closer tables, away from the others. Lodin and Nina were seated both on the table, heads buried in their hands. Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief, taking their lack of bruising as a sign they behaved well after the fight. Katla crept up to the other couple.

"What do you mean? Everything okay?"

Lodin snorted. "Could be better. You two aren't gonna like the sounds of this"

"Thanks for the explanation, brother" Hiccup muttered. "But seriously, are we in trouble?"

"Yeah, and what's going on by the bench?"

"Astrid's getting patched up over there" Nina waved a hand to the group oblivious to them. "And reading out her damn prophecy"

"The one Ruffnut mentioned before?" Katla raised an eyebrow.

"Must be" Hiccup shrugged. He looked back to Lodin. "What did it say?"

"It's about the first man to ever beat her in a fight. You, apparently."

Hiccup felt his stomach drop. Katla's shoulders stiffened like forged iron. The couple turned to each other and now grimaced at what was to come. "Thorsdammit, this can't be good" Katla breathed.

"Yeah… yeah it really isn't" Nina mumbled. "We've only heard snips of it. Best you two go hear it for yourselves from them"

"Agreed" Hiccup swallowed his anxiety and managed a ghost of a smile. "Care to join me, milady?"

Katla nodded. "As if I'd let you go alone"

The pair approached the group one step at a time, hiding their nervousness with calm expressions. Mutters became clearer as they drew closer.

"Surely can't be him?"

"I don' believe a word of it"

"Of all the people…"

"Poor lass, must be heartbroken"

They stood only several yards from the group, and only when they didn't move or take notice did Hiccup clear his throat and speak up.

"Erm…" Hiccup licked his lips. "What're you all up to?"

The voices stopped. All of them. The only sound that echoed across the hall was a gentle _shhp_ as every head turned to look at him. Hiccup winced inwardly. If the words from Nina weren't enough evidence he was in trouble, their stares were. Outrage. Disappointment. Shock. Awe. A sea of emotions lay before Hiccup and Katla.

The crowd parted ever so slightly, enough so that Hiccup could see who sat at the table. Astrid cradled a swollen face with a bloodstained cloth. Ruffnut sat at her left, studying a piece of paper. Snotlout sat at Astrid's right, a look of fake concern plastered on his face.

"I hope I didn't hurt you too badly" Hiccup said softly, taking an experimental step closer. Astrid looked up, but Snotlout was first to speak.

"_You_" he spat, shooting to his feet. "How dare you take what's rightfully mine" Snotlout stormed to Hiccup, and with both meaty hands he gripped Hiccup's tunic.

"Get off me, _now_" Hiccup's voice was dangerously low, but the sheer rage burning through Snotlout kept his hands tight as a vice. "I haven't taken anything of yours"

"Horseshit. You set this up didn't you? So scrawny and thin, there's no way you actually did it"

"Hands off of Hiccup, Viking" Katla said, stepping closer.

"Shut your mouth, whore"

"_Snotlout!_" Spitelout snapped. Snotlout looked to his father, teeth gritted in savage fury. "Take a walk, now. I'll have a word with you outside." The man said.

The Jorgenson child let go of Hiccup, and stomped his way towards the main door. "This is fucking horseshit!" he yelled. Mugs and plates clattered everywhere as he slapped away anything on the tables he passed.

"Snotlout"

He turned back to Hiccup, who faced him. The auburn boy stared at him in a way that put even the bravest Vikings aghast. The veins in his exposed arms were swollen as fists clenched to white-tipped knuckles. His green eyes glowed with all the predatory nature of a wolf, and every crease in his face looked sharper than daggers. Only his three friends had the slightest idea what he was capable of in this state. It only took one word to make Hiccup see pure red.

With snarled lips, he growled at Snotlout.

"Call her that again and I will cave in your skull like a bloody _melon_"

Snotlout said nothing. Nor did anyone. He just turned and left, his shouting before having bubbled into mere mutters. Hiccup took several deep breaths, and turned back to the rather stunned crowd.

"Who taught ye how to fight?" Someone said amongst the group. It was a question everyone asked since he squared against Astrid, and still went unanswered.

"The Village I lived at, before I returned to Berk" he answered evenly.

Astrid spat a large glob of bloodied spit at her feet, and with a little help from Ruffnut she stood. The shield-maiden was a mess and a half. Her face was swollen, after only hours having passed since the fight. Her eye socket was a sickly purple, and the blonde hair that once so gracefully hung to her shoulders was scattered across her face clumsily.

She didn't look angry. She was upset.

"I searched nearly three years for the first man to beat me in a fight" she said quietly. Astrid took a step forward, so that they were inches apart, and only now did she appreciate how much he'd grown. He was nearly a full head taller than her, only an inch or so off Snotlout's _dad_. "But you..." she whispered.

"You're the last person I ever wanted to lose to"

Hiccup was fed up with the looks of disgust. He'd had enough of being insulted, tormented and simply reminded of his past on this island. He barked a short laugh.

"Well sorry Astrid. If you want to try again – with a _weapon_ in my hand perhaps – I'd happy to"

She sniffled ever so slightly, and for a moment Hiccup thought she was about to cry. "You ruined _everything_, Haddock"

The once-undefeated girl pushed past Hiccup, and limped out of the hall.

The crowd dispersed soon after, mumbling to themselves mostly. Ruffnut passed Hiccup a single note on her way out, all while shooting him a look torn between anger and lust. Within seconds Hiccup, Lodin, Nina and Katla were alone.

"Well that went well" Lodin chimed

"Shoulda smacked the bastard" Nina grovelled.

"That's enough, you two" Hiccup sighed, unfolding the parchment note. "We'll read this prophecy and sort things out"

"Hopefully" Katla mumbled.

With every line the group of four read, their eyes grew, and the pit at the bottom of their stomachs dropped lower and lower. Hiccup felt numb, and could have sworn his guts seemingly dropped out of his arse.

He sat on the table beside Katla, clutching his head.

"So… Astrid's falling in love with me, is that it?" he said fearfully.

"Well, who else could it be?" Lodin said.

"Aye. Thank Gods these Vikings don't pay much attention to the other parts. Probably would realize you ride a Dragon" Nina commented.

Katla was quietest of the four. And the most struck from the revelation. For years now she'd taken pride in being Hiccup's girlfriend, and here she was learning of the new girl whom would fall for Hiccup. Her Hiccup. She only prayed the last sentence of the prophecy remained true, that Hiccup would really never love Astrid back.

"Katla, are you okay?"

She snapped her head up, and found herself looking at three concerned faces. Hiccup wrapped an arm around her and pulled her in to a simple hug.

"Katla… I don't know what you think of this" he mumbled. "But I promise this won't change a thing" he planted a soft kiss on her forehead. "I'm still yours"

"I believe you" she nodded. "I'm… I'm more worried about the Vikings than you falling for her"

"How so?"

"You said it yourself, earlier. Vikings usually arrange marriages instead of genuine love. What if…" she slumped in her seat. "What if Astrid tries that? Or your Dad?"

"She has a point" Lodin shrugged. "Nobody knows you two are together, and even if they did, it could cause serious trouble"

"I'll bet anything Astrid would try to kill her if she learnt you two were going at it" Nina snorted. "Bloody psycho"

"Then we leave" Hiccup snapped. "I'm not a Viking anymore, and even if I was I'd rather leave than do that to you, Katla"

"With any luck your Dad took your not-so-subtle hint about the Outcasts" Lodin said.

"Oh Thor I almost forgot about that" Hiccup growled. "Have any of you seen him?"

"Asked the other teens, they said he was planning the defences with Gobber"

"Thanks Lodin" Hiccup frowned a bit. "Erm, can you two give us a moment alone?" he asked.

"Keep the clothes on, you two" Nina snickered, grabbing Lodin by the hand and leaving the hall. "We'll stay out of trouble, promise!"

Katla was resting in Hiccup's arms. It was just the two of them in the vast Meade Hall now, and the silence was almost deafening.

"I've seen the way Astrid acts" Katla said quietly into his shoulder. "She's not gonna give up until she gets what she wants, isn't she?"

"Katla…"

"She always was your crush. You wanted her for how long?"

"Katla!"

She looked up to Hiccup, her eyes swimming with tears. Hiccup wore nothing but a small smile on his face, and with a single finger he wiped away the droplet running down her cheek.

"You were right about those things. Yes, I had a crush on her, and yes we're technically the same race"

He leant down and kissed her. Strongly, passionately, in a way they hadn't had the chance to in a long time.

"But I don't love her" he continued. "Never did, and thanks to you I never will. She's pretty, yeah. And a great fighter" Katla's eyes briefly flashed with irritation, but the flame quickly died when he spoke more. "But it's you who made me the person I am. You're the reason I defeated her bare-handed, and you alone have saved me more times than I can ever count"

Tears were back. This time however, they flowed with happiness.

"That prophecy was Astrid's. If it's her destiny to love me, so be it" he declared. "The best I'll give her is an apology, and if I didn't know how angry at you she'd get, I would tell her of our relationship" he grinned at her. "What are the last two lines of the prophecy, Katla?"

She shakily lifted the paper and read. "You'll offer him your heart, against the Coal Black. And yet he shall never, love you back"

"See? Just you, Miss 'Coal Black', only you"

Katla felt the anxiety and troubles of that day being washed away like a flood. The best she could manage was a sigh of happiness, and a glowing smile.

"Gods, you have a way with words" she giggled, standing and pulling Hiccup to his feet by the hands.

"I say the truth" he laughed. "But only to those who deserve it. You do more than anyone"

"That's my Dragon boy"

"Now c'mon Katla. Let's find our friends something to do before they set Berk on fire"

o~0~O~0~o

(STOICK/HICCUP/SNOTLOUT/GOBBER)

Vikings had a hard enough time concentrating on activities as boring as tactics. They were known far and wide for their 'kill first, questions after' attitude to all aspects of life, and because of that their kind were infamous for having no particular plan to things.

Stoick stood proudly away from this group.

As the red-haired Viking grew in age and experience, his appreciation of being Chief increased, and as a result he now knew the value of a well-crafted plan in the theatre of war. If only his companions knew it too.

"I'm tellin' you Brother, I really don't think we should put all our recourses into this" Spitelout muttered, squinting at the map on the table. The black-haired Viking had only been with Stoick and Gobber for an hour now, and already they were growing annoyed with his 'advice'. And in terms of Jorgensons, Spitelout was far from the worst.

"I still don't believe anything he said" Snotlout hissed, pacing around the room.

"Snotlout, if ye don't wanna contribute, ye can leave" Stoick growled, waving a hand to the door. "M'son would not have gone to such an effort to lie about this, boy"

"But what if my boy is right? If I were Chief, I would-"

Gobber rolled his eyes. "Yeah yeah. We all know how fantastic ya would be as Chief. Now quit yer yapping and focus"

"Thanks Gobber" Stoick said. "Now. If Hiccup is right about the Outcasts planning on destroying Berk instead of raiding it, we need to plan for heavier weapon fire from the sea"

"Aye, catapults and whatnot"

"Gobber, I'm thinkin scouts. We need ships surrounding the island, and they'll alert Berk when the Outcasts are coming and where from"

"Why not sail out to sea and meet them in battle?" Spitelout suggested. "It'll stop any damage being done t' Berk"

"Brother, if they came ta destroy us there's little chance they'll hold out. They'll use everything, and we have no clue how many men they have"

Spitelout puffed his chest. "We have the better fighters. And weapons. Gobber here makes fine steel, and the younger generations are keen for bloodshed"

"As your sworn heir, I promise to defend Berk" Snotlout declared.

"Ah think the teenagers have shed enough blood, Spitelout" Gobber sighed.

All four Vikings knew what he meant. The fact that Hiccup had beaten their best shield-maiden was still at the forefront of their minds, and Stoick especially was stunned. More so, when a knock came from his front door.

"Uh you in here dad?"

Snotlout huffed. Hiccup was seriously getting on his nerves now.

"Hiccup!" Stoick bellowed, running from the table and tearing the door open to his son. "There's my boy. Ha ha, and here I was thinking I knew everything about you!"

Hiccup stood alone. None of his Free Folk companions stood with him, and by himself the boy felt rather nervous.

"Uh, hey Dad" Hiccup ran a hand through his long hair. "I was hoping I could talk to you. Y'know, about what I said in the Ring?"

"Ah yes, the Outcasts" Stoick nodded. "Just discussing it with the others. Ah was about to go lookin' for you anyway"

Hiccup felt his insides knot at the sight of Spitelout and Snotlout. Their encounter in the hall was enough proof the two Vikings were anything but pleased to learn Astrid wouldn't fall for someone of their bloodline. He did his best to push those thoughts aside – he rarely held a grudge – and focus more on the place he stood in front of.

Gods, this used to be his _home_.

It was hardly changed. A fireplace still remained at the back of the room, overflowing with thick logs. Stoick's chair sat alongside one of the few furniture pieces new to the room: a large table. Snotlout, his father and Gobber huddled around it, staring at the map, which rested on it. The room reeked of familiarity, only in parallel to the grove.

Whether the memories were bad or not, his childhood rested here. Hiccup could only accept this as a fact, walking into his father's house with a head held high.

"Son, ah can't wait for the next raid. Just seeing the look on your face while you knocked the lass about tells me everythin'. Those Dragons won't know what hit em!" Stoick gave Hiccup a hard pat on the back. Hiccup laughed weakly.

"Yeah, thanks dad…"

While Stoick continued to practically drown his son in praise, the other three Vikings hardly knew what to say. Spitelout had been intent on giving the boy some of his meanest and most brutal threats, claiming Astrid was to be his son's for the benefit of his family. Snotlout wanted to sort Hiccup in a more physical manner. In fact, despite being known for his lack of thought, Snotlout already had at least five ways to finish Hiccup with his hammer alone. Gobber wanted to ask him all about how he came to be so good, and whether the weapon he gave him all those years ago was still in service.

But in the presence of the auburn boy, their voices seemed to die in their throats. And it was all because of one simple reason. It was Hiccup.

They still hadn't come to terms with the once-emaciated child they all knew, having become such an efficient and confident man. One way or another, they were all at a loss for words.

"Come now, Hiccup. We'll open a barrel of mead over your new bride later-" quite literally everyone in the room was shocked by this, even Hiccup. "-But until the details are sorted, we have a home to defend!"

Pushing aside his father's use of the 'B-word' with a shudder, Hiccup approached the table and let his tactical mind take over. "Well dad, what I heard from the Outcasts was slightly vague, but I do know they are coming in the next few days"

"How do you know all this, anyway?" Snotlout spat. "You sound like you were right next to them when they planned this"

Hiccup nodded, ignoring his cousin's hateful glare. He knew it was time to lie – or at least tell a portion of the truth. "I was. My friends and I were prisoners on their island, and overheard their discussion of attacking before we fled"

"And how did ye flee then, huh?" Spitelout leaned over the table. Suspicion and curiosity both poured out of his words.

"Lad, how in Odin's name did you get on Outcast Island anyway? Why were ya prisoner?" Gobber asked. Each of their questions poked holes in the ship that was his fake-story. The ship was surely sinking, and panic could be felt stirring within Hiccup.

"Men, we'll save his tale of heroics for later" Stoick interrupted. "This is about the now. So they'll be here in a few days son, right?"

Hiccup recovered from the close call, and nodded. "Yes"

"Did they say where?"

"No. All I overheard is the fleet is thirty ships strong, and they'll be here soon"

Gobber's eyes widened. "Thirty of tha buggers" he whistled. "This'll be harder than I thought"

"And without a set place they will attack, we could be in serious trouble" Stoick agreed gravely.

"I wish I could tell you more" Hiccup admitted. "That's all I overheard. I was just wondering if there was anything my friends and I could do to help"

With a smug grin, Snotlout beat the others to the answer. "No, feel free to leave when you want" he replied.

Hiccup met his cousin with a stare of boredom instead of the frustration he was hoping for. "I wasn't talking to you," he said.

"Yeah well imma let you in on somethin' Hiccup. When you were gone I was announced heir" Snotlout thumped his chest with a meaty fist. "While you were off holding hands with your other scrawny friends I've been learning to take over Stoick's village!"

Spitelout struggled not to smirk. His son's Viking attitude made him more proud than he'd ever admit. Fortunately this wasn't the same for Gobber and Stoick. The two men looked at Snotlout in equal amounts of frustration. He was like a toddler not getting what he wanted!

Gobber was about to clip the boy over the ear, when Hiccup took charge. "Gobber, it's okay" he raised his hands and the blacksmith paused. Hiccup then looked to his cousin. "Snotlout, I came here to help, not take over your right to Berk"

"You can't help. This is between me and the other village leaders" Snotlout grinned.

Hiccup was thankful for the looks Snotlout was being given due to him immaturity. Sadly, the boy was simply fed up with his cousin's words. "Y'know what? Fine. Take my warning and do what you want with it" Hiccup turned, and with a final stare at the house he once called home, walked back out the door.

"Son, wait. Snotlout here would like to apologise for his words" Stoick said, the last part of his sentence rather menacingly directed at the boy in question. A sharp clang followed, as Gobber's metal appendage whacked across Snotlout's head.

Hiccup turned and looked at his cousin. The raven-haired boy had his arms crossed and a scowl directed somewhere on the floor between them. For a moment neither of them said anything.

Hiccup shook his head. "No he doesn't. Sorry dad, but Snotlout here clearly thinks I'm a threat to his position. The last thing I want is another fight like with Astrid, so I'll leave"

And leave he did. There was a small pause, until the Chief unleashed his anger upon the Jorgenson family.

"Snotlout, don't think for a minute that ah can remove you from your place" he growled. "You're talkin' to my son, remember that!"

"Boy, he beat Astrid like it was nuthin', don't tempt him" Gobber added, half motivated to knock out the boy himself.

"Bah, my son was just showing his dominance over the kid" Spitelout barked. "And Gobber, Hiccup wouldn't stand a chance against a Jorgenson!"

"He's thinner than a weed," Snotlout growled. "Astrid was having a bad day, and he didn't deserve to win"

Stoick was honestly fed up with his brother and nephew's words against their own blood. As much as he'd liked to have shut them up or bellow them out of his house, they all had serious work to do.

"You two and I will talk about this later" Stoick muttered, leaning over the table. "For now, we get back to work"

He hoped his son was okay, and was finding a way to cope with all the pressure.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

"Are you sure you don't wanna talk about it?"

"Katla, it's fine"

Katla told Hiccup earlier that day how she wished for some time with him just to herself. It had been some hours since the teenager left his father's house, and that time had finally come. The couple both lay in the grass fields far away from Berk, their only company being the warm light of the setting sun. Their bodies glistened with sweat, and they both lay in each other's arms, trying to catch their breath.

It was rather obvious what they were recently up to…

"I knew Snotlout wouldn't be happy about me returning, I just didn't think he would be like this" Hiccup muttered.

"The guy has wanted to be Chief all his life, and here you return stronger than ever before. Can't exactly blame the prick" Katla shrugged, brushing her messy hair out of her face and snuggling up against his semi-naked body.

"I guess so, but still…"

"Astrid sure is quieter since you beat her so badly. You could do the same to him?"

"He'll probably beat me to it. There's talk about whose going to be heir, and I'm sure Snotlout will challenge me to a duel for it"

Katla looked up, and raised an eyebrow. "Do you want to be Chief?"

Hiccup scoffed. "Of course not! They'd never listen to me, being hardly a Viking. And my place isn't on Berk" he gave her a reassuring squeeze. "It's with my friends. With you"

"I can't wait until this is all over" she commented. "We'll save this village, and hopefully put an end to Alvin's plans. Then we can get out of here, and move to somewhere our Dragons can live in safety"

"I don't think safety exists, anymore," Hiccup laughed. "But yeah, that would be nice"

"We'll find a place together, don't you worry Dragon Boy," she giggled.

Hiccup and Katla both lapsed into silence, sucking in the peace and serenity of the place they rested in. Hiccup had been thinking almost nonstop about his father since leaving his house, more specifically, his description of Astrid as a bride. His bride. It wasn't the idea of marrying Astrid that struck him most. It was just marriage in general, and whether or not that word had a part in his relationship with Katla.

He couldn't hold the silence any longer. "Katla, what do you think about marriage?"

He could have sworn her grip around his body tightened tenfold. Her head snapped up to look at him, bright brown eyes wide.

"What?"

Hiccup flushed, deeply. "Y'know, just the idea of spending the rest of your life with someone. Some people want a thing like that in their lives, others don't"

"Oh," her grip loosed, and he couldn't tell if she looked relaxed or disappointed. "Well marriage is something I always think about. It's sad how most of the couples are arranged by families, but the idea of being with someone you love is something I really like" it was her turn to blush, resting her head back on his chest when she couldn't look at him.

"Oh, right. Well that's great to hear," he answered genuinely.

"…And what about you?"

"I'm with you on that. I do want to be married one day, and it to be with someone I love and wasn't just arranged to be with" he felt that he was beating around the bush here, and simply came out with it. "I've always wanted to marry you, Katla"

There it was again. That crushing feeling as Katla's hug seemed to squeeze the life and nerves out of him. He could feel her face twist into a smile on his torso.

"Right back at you, babe" she whispered.

Hiccup laughed weakly. "If only it were so easy, right?"

"We could ask your dad for approval?" she joked.

"Dad, me and my secret girlfriend of nearly three years would like to be arranged, yes we have been dating the whole time. No don't worry, we have a Skrill and Night Fury who can help with the wedding arrangements" Hiccup rolled his eyes. Katla laughed hard at his impression of talking to his father, and the two silently shrugged off the idea of marriage being such a controversial subject.

"One day babe, I promise" Hiccup said, kissing her. "When all this mess is over, I want to call you mine for good"

Katla rolled over and swung a leg over, so she sat on top with a cheeky grin. "Look forward to it, but that doesn't mean you aren't mine already"

She leant down and returned the kiss. She could feel Hiccup stiffen beneath her.

…No, not in the way she hoped.

"Katla, wait" Hiccup choked. His eyes looked over her shoulder. The girl reacted instinctively, flinging her half naked body off Hiccup and lying on the grass next to him.

"Is someone coming?" she hissed.

"No, not someone. Thought it could mean trouble," he muttered.

Several dozen yards away, a muddy brown sheep stood in the grass. It's head was lowered to the ground, sniffing Katla and Hiccup's shirts they'd flung off when the passion first begun. Mercifully, the sheep was alone and nobody seemed to be guarding it.

"Don't sheep usually travel in groups?" Katla asked. "What's this one doing all by itself?"

After a brief pause, Hiccup groaned. "It's _Fungus_"

"Fungus? Like the plant?"

"That's… Mildew's sheep. The man's a grouch, he lives away from Berk and has this one sheep he cares for like a baby" Hiccup poked his head out of the grass to look closer at the animal. "Yep, that's definitely him"

"You Vikings and your names for things" she giggled. "And I thought Toothless was a silly name"

"Thanks Katla, it means alot" Hiccup chuckled.

Katla frowned. "Why is he so interested in our shirts?"

"We have excellent taste in dressing, maybe?" he rolled his eyes. Katla snorted, before quickly snapping to the conclusion.

"Hold on, didn't you bring Dragon Nip from the boat in case Stoick made you go against a Dragon?" she asked.

"Oh Thor" he muttered. "Fungus can probably smell it"

Sure enough, the sheep did. With a bleat of joy, the dirty animal took Hiccup's shirt in it's mouth and began to chew on it, eyes lolling about as it stared blankly to the sky.

"You're kidding me!" Hiccup moaned, standing up. "Hey, shoo Fungus!" he yelled, waving his arms about.

It only made things worse. The sheep – now terrified by the approaching figure – took off in the other direction. Hiccup's green tunic was still in its mouth.

Katla slapped the ground as she laughed at Hiccup's mortified expression. "Katla are you just gonna laugh or help me?" he asked out of exhasperation.

"Sorry babe" Katla gestured to her naked chest, exposed to the crisp afternoon air. "I'm not chasing anything like this. Quickly, he's getting away!"

Hiccup let a long sigh out. The boy fastened his pants as tight as they could, and set off in pursuit of the madly fleeing sheep. "I'll be back soon, Katla!" he called out.

"Have fun!" she giggled.

Neither of them considered Fungus was heading to Berk, and neither of them realised the stir Hiccup's new body could cause.
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"Hon, it… I mean it _could_ be worse. What if I was Snotlout instead?"

"Hiccup isn't that much better. I thought he would be strong, fierce! He's just Hiccup"

"Well 'just Hiccup' beat you. Surely that is proof the lad's changed?"

Astrid's parents were at a loss. Both Frida and Horik could only hang their heads in shame, as their only daughter slumped herself in the chair. Both of them were beyond words at the defeat of their daughter, by the hands of none other than Hiccup.

"Astrid, maybe you should give him a chance" Horik reasoned, approaching his daughter cautiously. He knew better than most how violent an emotional Astrid could be. "He may be clumsy, but he's always been a nice kid. He even made ya your axe"

"I wanted to give him a chance" she mumbled, her bruised face resting on the table. "I wanted to treat him as a friend, after bullying him for so long. But I didn't want _this_"

"Then stick to just friends," her mother urged. "Let the prophecy wait. The strongest love starts as just friends. Otherwise the last past might come true, and he really won't love you back"

She'd forgotten about that. Most of Berk had. Vikings were a simple bunch, and clearly not one for riddles. The only thing most people made sense of was simply that the one person Astrid would love would be the person to beat her. A frozen feeling crept through Astrid.

"He… he wouldn't do that, right?" she whispered. "Surely that last part was a mistake. He'll like me back"

Frida and Horik looked at each other uncomfortably. "Astrid, prophecies aren't always right. Gothi is tha best at telling them, so usually lots of it is right" Frida said, her hands interlocking with her husband's. "I got mine told about your father, remember? Some of it was right and some of it wasn't"

"So you're saying the last part might not be true?" Astrid breathed, sucking in air like it was hope itself. "He will like me back, eventually?"

Frida shrugged, a hopeful smile playing at her lips. "Maybe, my sweet"

Astrid went to her room soon after. She gave her parents a hug, just like she used to before her world turned sour, and she was more full of joy.

"You shouldn't have said that" Horik shook his head, collapsing into the chair himself. "Your prophecy about us was nothing like hers, and ya just gave her hope. What if it's all right, and this Hiccup doesn't love her, with this 'coal black' nonsense?"

Frida winced. "I know, Horik. I just can't see her upset like this. There's no way Hiccup wouldn't love her back, right?"

"The twig had a crush on her for years" he mused. "I hope yer right, Frida. This could break our little girl"

"Aye…"

The stairs leading to Astrid's room echoed in force, as the young shield-maiden hurtled down the stairs and back into the living room. Her mouth was agape and face flushed.

"Honey, what's wrong?"

Astrid licked her lips. "S-something-"

A loud crash, followed by shouting, tore through the household, answering the question for Astrid. It sounded almost like a Dragon has crash-landed on a hut, which wasn't too uncommon sadly.

"Saw some commotion through my window, looks like a fight maybe" Astrid answered, pushing past her parents and walking on outside. "Hey, what's going on?" she asked, mostly to herself.

"_Ye think you can just attack ma poor Fungus, you mutton head!"_

"_I wouldn't of had to if someone looked after his animals, huh Mildew!"_

"_Ma Fungus did nothing wrong"_

"_Oh, so I should have let him eat my clothes then?"_

Astrid's parents stared at each other in bewilderment. Horik shook his head roughly, as if snapping out of a daze. "C'mon love, let's see what's goin' on"

Surprise was an understatement.

o~0~O~0~o

(STOICK/GOBBER/SNOTLOUT)

"So as ye can see, here's the design I made" Gobber said, gesturing a lack-of-hand to the paper schematics on the desk. The blacksmith had invited Stoick and – rather annoyingly – Snotlout to his forge several hours after their meeting.

"What am ah looking at?" Stoick leaned over the table, staring down at the dimly lit design.

"It's a modification to our current fishing boat" Gobber explained. He pointed to the main mast, which now had been greatly extended and featured a crow's nest. "It's a little more like the old pirate ships, but this beauty will help us see them Outcasts coming much better"

Stoick nodded furiously in agreement. "How much extra time will it give us?"

"Depends how far we put it out 't sea. Young Fishlegs is crunching some numbers and we'll get an answer soon, Chief. My guess is a good few hours' notice."

"Good, good" Stoick mused, running a hand through his beard. "There's no chance Alvin would attack us from the land, so it's almost certain he's gonna hit us straight from tha front"

"I dunno Uncle" Snotlout said, doing his best to contribute. "Isn't it like… obvious, to attack our docks? They could probably sneak on land and move behind through the forests around Berk"

"Snotlout, Hiccup said they weren't planning on taking our home. The bastards wanna destroy it. That means big siege weapons" Gobber explained. "Weapons that are too large 't move off the boats. They've gotta attack from the sea"

Snotlout shrugged. The boy lowered his head, muttering things about Hiccup's claims being Yak-Crap.

"So, we'll get Mulch and Bucket to wait on the boat for them to show themselves, and they'll light a spot fire when they see em'" Gobber asked.

"Aye. Lets hope they can return before the Outcasts arrive" Stoick said gruffly. Their serious discussion was abruptly halted when Snotlout moved the design plan off the table. He placed a smaller map of Berk on the table and cracked his knuckles with a grin.

"Righto Uncle, where do you want me to hold them off?" he asked, staring at the paper as if it had insulted him.

Again, Stoick and Gobber struggled to suppress a groan.

"Lad, you and the other teens are going to be about as far from the docks as possible" Gobber rolled his eyes. Tapping with his chubby finger on the paper, he gestured to the Meade Hall. "You and yer friends will be guarding the elderly and infants, in case worse comes to worse"

Snotlout's eyes boggled in his head. "But… But I'm one of the best fighters on this rock!" he cried. When Stoick and Gobber seemed none the least impressed with his statement, his look took on one of bravado. "The Outcasts would scream like little Fishlegs at the sight of me!" he kissed his biceps for good measure.

"Yer gotta be funnin' me…" Gobber sighed.

"Am not!" Snotlout whined. "Just look at this _body_ of mine! Odin, I reckon the only Vikings brave enough to fight me are the women who want some of this!"

As much as the two Vikings wanted to reply, a thunderous crash sounded through the room, and out of instinct weapons found their way into hands.

"What in Odin's name was that?" Stoick barked, forgetting all about the map.

Shouts and cries of disbelief were heard before an answer was given. Through the walls of the forge, it was no surprise they were muffled and inaudible. Nonetheless, it seemed the three Vikings inside weren't the only ones expecting it.

"Ah swear, if it's them Thorston twins, I'll have them scrubbing this place for weeks!" Gobber growled, leaving the map be and walking over to open the door outside.

It wasn't Ruffnut. It wasn't even Tuffnut who'd caused the ruckus. Like the Hofferson clan, Stoick, Gobber and Snotlout found themselves gaping at one particular auburn-haired boy.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP)

Hiccup was very much in shape. That much couldn't be denied. But the years off Berk had made him accustomed to the warmer weather, and terrain less focused on killing its inhabitants. At least, those were the excuses he told himself, as he chased after Fungus.

Odin's Beard, he was being outrun by livestock!

The boy let out a frustrated huff, pumping his legs harder as he leaped over branches and tree roots. He was chasing Fungus through the forest now, and with the bright sun now hidden behind trees, his chest rippled in Goosebumps. The fierce wind too seemed to fight against him as he sprinted, only making him colder.

"Get back here, you!" Hiccup growled. Branches and bushes alike whipped his skin as he tried to weave between boulders and other trees. Frankly he was surprised he hadn't stubbed his toes, or fallen into a boar snare.

"Son of… Dammit!" Hiccup let out another curse, leaping onto a thick log with eyes carefully watching for the Thorsaken sheep. He'd lost sight of it, _again._ "Where _are_ you?" he muttered. Hiccup had no time to admire the beauty of Berk's forests. He shut out the radiant sun, stabbing holes in the tree line and bleeding sunlight onto patches around him; he ignored the musical sound of birds, high up in the branches.

He set about finding Fungus in with a level of concentration reserved for his inventions. Within moments, this new determination spotted the muddy animal, scampering away closer to the forest's end.

"There you are!"

Leaping off the log into a forward roll, Hiccup sprinted to catch up. The forest was quickly thinning, as large trees turned to shrubs, and the warm light shone back on his body. Up ahead he could see the many huts and homes of Berk coming into view. He let out a huff, of course the damn sheep would come running back to his master, he thought.

Adrenalin coursing through his veins, and the animal growing tired, Hiccup pushed on forward. Every breath he took was punctuated with a growl or snarl. Hiccup had missed this feeling: the sheer rush of a man on the hunt. He felt it in every fight, and much like flying with Toothless, the feeling never subsided. He could almost understand Viking's incandescent will to fight.

Fungus began to bleat in mad terror as Hiccup left the forest altogether and was now running past huts he saw familiar. Every step he grew closer to the animal, and Hiccup didn't like to admit how he was really enjoying the challenge.

"Got you now, Fungus!" He called, almost taunting in nature. The glee was short lived, however, as his foot caught on a small display table outside of a store. "Ugh, sorry!" he winced.

"Oi! Yer paying for that if you broke it" The shopkeeper hollered. The Viking's eyes widened at the boy running out of sight. "_Hiccup?_" They stammered.

He didn't catch that last part. Just a bit closer and that damn sheep was done! His face an exhausted scowl, he pumped every last ounce of strength into his legs.

He made his move. Hiccup dove and promptly tackled poor Fungus to the floor, grinning in personal victory. Fungus cried out in surprise, kicking madly while Hiccup pinned it to the path.

"I've… got you!" Hiccup declared. Hiccup had to admit, the sheep was larger than the average, and he could only guess that like its master, Fungus was dreadfully old. Clearly that age came with experience, because when Hiccup reached to pull the tunic from its jaws, the sheep happily chomped down on his hand.

"_You… little!" _ Hiccup howled, clutching his wrist in shock. Fungus took the boy's surprise as a chance, and wormed through his loosened grip. "Oh no you bloody don't" Hiccup growled.

Fungus set off again. But he didn't make it far. No less than five yards into the main square, Hiccup got his hands back on the sheep. With a little help from the pottery stand he tackled Fungus into, of course. Crashing erupted throughout the whole area, and those lucky enough to be close watched in shock. What on Midgard was going on?

Hiccup yanked the shirt from the sheep's mouth this time. While he did manage to recover it without being bitten, it looked to have more than a few tears in it.

And worse than that…

"Just what do ye think ya doing" Mildew screeched, hobbling towards Hiccup with a walking stick flailing above his head. "That's my sheep, ye bastard!"

"Fungus stole my shirt" Hiccup defended, waving the flayed green shirt like a flag. "He started it"

"Ma poor Fungus!" Mildew cried, shoving Hiccup off the animal and helping Fungus to its feet. Hiccup admitted the man still had some strength in him. He was a Viking after all. "Ye think you can just attack ma poor Fungus, you Mutton head!"

Hiccup was up on his feet quickly' and ignoring the growing crowd he rounded on Mildew ever quicker. "I wouldn't have had to if someone looked after his animals, huh Mildew"

The old man snorted at the thought. "Ma Fungus did nothing wrong"

"Oh, so I should have let him eat my clothes, then?" He rolled his eyes, brushing the dust and soil off his pants.

"_What is goin' on here!"_

Stoick's thunderous voice echoed throughout the square, and brought back painful memories for Hiccup. The boy winced, his father's scowl clear as day inside his head. Begrudgingly, Hiccup looked over to the forge, where his father stood.

But no, no scowl. Stoick, rather surprising, didn't live up to his name, and instead stared at his own son in blank nonrecognition.

And then like a cold icy wave, face-paling shock washed across the Chief's face.

"Hiccup?"

Trying to look as professional as he could in the rather immature situation, Hiccup straightened his back and removed the smirk from his face. "Hey, Dad" he said with a short nod.

He noticed Astrid and her family exit their home, across the road. Much like his father, Astrid adopted a face of sheer bewilderment. Within seconds, he found himself under the crushing gaze of dozens of his once-kin. Then he knew why.

"Oh Odin, that's a hot tattoo"

Ruffnut's baritone voice from behind clunked sense into him like a slap across the face. His hands found themselves wrapping over his chest, trying to conceal like a woman caught washing herself. Hiccup groaned inwardly. Just when he thought the situation could get any worse.

"You… Odin's Beard!" Gobber spluttered, standing at Stoick's flank with a mirrored expression. Eyes wide, mouth gaping like a fish out of water. Hiccup's father soon began to turn, as his eyes remained on the boy's battle scars. Visible shock turned into awe, even pride.

In fact, the same happened to everyone else. Much like Hiccup's defeat of Astrid, the initial shock quickly swapped to different and more varied feelings. Gobber remained stunned. Snotlout growled and stormed away from the group. Ruffnut was left salivating at the sheer muscle volume Hiccup had.

And Astrid…

She was the first to break the silence. "What in Hel's name happened to you?" Her usual steely demand was now a squeak, and she felt herself blush even more.

"No wonder the lad kicked her heiny" A Viking called out. The people around – including Hiccup – gave an awkward chuckle. What else were they supposed to do? This boy, no _man_, was Hiccup Haddock!

"Oh uh, just a few marks over the years" Hiccup said, looking down at the three major scars from Elyria.

Stock barked a laugh. "That's ma boy! Battle scars even at a young age" The man's green eyes flickered with grim satisfaction. "Which of 'em were Dragons?" He asked.

For once, Hiccup didn't see the harm in lying. If anything it better concealed his Dragon Riding truth. Hiccup ran a single finger down the path of his centremost chest scar. "These ones" he said quietly.

"And what about the tattoo, huh" Ruffnut purred from behind.

Just like that, the shock returned to Stoick. "Tha what, Hiccup?" he clarified.

He didn't know how to respond, and Hiccup knew he'd be even more clueless _explaining _it. Almost shakily, he twisted his torso over and revealed the gleaming, jet black illustration of his Night Fury.

"_Hiccup_" Stoick sucked in a gasp of air. The man was torn between shock and fury. "A-a Dragon?"

"It's a long story" Hiccup bluffed, at a loss for what more to say. "I'll tell you about it later, for now I've just gotta… yeah" With every hope he could end the awkward moment, he slung his shirt over his shoulder and left as quickly as he arrived.

"Hiccup, wait"

Astrid broke off from her family, approaching him with a look that was almost nervous. Casting a quick glance towards the Vikings watching tensely, she spoke in a hiss.

"We need to talk, right now"

o~0~O~0~o

(SAVAGE)

Even with the murky sea frothing waves onto the deck, and several hundred Berserkers to keep in line, Savage had a grin stuck firmly on his face.

Trust was hard earned among Vikings, and harder still with outlaws or murderers. Savage had followed Alvin loyally for years now without question, and it seemed his tedious work finally paid off. Leading the formation of more than thirty ships, he stood at the bow of the ship in anticipation. He'd dreamed of leading a raiding party for too long.

"Ser, we're two days out from tha Berkians. Less with wind on 'ah side"

Savage turned to the voice. A lean Viking with odd bronze armor was addressing him with a strained tone – like he clearly didn't want to serve him.

"Good" he said simply, "that it?"

The Berserker shook his head, and held out a small scroll, tied with thin leather. "A message from yer Chief" the man declared. He had to hide a smirk as Savage faltered at the mention of Alvin.

"Gimme' here" Savage snapped, grabbing the parchment and clumsily undoing it. "How did ye get this?"

"A sickly lookin' crow caught up with us, some of yer men recognized it and caught it" the Berserker explained. The man backed away with a cocky smile. "Will that be all, _Capt'n_?" he drawled.

"Yes, get back to whatever ye were doing" Savage waved him off, turning and walking down the ship with eyes raking up and down the messy writing.

_The Dragon Rider g0t away. The bastarD took his gear back, but we still have his book. StAy with plan but be ready in case he attaks. Do not fail, or you die. Kill rider if he finds you oR interferes._

_~A_

Savage folded away the note with a scowl. He was hardly surprised the Dragon rider escaped Outcast Island, even the extra Berserkers inhabiting it. No weakling could ever control a Night Fury. Savage hoped the rider and any beasts in his command stayed well clear of him and his plans to destroy Berk.

Looking back behind his ship and crew, the Outcast watched as dozens more boats – each armed to the teeth with heavy siege tools – followed shortly behind. Once more, the grin found its way back to Savage's face. He knew destroying Berk was only one step of a long journey to domination. With the resources taken from Berk, they would build a trap large enough for the demon at the heart of the mountain.

But those events would all come in time. Berk would fall, and to Savage, that's all that really mattered.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/ASTRID)

"You wanted to talk?"

Astrid didn't answer Hiccup. With more force than necessary, she slammed the front door to her home, ending the curious gazes from onlookers. With a short sigh, she folded her arms and looked at him.

"I assume someone told you about my prophecy" she said bluntly. Even she admitted it was rather difficult to have a conversation with Hiccup like this. His long hair rather wild, and hands on hips with his bare torso gleaming with sweat.

"Yep. Ruffnut" he nodded. Before she could speak he interrupted. "Look, its fine Astrid-" he raised his hands in self-defence. "I don't want this as well. You won't see me flirting or being like Snotlout any time soon" he said.

Astrid froze, jaw still slack like she was trying to talk. The Shield-Maiden didn't know what to expect with this impromptu talk, but Hiccup being not even _remotely_ interested was the last thing on her mind. She knew he'd changed over the years, but was his blatant crush for her really gone?

"Oh!" she choked. "Well that's good… I think" she finished lamely. Astrid mentally slapped herself. She really hadn't planned this through.

"So, is that everything?" he raised an eyebrow at her, trying to ignore the awkward silence between them.

"No. Hiccup I… um" she licked her lips, choosing her words carefully. "I just wanted to apologize to you. In private, y'know?"

"Hold on, what for?" he asked. She noticed the way his face slackened in relief, and wondered what he was expecting to hear.

"I've been a bit cruel to you and your new friends since you came back here" she admitted. "I also think I should say sorry for the fight… attacking you"

Hiccup frowned. "I think it's my friends you should be apologizing to, Astrid" he said. "But as for the fight, it's really okay. I should be sorry actually" he laughed weakly. "You were a good opponent"

For the first time, Astrid doubted he meant that. His win was convincing to say the least and he really had no challenge whatsoever.

"I just wanna move on from that, okay Hiccup?" She jumped straight to the point. "I remember promising to treat you better before you left all those years ago, and I want to treat you as friend from now on"

Hiccup didn't know how to react. It was very un-Astrid to apologies to quickly. Hel, it was un-Astrid to apologies at all. Nonetheless, it was an apology.

"Thanks Astrid" he smiled briefly. Astrid met his expression, and with him looking at her even someone as stubborn as she couldn't deny it. He'd really, _really_ become attractive.

"No worries" she said faintly.

"Anyway, I've gotta get some clothes on, not exactly warm weather here" he chuckled. Hiccup span on his heels and made his way to the door. "Talk later!" he called.

Astrid wanted to say more, but the words never really found her mouth. If she was honest, she was too busy focusing on the new, tingly feeling in her stomach. So, she just watched.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/TOOTHLESS)

Night had long since fallen when Hiccup left Berk, venturing into the forest with a hefty basket of Icelandic Cod. Mercifully, the awful stench seemed to be drowned out by the boy's swirling mix of excitement and guilt.

"It's been a while since I left him on his own like this" Hiccup commented.

"He's fine, Hiccup" Katla smiled. "Toothless is your best friend, he'll be bouncing for joy when he sees you. More so when he gets a smell of that… _awful_ fish" she laughed.

"Is that before or after he kicks my ass for not seeing him in so long?" Hiccup asked sardonically.

"Good question" she giggled.

Following only the vague directions written by Nina, and a painful attempt at a map of the area, the couple wandered deeper into a new part of the vast woodland surrounding Berk. A strange sense of enjoyment ran through Hiccup, as he trudged through the eerie forest, hand intertwined with Katla's. He'd spend the first fifteen year of his life scoping the same parts of Raven's point; to find himself walking through a new area was a welcomed change.

Hiccup and his girlfriend soon found themselves at the forest's end. Scaling down a series of cliff faces and rocky paths, they came across a small cave by the sea. Hidden among the coastal bluffs, nobody would have paid it any attention. Hiccup and Katla knew better. With a nervous grin Hiccup entered the cave, armed with a flaming torch.

"Oh _Toothless!_" Hiccup sang, "Got something for my bud, here!" he gave the basket an experimental shake.

A joyous growl – almost a bark – caught his attention. Hiccup found himself staring at a familiar purple Dragon. With her eyes wide with bliss, and practically shaking in excitement, Hiccup could almost mistake the Dragon for a big dog. Ignoring the razor spines, lighting breath and terrifying appearance, of course.

"Elysia!" Hiccup grinned. He gave the Skrill a long scratch on the neck, while Katia practically tackled the Dragon in a bone-crushing hug.

"Oh Odin, I missed you so much, girl!" Katla squealed, furiously patting her Dragon. Elysia purred in approval, loving the attention from her rider.

Hiccup left the two girls to their own. He paced about the large cavern with his torch. "Bud, where are you?" he called out. "I brought- _Oof!_"

A shadow leaped onto Hiccup's back, and before he could usher a word his face was buried in the sand. Toothless huffed in disapproval, sitting comfortably on his rider's back and ignoring the boy's weak attempts to fight back.

"_Tff-Lss!"_ Hiccup yelled, head still in the sand. _"Quttt, itt!"_

"**Serves you right" **The Night Fury barked. Even being unable to understand Dragonese, Hiccup could hear the smugness.

Hiccup wrenched his face from the ground. "I'm sorry, bud!" He gasped. "J-just get off me, you!"

Toothless obliged. With a snort, the Dragon rolled off his rider and gave his best impression of a smirk. Hiccup got to his feet and met the playful look with a scowl.

"Are you quite done, Toothless?" he rolled his eyes. Again, Toothless tackled him to the floor. The boy's protests were silent with the Night Fury's tongue raking up and down his face. "Oh come on!"

"**Much better"**

Hiccup gave the fish to Toothless as his idea of an apology present. Before too long, the four found themselves happily lounging by a campfire.

"Just like old times, huh Toothless" Hiccup grinned. He was leant back on his Dragon, snacking on a seared fish in the warmth of the fire.

"You two have some crazy memories" she grinned.

Hiccup smiled. "We all do"

"I dunno, Elysia and I haven't fallen out of the sky on accident" she winked. The couple laughed, and Hiccup openly admitted it.

"Yeah yeah, Toothless and I are just a _bit_ reckless every now and again" Hiccup rolled his eyes.

"**Me? You're the idiot on control. I'm the one keeping you alive!"**

"Oh quite it, Toothless" Hiccup smirked. "But hey, our crazy memories are nothing compared to some we've had" he said.

Katla groaned. She just finished adjusting the saddle on Elysia's back, and sat on the sad in a heap. "Don't even get me started, babe" she muttered. "I'm surprised my heart is still working, after all the scares you give it"

"Me?" Hiccup laughed. "Okay, maybe I nearly died once, but that was it"

Katla gave a deadpan look from across the fire.

"Fine. Twice"

She didn't stop.

"Three times!" He threw his hands in the air.

"And that was just with me present!" Katla shook her head in disbelief. "Elysia on the boat. That bastard at Helgafjall who crushed your arm. You got taken by Outcasts" her stern motherly expression softened. "You really do make me worry, Hiccup"

It was clear Hiccup struck a chord with his girlfriend, and shuffling away from Toothless he sat himself next to Katla; a single arm draped over her and pulling the raven beauty closer.

"Katla, you know the last thing I want to do is scare you, or make you think i'll leave" he said quietly. "But, it's…"

"-It's just who you are" She finished for him. "You've taken risks since the day I met you on that boat. Even Toothless was a risk; probably your biggest one"

"That's it" he admitted. His expression grew stony, and with blazing green eyes he lifted her chin so they met each other's gaze. "But no matter what I do, i'll be sure to end the day by your side. I'm not leaving you alone, even if I have to crawl myself up from Hel to be back here"

That was all she needed to hear. It was almost crazy, really. The way his words seemed to convince her and reassure her, no matter what. He'd lied his way out of so many sticky situations, and yet she knew every words he spoke was the truth. Shifting her body over, Katla pressed her lips to his in a chaste kiss.

"**How long was that, Night Fury? The sticks in the flame aren't even charred and they resort to procreation. Are we that boring?" **Elysia growled. The usually terrifying Dragon wore a squeamish expression, trying to shuffle away from the soon-to-be-breeding pair.

"**They've lasted less time before" **Toothless commented dryly.

"Okay okay, knock it off you two" Katla giggled, reluctantly leaving her lover's lips. "We'll pick up where we left off tomorrow, babe" she said lowly.

Shivers at the thought, Hiccup could only grin. "Can't wait" he said. With a heavy groan, he sat up and helped Katla to her feet. "But until then…"

He brushed the sand off him and looked at Toothless. The once docile Night Fury now sat in a half crouch, green eyes wide and tail waggling madly.

"I think he knows what you're gonna say" Katla giggled. "By the looks of it, so does Elysia"

Loving the moment of excitement between the Dragons, Hiccup finally said what was on their minds.

"Who's up for a night flight?"

o~0~O~0~o

(SNOTLOUT/HICCUP)

It wasn't until the next day when Berk saw Hiccup return. He'd proven his independence with both his body and defeat of Astrid; only Stoick worried when the boy was nowhere to be found.

Sheltering in the Meade Hall from the early morning chill, Hiccup and his three friends ate their meal in silence. A meeting was due to happen, regarding the attack on Berk.

"Did you two pay _them_ a visit lay night?" Nina asked. Hiccup and Katla both nodded slightly. "How were they?"

"They're holding up well. We took then for a quick fly out away from Berk" Hiccup explained, a smile crossing his lips. "It was good to be back in the air"

"Viper wasn't in the cave when we showed up" Katia whispered.

"She's always hunting, Kat. Either that or she was sleeping under cloak" Lodin suggested.

"Yah, or she smelt the Viking stench on you and screwed off" Nina smirked.

"Always the optimist, aren't you?"

"Shush you two. Here comes your dad" Katla interrupted. Turning their attention to the front of the Hall, they saw Stoick rise from his chair and signal the start of a meeting.

"Thank ye all for coming" The Chief's voice rang out throughout the hall. "Gather round. There's much 't discuss"

Uncertain murmurs and grumbles echoed around the hall, as the dozens of Vikings who were asked to attend, rose from their chairs and stumbled over to the large circular table. Hiccup guess there were only fifty of the three hundred Hooligans at this meeting. From the physique and reputation of those he stood with, they were either the strongest or smartest. Once silence had fallen upon the crowd, Stoick got to work.

"As I'm sure ye know already, we have reason't believe the Outcast tribe is launching an attack on us" The man cast a quick glance to his son, smiling in gratitude for his information. "Tha council and I have planned the defense at length. It's now time ye all heard it and we put it into action"

Hiccup nodded approvingly, along with his friends. He honestly didn't expect to have his father taken his warning so seriously. Then again, his method of warning was rather extreme. Regardless, Hiccup awaited his father's orders happily.

"Alright, listen up you lot" Gobber began. "According to our Hiccup here, these buggers are arriving in force. They want Berk destroyed, not overthrown. This means they gotta be bringing in some sort of siege gear" he said.

"Aye, and gear like tha can't simply be moved about" Stock finished. "They'll be attacking from the sea, no doubt"

"Mulch and Bucket 'av taken up the role as our sentry" Gobber explained. When the less intelligent Vikings frowned in confusion, the blacksmith sighed. "They will be tha _lookouts_. We built ah'selves a new boat, with a larger mast. The two of em can see their boats coming from further away and will warn us"

"Smart. For once" Lodin muttered under his breath.

"Warriors, we treat this like ah raid!" Stoick growled. "We strike hard and we strike fast. Archers will line ever damn rock on the shore, and every weapon will be in our hands when they land!"

An uproarious cheer met Stoick's claim. Hiccup, on the other hand, frowned. When the hollering died down, he cautiously raised a hand.

"Son, anything to add?" Stoick said.

"Yeah, dad. Look, as far as I know, the Outcasts aren't aware that we know of their plans" Hiccup answered. "Couldn't we use that more to our advantage?"

Murmurs broke out throughout the group, and Hiccup was relieved to hear at least some supported him. There only seemed to be one major flaw with his plan:

"Typical Hiccup" Snotlout snarled from across the table. "Clearly ye don't know much about the Viking way, cousin. That's not how we do things around here!"

Much like Hiccup, some seemed to rally to the Jorgenson's point.

"Aye. We are warriors, not weaklings who hide and wait" Spitelout spat. "If yer gonna say something make it smart, little one"

Hiccup ignored the fact that his dear uncle was nearly shorter than him, and addressed the Jorgensons in a sigh. "You seriously care about damn honor and glory more than survival? You noble fighters will be rotting in the ground, but hey! At least you did it with dignity!" Hiccup's voice radiated with bitterness and sarcasm, shocking many.

"Hiccup has a point, Brother" Stoick interrupted before the argument could heat any further. "The odds are against us. We must do whatever 't win this"

Spitelout and his son chewed their cheeks, and resorted to an icy glare at Hiccup.

"Ah'm sure we can add a sneaky move or two, but the plan will be mostly tha same" Stoick said. "Archers lining Berk's rock formations, and every able fighter at the docks ready for 'em. The elderly, sick and mothers will be couped up in tha Meade Hall, guarded by the younger Vikings"

Hiccup and his friends could see the disappointment on his Viking counterparts across the table. The twins whined to themselves; Snotlout seethed in typical brutish anger; Astrid grit her teeth but otherwise held her temper. Fishlegs was the only persons to seem remotely pleased at this.

"I get the feeling that includes us?" Nina said aloud. Her voice was rather blunt, indicating how little she cared about interrupting or angering the Vikings.

"Actually lassie, we were unsure" Gobber piped up. "None of us have seen ye lot in the ring. Not even against a Dragon"

Nina folded her arms. "And what happens if we know how to fight?"

Stoick looked to Hiccup, raising an eyebrow. Hiccup couldn't hide a grin and nodded in reassurance. "They can hold their own" he said.

The Chief nodded. "Good. Then they'll be with ya, Hiccup"

There was a heartbeat's silence.

"Wait, where's Hiccup gonna be?" Astrid perked up.

"After ma boy's show in the Kill Ring, I think he can handle tha front lines" Stoick beamed. Many Vikings hollered in agreement. Hiccup or not, he beat Astrid Hofferson in what looked like nill effort.

"Are you joking?" Snotlout exploded. "This is Useless you are talking about. Why should he be fighting the real fight, and I'm stuck guarding a bunch of old hags"

"Respect, Snotlout" Stoick barked.

"But this is an outrage" Snotlout growled, turning purple in the face. "Hiccup will just do what he's always done. Screw up" he seethed the last part, making the boy in question rumble lowly in his throat.

"Just shut up, Lout" Astrid muttered, quickly aware of the disapproving looks being cast on the teens as a whole, not just the Jorgenson.

"I think you should listen to her, Snot" Hiccup said calmly, his face set in stone and the rage hardly contained.

"Look at you, so fuckin' smug" Snotlout said. "You're lucky this table is between us, I would beat you a new one if I could"

"By all means try, dearest cousin" Hiccup smiled thinly. "Though, I think I know what the results may be"

This was far from the first time Hiccup had so brazenly defied his once-tormentor. Even still, the crowd watched in stunned silence and made no move to intervene.

"Why don't you just run off to where you came from, Useless. We can do all this without you, I don't know how many times I gotta say it" Snotlout smirked.

Under the table, Katla gripped tightly on Hiccup's hand. With every name he was called, his hand tightened in obvious anger. She knew it was only a matter of time before someone got seriously hurt. Snotlout, mostly.

"I don't mean to disappoint, but you really aren't intimidating me" Hiccup spoke, though he struggled to keep a composed tone. Many assumed that with Hiccup taking insults like this for years, he'd be used to it. Though, those people really had no clue what he'd been through in the past years. They didn't know this new Hiccup. Or his lacking mental state.

"I do what I want. If you think you can just bully me into what you want, you're in for quite the surprise" he said.

"Oh, I can and I will" Snotlout growled.

At last, Stoick snapped to his senses. He knew a fight when he saw one, and frankly he didn't want to see his son hurt. "Enough!" he bellowed.

The two teenagers fell silent. The Chief could see just how close his son was to snapping. It was marked in every scar and crease on his face.

"Hiccup, go get some fresh air" he said in a surprisingly gentle voice. "You and yer friends will be told more details about tha plan later, but it seems yer cousin can't keep his mouth shut with you abou'" Stoick threw a disgusted look at Snotlout.

"It's alright, Dad. Thanks" Hiccup said. With one last scowl at his cousin he began to make his way out of the Hall. This was the second time something like this had happened, and Hiccup could genuinely feel his patience wearing away to the point where he knew someone was going to be hurt.

He knew the shit he'd been through was more than enough reason to be so mentally unstable. He couldn't stop the heavy sigh leave his lips as he trudged away. The fight against Elysia; death of Trjonn; Helgafjall and the Legate; captured and tortured. Katla was right, the night before. Every event had chipped away at his being.

Only facing a demon of his past – one he _used_ to handle with ease – did he realize how little of his mental strength was left.

He was still smart as ever, though it seemed his almost saintly patience was traded for new found strength. The physical and tactical kind. Astrid learnt firsthand; losing his cool in the arena and crushing her as opposed to talking his way out, like he used to.

The same would happen to Snotlout. For too long had he dealt with his cousin through patience. The warrior within him stirred in excitement, while his more logical side knew it was a bad idea. It would end in blood.

"Babe, you okay?"

Hiccup whipped his head to the sound of Katla's hushed voice. A warm smile came back onto his face. Gods, he would have genuinely lost it by now if not for her.

"Yeah, I'm surviving" he said softly. The pair continued walking on out of the Hall.

"I know it's hard, putting up with that idiot" she muttered. "C'mon, let's go train somewhere. That'll relieve the stress, right?" Katla offered.

Hiccup grinned, confidence restoring. "Yeah, I'd love that"

The pair walked off, oblivious to the Jorgenson behind them who'd heard it all.
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(SNOTLOUT)

Snotlout's hands clenched into firsts. Watching his cousin leave with the raven haired woman, he wanted nothing more than to bury his beloved hammer deep in the thin boy's skull.

"Ye did well, boy" Spitelout hissed next to him, noticing his son's deathly glare on Hiccup's skull. "Ye showed yer dominance over the twerp. That's what Chief's do"

Snotlout agreed. But he knew Stoick didn't. The Chief of Berk's only weak spot was his son, and nothing angered the Jorgenson more, knowing whatever Hiccup did, his father would always rally to his side. It was the near opposite of what Stoick was like before Hiccup 'died'. He missed those days already.

Hiccup was trudging away, shoulders rigid and posture firm. He was glad he managed to bug Hiccup so much. He knew the boy well; he would never snap out in anger. He could hear Hiccup talk to that 'Katla' girl, and perked up at the mention of one particular word exchanged.

"They said training" Snotlout murmured to his father. "That's where the two of em are going"

"Hm, maybe he was right about them bein' fighters" Spitelout commented. The Jorgenson patriarch's smile turned savage. "Listen boy. After this meeting, you follow your cousin. Learn his weaknesses"

Snotlout grinned in equal satisfaction. Like father like son. He could see it already; tracking the runt down with his unparalleled skills and learning every little secret about his waste of a cousin.

"_Are ye even listening?_"

It took him a moment to notice every pair of eyes was on him. Casting a quick glance, he noticed two things. Firstly, Hiccup and his bitch had left the hall. Secondly, one particular Chief glared at him far colder than the others.

"Yer on ya last warning, Snotlout!" Stoick bellowed. "Hiccup's ma son, and you will treat him with the respect he deserves"

Snotlout glowered. He _was_ treating the runt with the respect he deserved.

"'Iccup saved our heineys by coming back, lad" Gobber said. "He ain't the kid he used to be. Grow up"

Snotlout was left to his own thoughts as the meeting droned on and on about boring battle plans. He wasn't getting action; any planning hardly mattered to him. Even Snotlout had to see the truth of the situation. As much as Hiccup deserved to be punished, Snotlout's constant abuse were making the Chief madder and madder. It was only a matter of time, that Stoick would remove his heirship altogether if he kept this up.

How was he supposed to spy on Hiccup and stay in his uncle's good books?

The answer came to him minutes later. After a headache-inducing amount of thinking, that was.

The meeting disbanded with one final war cry, and in a sea of muttering the Vikings made their way out to prepare for the battle. Snotlout approached the teenagers with a confident smirk.

"Get lost, Lout" Astrid growled.

"Yah, what she said" Ruffnut said dryly.

"What?" Snotlout mocked hurt. "Don't you want to hear what I was going to say, babe?"

Astrid's scowl deepened. When the others made no further comment, he explained himself. Holding his flex, of course.

"I was going to look for Hiccup, I wanna see how he trained. That's all" Snotlout said, not even bothering to lie.

"So what? You want us to come just so you get in less trouble, huh?" Astrid huffed. Snotlout felt his heart skip a beat. He didn't expect her to guess _that_.

"Err, no" he snorted. "I… I was just wondering if you wanted to join me. Consider it a date?" he waggled his eyebrows at her, and Astrid's gaze turned murderous. "I was kidding babe! Only kidding" he chuckled weakly. He knew that look, and knew he'd loose more teeth if he angered the beautiful beast.

"I figured you… a fellow _warrior_ such as myself-" he gave a flex of his biceps, as if they doubted his strength. "-would be interested in learning how to fight the man who beat you, unless ye wanna loose again"

Astrid's eyes flickered with something else, other than anger. Snotlout was by no means intelligent, but he knew by striking her weak point – her pride in battle - he'd won her over.

"Ya playing at something else, Snot" Ruffnut said slowly, staring at Snotlout intensely. The Jorgenson would never admit it, but the Thorston girl was almost as terrifying as Astrid. Being borderline insane and obsessive with spontaneous violence, she was impossible to predict.

"Okay, fine" He said, turning on his heels and making for the door. "I'll look for him on ma own. Have fun" he called out.

He was maybe a dozen yards from the hall doors when Astrid called for him.

"Snotlout, wait" She said, almost regretfully from her voice tone.

Hiding his smirk of knowing victory, he turned with a curious smile. "Yes, Astrid?"

Silently hating herself, the Shield-Maiden growled out. "We'll help. But so help me if yer up to something"

o~0~O~0~o

(SNOTLOUT/ASTRID/HICCUP)

Being as bossy, uncoordinated and all round lazy as Snotlout was, it was a mere hour before Astrid took charge of the situation. They searched all over Berk for Hiccup and the strange girl he called his best friend, and soon deduced he was somewhere in the forest.

"Ya sure he's around here, Astrid?" Ruffnut asked.

"I remember the path to the grove off by heart" she said confidently. Astrid quickly flushed after realizing what she'd said.

"Someone's got it bad for the new Hiccup" Tuffnut cackled from the rear of the group.

Truth be told, every one of the teenagers following Astrid had their own motives to watch Hiccup train. Astrid had fallen hopelessly for Snotlout's ploy, and was eager to learn of his strengths and weaknesses. Admittedly, the swirling feeling in her stomach helped persuade her too. She didn't know what to make of it, but she couldn't deny a new sense of feeling come about regarding the auburn haired boy.

Fishlegs and Snotlout, strangely enough, came with similar intentions. Though far more innocent, the enormous blonde was terribly interested about Hiccup's fighting style. He'd only seen a flash of his combat capabilities. How was he supposed to hypothesize on statistical prowess from just that?

Ruffnut hadn't stopped thinking about Hiccup. And when she thought of Hiccup, it was just Hiccup. No clothes included. She felt rather bad for trying to win Hiccup's attention in the face of Astrid – a best friend who was foretold to have a chance at love with him. Then again, with Hiccup looking the way he was, she didn't let those thoughts linger.

Tuffnut just wanted to see violence. Who could blame him?

The path grew more familiar as they group carried on into the forest. Boot prints were fresh on the pathway they walked buy, and a general sense of excitement crept its way into the group like a warm breeze.

Finally, as the grove came into view, they heard voices.

Not voices. Sounds, just not of the talking nature.

"The Hel are they doing down in that place?" Astrid hissed, sweeping behind a large boulder for cover. She'd led the group to a small clearing in the forest surrounding the grove. They could look down and see everything, sparing the risk of venturing down there.

"From the sounds they are making, they sound heavily fatigued. Both parties severely lack breath" Fishlegs said, shaking slightly. "We-we shouldn't be doing this. Spying is wrong" he whimpered. "I thought we were to confront them!"

"Shut it, Fish" Snotlout growled. "Ye can pester them all ye want later. We watch for now" His eyes narrowed in a rare show of focus, and he looked over the cover to see.

"Come on, nearly there!" A feminine voice called.

"Yeah, yeah" a deeper one grunted.

Down in the grove, Katla and Hiccup could be seen on top of each other. By the looks of it, neither had shirts on.

"You used to be so much better that this. Gotten weak, Dragon Boy" she giggled.

"Shut… up. _Ah!_" Hiccup's complaints died in his throat, when the boy collapsed in a heap. Katla laughed and rolled off him, wearing nothing more than shorts and a breast-band.

"That was thirty two, Hiccup. Eight off the record" she declared. Katla faked disappointment, shaking her head sadly.

"Oh, do you want me to sit on your back, while you try push-ups?" Hiccup gasped, rolling onto his back while his naked chest heaved for air.

"Hardly fair. You're fat" Katla smirked.

Hiccup looked down at his torso. In the midday sunlight, every vein, muscle and scar seemed to glisten against the volumes of sweat. He raised a single eyebrow at Katla.

"She's blind" Ruffnut breathed, from behind cover. "I want him"

For once, Astrid didn't correct her. She just managed a wordless nod.

"He's not that strong" Snotlout snorted quietly.

Hiccup and Katla continued their workout, much to the annoyance of Snotlout. He expected them to practice moves he could learn to defend from, not watch his cousin build strength. Funnily enough, Astrid seemed to not mind.

"How long have we been… down here?" Hiccup panted. His sentences came out in heaves, as he lifted a heavy boulder and threw it a couple of yards up and down the grove.

"Hour or two, can't be sure" Katla called out. She stood comfortably on her hands, focusing on her breathing while Hiccup pushed his body in a far more physical manner.

"Feel the burn!" Hiccup grimaced, dusting himself off after a particularly large throw of the rock. He did his best to ignore the multitude of cuts and grazes the stone left. Wiping his face off with his tunic, he sat heavily on the rock and sighed. "How are you feeling, Katla?"

Katla gave a push of her arms, and twisted her body to land on feet. Like her boyfriend, Katla was coated in a thin film of sweat, and her silky black hair was messy in places. Hiccup liked what he saw.

"Yeah, pretty good actually" she grinned.

Hiccup cast a quick glance around the grove, and the Vikings watching threw themselves behind the boulder to hide. When they next heard his voice, it had taken a near unrecognizable tone.

"Y'know Katla, I think can think of more interesting ways to test stamina" He suggested, all too casually.

The Vikings frowned. What was he on about?

"Oh really?" Katla put her hands on her hips. "And what would that be, Dragon Boy?" she couldn't keep a straight face, and a smirk radiating excitement shone through.

Astrid and the others gave little consideration to Hiccup's odd nickname. The new and quickly escalating situation drew far more attention.

Hiccup gave one last wipe of his torso with his shirt and dumped it on the floor. Looking behind Katla, he saw a much larger boulder. It was waist height, and looked smooth enough that two people could lie comfortably on it. His grin widened, and he approached Katla.

"What're they up to?" Snotlout asked. There was little malice in his voice; the boy was truly clueless.

The answer became clear moments later. Hiccup's hands found themselves under Katla's rear, and pulled the girl off her feet. Katla's legs wrapped around his thin waist, and she looked down at him with a cheeky grin. He carried her to the boulder and laid her on the warm surface.

"You know, babe? With all the lies we've been telling these Vikings, I've almost forgotten you're my man. Maybe you should help refresh my memory" she giggled.

What.

Snotlout looked like a mace had been swung in his mouth and vanished. Eyes wide with shock, mouth limply hanging open. Tuffnut seemed bloody confused at Katla's statement.

And the girls…

Ruffnut's gaze could have probably melted Gronkle Iron to a boil. Her face was a swirling mix of fury and astonishment. Astrid found herself feeling like one of the Thorstons. Utterly incapable of a proper thought. She couldn't believe her eyes.

Hiccup and Katla clearly didn't notice their gaping stares from above the grove. They were both far too in the moment; tearing at each other's clothes and enjoying themselves in the sunlight.

"It's been too long, Katla" Hiccup smirked. "The amount of times I've thought of this…"

"Just shut up and kiss me, Dragon Boy" Katla interrupted, her voice sultry to say the least. Hiccup laughed throatily, and no further words were said. Legible words, that was.

Snotlout couldn't watch any longer. This was too much for him – for _any_ of them! The stunning raven-haired girl was his lover? They'd been hiding it? Questions burst into his skull at a migraine rate, and none of them found a clue. Didn't Hiccup know how severe it was consummating out of wedlock? Snotlout was certain his cousin knew the implications… but from the way Hiccup used his body, this was far from the first time they'd done it.

"Let's… let's get out of here" Snotlout managed to choke out. His face was alarmingly red, and wasn't the only one rather desperate to leave. Astrid looked like she was in physical pain; watching Hiccup and that… _girl_ do all sorts of heinous things to each other.

Facing the overwhelming urge to wash their eyes out, the teenagers retreated.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA)

The look on Hiccup's face was only comparable to Toothless in a Dragon-Nip field.

Eyes glinting in mischief, and a lazy smile on his face. Hiccup held Katla's hand as he led her through the forest back to Berk. He felt as if an enormous weight had been lifted off of his back, and he could finally breathe. Katia always seemed to have that effect on him. He loved it.

"-Midgard to Hiccup?" Katla giggled.

"Huh?" he answered, flushing. Had she been talking the whole time?

"I think I've broken you" she laughed, playfully flicking him over the ear. "As I was _saying,_ do you think you'll be okay on the front lines? Y'know, what your Dad mentioned in the meeting earlier today"

"Oh, right. Well, I think so yeah" Hiccup shrugged. "More worried how everyone will react to seeing me in a real fight"

Katla grunted in agreement. "They sure lost it when you flogged Astrid, huh"

"I'm sure my Dad watching me slaughter Vikings won't cause _any _problems" he rolled his eyes.

Katla faltered slightly, and her grip on Hiccup's hand tightened. "You're not worried about taking lives?" she asked softly.

He could see the conflict on her face, clear as day. He sighed. "Any other cause, yeah I would be" he admitted. His green eyes took on an emerald-like hardness. "But these Vikings attacking Berk came willingly. They would kill everyone in their pursuit of power. It's them or us"

Katla didn't know how to reply. For several minutes she simply brooded on his response, and only when they came to a small stop by some Dragon Nip fields did she answer. She kissed him on the cheek: an innocent gesture of affection compared to their previous lovemaking that day.

"I'm proud of you, Hiccup" she blurted.

Hiccup's face had grown uncomfortable during the silence, and those words seemed to drain the negative out of him. He smiled shakily. "You… you are?"

"You're right. Odin knows these bastards deserve it after they tortured you. It's either we stop them, or they use what's left of Berk to enslave this 'Queen Dragon'" she said.

"Glad we agree on that" Hiccup said, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. "Should we wear our armour if we're going to be fighting?"

Katla's face scrunched up. "What do you mean?"

"Well, our plan to keep all our secrets went _very well" _He rolled his eyes and Katla giggled. "Should we even bother hiding the fact that we have armor for fighting?"

"There's no way I'm letting you out in a battle without your suit or Gliave" Katla gave a stern tone only comparable with a mother. "We'll wear our armor. They don't know it's a flying suit, so no harm done"

Hiccup chuckled weakly as the pair continued walking. "Odin, my Father is still as thick as he is strong. I'm still stunned he hasn't dragged me aside to pester about the last three years. Hel, he hasn't even asked how I'm still alive!"

Katla knew where he was going with this. "Babe, I'm sure he's just too happy to focus on the details. All that matters too him is you're back, not how you did it. I could see it in his eyes when we first arrived" she explained. The last thing she wanted him to think was his father didn't care.

"I think you're right, yeah"

"Pft, you know I am Dragon Boy"

"Oh, shush you" he chuckled. "I'll admit, it felt good to see him so proud when I beat Astrid"

"I think he's always known you were capable of so much more" she smiled. "Look at you now! Fierce muscly warrior, kicking that blonde girl's ass. All you need to do is show Snotlout whose boss, and a few Outcasts"

"Easy peasy" He couldn't resist an eye roll.

They ceased holding hands as they returned to Berk, for what seemed the umpteenth time. As much as they disliked it, they knew hiding their status together was for the best. The situation was complex enough as it was without the Vikings knowing, wasn't it?

And he was pleased to see Berk was business as usual.

Unlike the last time, when he'd defeated Astrid, nobody cast him the weary eye. Nobody scowled. Nobody even ignored him. Katla and he strolled back through Berk, noticing the way everyone was hard at work. It seemed every man, woman and child was in a hurry; barking orders and carrying items about like an ant hive. A hairy, brutish ant hive, thrilled for a battle.

"Seems your dad sure knows how to run a village" Katla commented. "All hands on deck for this raid, I guess"

"Sure looks like it" Hiccup nodded. "I'm glad he's taking this seriously"

"Of course he is. These are his people" she nodded furiously. The pair returned to the Meade Hall, where the absence of noise and Vikings outside indicated the meeting was all but over. True to Stoick's word, the large Chief was waiting for him and Katla.

"Where ye two been?" Stoick grovelled. "Meetin' finished an hour ago"

"We went for a little walk, got carried away sorry" Hiccup winced. Very little of that sentence was actually true, and 'carried away' hardly covered it.

"Aye, okay" Stoick dropped the subject with a sigh. "Ma boy, I'm sorry about Snotlout. The lads always had a short temper, try t' ignore him"

Hiccup smiled at that. At least his father had changed somewhat when it came to apologizing.

"Now, onto tha plan" Stoick clapped his hands together. "I want ye and the other two on the front lines. If ye can take down Astrid those damn Outcasts will be no problem"

"You really think we'll be able to help?" Hiccup asked genuinely. He was torn with his father's decision. Did he truly think Hiccup would be of use? Or was he merely willing to see him prove himself?

"Of course son! Now, ye need armor I assume?" Stoick raised an eyebrow.

"Oh uh, no I think we'll be okay" Hiccup winced. "I think we have a little something back in our ship that'll suffice"

Stoick's brow furrowed even further, and Katla internally cringed. She could practically see the questions wanting to burst out of him mouth – a look he'd given his newly returned son more times than someone should. But no. After a life time of criticizing every move the boy made, Stoick was determined to change. He gave a nod of approval, biting back any will to interrogate.

The trio spent the next few minutes discussing the plan established in their absence. It was crude in nature, but with Vikings having a particular knack in all things crude, Hiccup didn't doubt its success.

"The preparations should be done before midnight, which gives us a couple days t' plan the smaller details" Stoick concluded.

"It's a great idea, dad" Hiccup smiled. "They don't stand a chance"

"Aye. We'll see what happens when Outcasts mess with ma town!" the Chief growled.

Katla laughed nervously. "Go Vikings, woo"

"Son, it's been too long since we had a meal together!" Stoick gave his son a hearty slap on the back. "How about ye and yer friends share a barrel of mead at our hut?" he asked.

At the very mentioning of alcohol the couple seemed to blanch. _Not again_.

"Eh, sure dad!" Hiccup sounded less than enthusiastic, but his father didn't pick up on it. "A meal sounds great. We'll bring along Lodin and Nina"

"Atta' boy. I think we can finally get around to sharin' all our adventures over the years. That's what fathers an' sons do, ain't it?" Stoick boomed. The yelling of several Vikings further from the Meade Hall quickly sapped his attention. "Ah Odin. I'll get back to yeh soon" Stoick turned on his heels and made his way down the Meade Hall stairs, leaving Hiccup and Katla.

"He really likes those 'one sided conversations', doesn't he?" Hiccup finished lamely. Katla snorted in amusement.

"You've got that right" Her eyes lit up, as what Stoick said processed in her head. "You've never shown me inside your house, have you?"

Hiccup grinned knowingly. "You really want to see it?" Katla flicked him over the ear, "Ow!"

"Of course I do! Come one, let's go find the other two and bring them along"

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/NINA/LODIN/SNOTLOUT)

"You used to sleep in _this_?"

"For the third time Lodin, yes"

"But, but it's like two feet long!"

It took at least two hours for Hiccup and his girlfriend to find their two friends. After tracking them to a game of target practise near the Village outskirts, they quickly returned to Berk for a tour of Hiccup's room. Needless to say they weren't exactly awed by some of the features.

The window was drawn close, leaving an almost musky haze in the candlelit room which was once Hiccup's living space. Unsurprisingly, dust was rife throughout the place.

"Lodin, I wasn't always this size" Hiccup laughed, sitting experimentally on his bed. The wooden support under the furs creaked a little – it had been a very long time since someone had even touched the bed, let alone used it.

"Yeah, you were about that size when we first met you" Nina smirked. "Thin as a grain of wheat"

"I'm flattered"

"You didn't take all of your prototypes to Helgafjall, when you left?" Katla asked. Hiccup looked over his shoulder to see what she meant exactly. His girlfriend was leant over a small table, still littered with drawings he'd done years ago.

"Has your dad touched anything in this home, Hiccup?" Lodin frowned.

"I thought he would have thrown it out, or something" Hiccup muttered. He was truly stumped as to why Stoick seemingly left the room as if he hadn't been away all those years.

"This design is… very un-Hiccup-ish" Nina said, having snatched one of the designs off Katla.

"Yeah…" Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck with a wince. "Those ones are from before, y'know. I was still trying to earn my dad's respect"

"Ya still haven't. Ye never will"

The group froze, and Katla's face twisted into an expression of fury. She'd quickly come to hate that voice.

Heavy footsteps trundled up towards the room, and the door swung open so that Hiccup, Katla, Lodin and Nina came face to face with one smug looking Viking.

"_Snotlout_" they managed to say – or sneer in a couple cases – at once.

"That's my name, don't wear it out" he snarked, strolling into the room with a fiendish smirk. "Useless, I've been going easy on you these past few days, and I think ma nice streak has run out" he declared.

"Has it now?" Hiccup rolled his eyes.

"It has!" the Viking growled. "First you steal Astrid off me, and now you think you can just take my place as Heir?" his eyes narrowed dangerously. "I don't think so"

"I don't think so either, Lout" Hiccup sighed, shaking his head in exasperation. This boy's attempts at intimidating him had quickly gone from an annoyance to a boredom. "I don't know what on Midgard makes you think I like Astrid, or want to be Chief!"

"Dragon Shit" Snotlout sneered. "Why else did you beat Astrid then? Huh?"

"Because he didn't want his skull split in half by an axe, maybe?" Lodin suggested.

"Because an idiot like you doesn't have the strength to do it yourself?" Nina raised an eyebrow.

Snotlout spluttered, his face turning a sickly purple shade as the Viking-esq rage dug deeper into him. His composure quickly recovered however, with that same grin he entered the room with. Something about it made Katla and Hiccup particularly uncomfortable.

"It don't matter, anyway" Snotlout smirked. "I think I know a way to make sure none of that happens"

While the threat was – for the most part – utterly pointless, four pairs of eyebrows raised in admitted interest.

"And how will that happen, huh?" Hiccup said sardonically. "Better not be intimidating, because I think I've grown a bit bored of it"

"Same"

"Yep, me too"

"Me and my friends took ah little stroll into the forest earlier this morning, did ye know?" Snotlout chirped, interrupting any more snide remarks. Lodin and Nina looked at each other with a frown.

"Congratulations. So?" Lodin said.

Snotlout looked to Hiccup and Katla. His grin grew wider at their equal looks of horror. He had them this time, that's for sure.

"It was a pretty odd thing to see in that Grove, you two" Snotlout thrust a finger at Hiccup and Katla. Both their faces didn't know whether to blanch of flush.

"Oh, for the love of Odin" Nina groaned loudly, burying her face in her hands the moment she caught on. "You _idiots_"

"Yeah, that's right Useless" Snotlout beamed. "I saw what you did with 'ya lover'. And if you fuck up anything, or get in the way of me and being Chief, I'll tell everyone"

Hiccup was speechless. Blackmailed? _By Snotlout?_

The Viking laughed. It was a harsh laugh; a mean one. "Oh I've got you now cousin! Yer done fooling about and strutting this place like you own it" he spat. "Law is law, maybe ye forgot that when you were off faking dead, but a Viking bedding outside of wedlock – _especially_ a Chief's son – is a serious crime" Hiccup felt sick watching his cousin's face twist into utter glee. "I could have you exiled, or even put to the blood eagle! Ha ha!"

Hiccup flinched violently at the mentioning of that brutal device. His three friends had mercifully lived their lives unaware such gruesome killing methods existed.

Snotlout had his cousin completely on the run, and being the bully he was, couldn't resist digging the wound a little deeper. He paced around Hiccup's room like a predator. "Just imagine, your father coming _so_ _close_ to actually respecting you, only for him to learn all along you've been laying with this… _whore_" he said smugly.

Nina and Lodin's eyes shot open in horror. They turned to Hiccup, whose face had been washed away of panic and was replaced by something different. Oh no.

Snotlout faltered ever so slightly, noticing how the room seemed to drop several degrees with Hiccup's new expression.

"What did I say would happen if you used that word again, Lout" Hiccup asked. His voice was low.

Snotlout spluttered out a reply, reaffirming his blackmail, only to be stamped out. "Not sure if you remembered me saying this before I beat Astrid cousin, but _I'm no Viking._ Your rules don't apply to me"

Hiccup looked to Katla. Her expression was steely much like his. She'd enjoy what would come next. "See my _girlfriend_ here, Snotlout? She and I have a lot in common" he explained.

The Viking stood uneasily in the room in front of Hiccup and his friends. The last time his cousin wore that… _haunting _look, he'd been intimidated to say the least. The fact that he so openly admitted to being her boyfriend only made him feel less sure of himself.

"She was also bullied by scum during her earlier years. People were so damn jealous of her and her skills as a fighter, they made her life worse than the realm of Hel. Can you believe that?" Hiccup said. "Lucky for us all, my lover never gives up so easily. She ignored them almost every day, and took out her anger in the ring when she could have ruined them with a single punch"

Hiccup ceased the almost-adoring gaze he gave Katla and looked to Snotlout, eyes ablaze with fury. "Because of that _wonderful_ past she had, she's grown completely used to insults like that. She doesn't even get offended!"

Hiccup took a step forward, and his three friends took a step back. Snotlout found himself looking up to Hiccup, and for a split second the Viking felt genuine fear.

"Unfortunately for you, Snotlout…" Hiccup cracked his knuckles. "_I am not her_"

With a growl of anger Hiccup, quite literally, tackled Snotlout out through the window.

**Sorry if it's a little short. The next chapter will be a big one, and hopefully be released sooner. Thank you so much for toning down all the demands, it's so good not waking up to a couple dozen P/Ms all with various threats! :P**

**(P.S. 'The Boy Behind The Mask' is simply a warm up. As of last night, something new is coming…)**


	30. Shatter

(STOICK/HICCUP)

Stoick really did try to keep his temper, as he lumbered down to the docks. From the sounds he made out when talking to his son, it was a fight. _Another _fight. Since the news of Outcast's planning to attack a great deal of conflicts had begun to sprout up, like weeds in a paddock.

It was the stress, no doubt. Even Stoick felt it – pressing on him like a weight.

"Men, what's goin' on here?" Stoick barked, advancing towards a quickly growing crowd of Vikings. "What's all this bickerin' about, huh?"

"Stoick, oh thank Odin ye here. Somethin's very wrong!" An elderly Viking declared, hobbling up to him.

Stoick groaned. Of course the instigator of this was event was _Mildew_. As least it wasn't a fight; by the looks of it, Stoick assumed the old hag was telling tall tales again.

"Mildew, we have an attack right on our doorstep, and yer here distracting every one of these men?" Stoick said gruffly, waving a hand about to show the many people who'd stopped their jobs to listen to the old man.

"Stoick, there's a damn _Dragon_ in tha forest!" Mildew retorted stubbornly. "Ah saw it with me own eyes, when I was watching over my Fungus"

"Mildew, Dragons are bloody everywhere!" The Chief growled.

"Not like this one, there isn't!" Mildew shook his head. The ancient Viking turned to address the group. "It was a _Skrill!"_

Murmurs and gasps rippled throughout those on the docks who heard him. It had been decades since the last Skrill was since in this part of the Archipelago. Stoick knew this, and hence raised a disbelieving eyebrow.

"Really Mildew, a Skrill?" Stoick sighed, rubbing his forehead with his meaty fingers.

"Ah'm certain, Chief!" Mildew screeched, waving about his walking stick. "It was covered in spikes and a hideous purple color. It had something brown on its back, too…"

"That's _enough_, Mildew!" Stoick snapped. "Yer distracting the whole bloody dock with this tall tale, and ye've said more than enough"

Mildew scrunched up his face, but knew better than to reply against Stoick. With a huff, the man turned on his heels and returned to his job. Mercifully, the crowd too began to disperse – having the source of interest being cut off. Stoick managed a breath of relief, noticing the docks returning to its productive state.

The life of a Chief was never an easy one, that much was certain.

It only took a few more minutes of watching over his townsfolk to conclude the war preparation was well and truly underway. Having experienced a lifetime of battle – against people and Dragons alike – Stoick felt nothing if not confident in Berk's chances of success.

The Chief's dull green eyes lit up ever so slightly, as he approached two men whom he'd been looking for.

"Mulch, Bucket! There are tha two Vikings I've wanted to talk to" Stoick hollered, approaching the two men as they worked by a small boat.

"Stoick, good to see yeh" Mulch gave a toothy grin.

"Walk with me, ye two" Stoick waved them towards him, setting off back towards the main Village.

"Uh, what can we do to help, Mister Chief?" Bucket droned rather nervously.

"Bah, ye two have been a good 'nuff help as it is. Ah was just wondering if ye were ready for guard duty on the waters"

Mulch nodded firmly. "Aye Chief, we are. Our boat is ready to be sent out and look out for them Outcasts"

"That's what I wanna hear" Stoick nodded. "I trust ye two have been practicing what ye need to do?"

"Yah we have" Bucket said. The blonde Viking scratched his head – technically his bucket – uncertainly. "Uh, what was it again Mulch?"

"When we see the Outcasts coming 't Berk, we give the signal and return to shore" Mulch corrected with a grin. Mulch was forever known as Bucket's 'guardian' of sorts.

"Aye good" Stoick agreed. The trio quickly exited the docks and walked through Bork with ease. "Ye two will start your guard duty tonight, we can never be too sure"

And then it all fell to pieces moments later.

A vicious crunch erupted from Stock's house, followed by yells of shock as a large chunk of the second floor seemingly exploded. Two figures came crashing down from then hole in the wall and landed heavily on the floor outside, too focused on each other to notice the huge attention they attracted.

It took several seconds of agape staring for the Chief to realize it was his son and technicially-Heir, Snotlout.

The Villagers watched in a stunned silence as 'peaceful' Hiccup sat on top of Snotlout's chest. Hiccup's knees pinned the Jorgenson's hands to the dirt, and while one hand gripped his throat and the other hammered punch after punch into Snotlout's unarmed face. Hiccup's face was one of sheer fury, and with his burning green eyes and toothy snarl, his own father could have mistaken him for a Dragon.

"Where's – your – smug – smile – now – _huh?_" Hiccup bellowed, punctuating every word with his fist slamming into Snotlout's face. The black haired Viking at last managed to get a hand free from under Hiccup's body, and weakly tried to push away from the relentless onslaught. Though with blood covering most of his face, it was a rather fruitless attempt.

"I'll teach you what happens to people who treat my girl like that" Hiccup seethed, utterly consumed by fury. The boy grabbed Snotlout's outstretched hand and violently jerked it opposite to the elbow joint.

Snotlout's uncharacteristically high scream snapped the observing crowd into action. The Viking's arm had been shattered under Hiccup's grip.

"_HICCUP!_" Stoick yelled. The Chief rushed over to the pair with surprising speed, and with a hearty shove he knocked his son of the howling Viking. "What are ye doin?!"

Hiccup flung his body up and stood upright at his father. His green and brown tunic was stained heavily in blood, and worse still he seemed to care none.

But after a few seconds, mercifully, the maddening glint in Hiccup's eyes began to fade away. Self-control and sense washed back into Hiccup, and within seconds he found himself going from a stare of true loathing to disbelief.

"Oh Odin…" Hiccup whispered, staring down at his hands. His knuckles were bloody and nearly void of skin – having been torn up from the contact with Snotlout's teeth and bones. "I did this…"

Snotlout had rolled onto his chest, and curled up in a fetal position of sorts. A dreadful gagging noise came to everyone's ears as the boy began to throw up a mix of blood and his own _teeth_. Accompanied by his weeping, it created a symphony of sheer agony. All of which induced by one, Hiccup the Useless.

Stoick was well and truly speechless. Every passing day he came to realize how little of his son he knew; this was on a whole other level. The Chief paled slightly at Hiccup's expression.

Because instead of wearing a face that said 'Oh my Odin, what have I done', Hiccup's stare truly said 'Oh no, not _again'_

Just what had happened to Hiccup in the three years?

"Hiccup…" Stoick's really did try to handle the situation calmly, but his voice nonetheless came out with a stammer. "What do ye think you're doing?"

The Vikings who crowded around the situation knew this was far from the norm, and for once chose to act instead of gawp. Like countless other fights that had happened, the people involved were separated. Several weary Vikings lifted the sobbing Snotlout to his feet – irrespective of their dislike to him – and walked him away to Gothi's hut.

They tried their hardest to shut out the fact that Hiccup had done this. Even by Viking standards this was brutal.

"I… I lost control" Hiccup whispered hoarsely. His messy hands clenched into fists. "I didn't mean to hurt him like that"

Stoick flinched. 'Like that' he said, as if he planned to hurt his nephew in a different way?

The Chief was thankful that the normally rowdy members of his tribe were deathly silent. With great care he rested a hand on his son's shoulder. "Hiccup, let's go inside. Ah think we need to chat" he said firmly.

"Hiccup! Oh gods…"

Katla had literally leapt out of the hole in Hiccup's room and shoved past the crowd to reach her boyfriend. Her face was a mask of worry instead of shock. She knew this damaged side of Hiccup existed, but the Vikings didn't beforehand.

Hiccup looked at her in misery, and Katla felt her heart clench painfully in her chest.

"It's not your fault" she whispered, so that only he could hear it. "Come on, let's go back inside" she soothed, holding his hand and leading him inside.

"Alright, break it up folks" Stoick waved his hand at the crowd. "Be gone with yeh, I'll sort this mess out. Be sure 'm nephew reaches Gothi"

The Vikings grumbled but for the most part agreed, dispersing to prevent one more angry Haddock.

"Holy shit, you wrecked him" Nina commented, when Stoick and the two teenagers walked back in the house.

"Yeah, I saw a couple teeth go missing" Lodin grinned. Katla shot both of them a furious gaze, and their snarks abruptly ended.

"Hiccup, what in Odin's name was that for!" Stoick growled, sitting his son down on a chair. "Ah normally don't mind the occasional scuffle, but that was too far"

"I warned him not to insult her like that" Hiccup said quietly, staring down at his hands. "I… I lost control"

"Chief Stoick, Hiccup's been through a lot. Please don't press the questions" Katla said, a hard edge to her voice. Little else hurt her more than seeing her man so vulnerable.

"Listen missy" Stoick answered, equally firm. "I made a promise to myself to let Hiccup be independent when the Gods have him back 't me. I tried not 't ask about his past or the changes for his sake, but ah've had enough" The Chief's gaze softened when he stared at his son. "Ah need to know how my son came to be like this"

"I've," Hiccup swallowed, and looked at his friends. "We've all been through a lot"

"Son, you never knew how to fight" Stoick said quietly. "And within days of returning, ye beat _Astrid_. Now Snotlout?" he asked.

Hiccup laughed weakly. "Yeah, I learned how to"

Stoick had so many questions. For the entire time Hiccup had been back, he wanted to ask about how it was all possible, and how the once meek boy came to be… _this_.

But as much as he wanted to know, the Chief knew how he used to practically hover over his son – a result of his wife's passing. He wanted to change with the second chance he'd been given, and so left his boy to his own devices. But even he could only take so much.

"And," Stoick licked his lips. "Those scars… you got?"

"Only a couple were from Dragons" Hiccup said tonelessly. "Most were by people"

The Chief flinched. The sheer number of scars on his body was outstanding, and only now did he consider how his son might have gotten them. The unstable behavior. The secrecy.

_Had he been tortured?_

"Hiccup, why did you do that to Snotlout" Stoick asked softly.

Hiccup looked to Katla, unsure of what to say. "I told him not to call Katla a whore. I warned him" he responded.

"He called her that?" Stoick clarified. He supposed that was almost Viking-like of his son to fight someone because of a simple name, but he couldn't help but suspect a little context behind it.

"Yeah he did" Hiccup said quietly.

The chief ran a hand through his lengthy beard. "The council and Snotlout's father will try to have ye thrown in the cells for this" he said gravely. "He's still the heir. Ah haven't unannounced it yet"

"Will there be a trial, or something?" Lodin asked curiously.

"Aye, they'll wanna hear Snotlout's side of the story"

The four teenagers – especially Hiccup and Katla – paled considerably. Unless they could stop it, Snotlout would spread the word of what exactly he saw.

Hiccup noticed the way his three friends stared at him. With furrowed brows and lips drawn in a thin line, they all silently asked if he would tell his father the truth behind the situation.

He licked his lips, and gave the smallest shake of the head.

He was clutching on to hay straws, metaphorically, and he knew his only hope was to confront Snotlout and stop him telling the rest of Berk. Whether or not it would involve more violence, he didn't know.

A small voice in Hiccup's head told him it was hopeless, but he stubbornly refused it.

"Ah can't say I'm proud of you for doing this, Hiccup" Stoick admitted, a heavy tone lacing his voice. "The lad's arm was well and truly broken, and yer punches will leave him eating with a soup spoon for quite some time"

Nina snorted at the thought.

"Ah want the four of your staying here" he commanded, gesturing to the house. "None of this 'Not-Viking' nonsense. We're expecting an attack, and we don't need any more distractions"

As if on cue, a sharp banging of the front door drew their attention.

"What is it?" The chief barked. The stress of the situation continued to press on him.

"We're in a bit of ah situation, Chief!" the voice behind the door answered.

Stoick walked to the door and opened it. The Viking addressing him flinched abruptly.

"What? Is it Snotlout?" he asked.

"Erm, no chief" The man squirmed uncomfortably.

"Then what?"

The Viking's eyes drifted to Katla, and Hiccup felt his stomach drop like a stone.

"Astrid's called for a duel at the Kill Ring"

o~0~O~0~o

(KATLA/ASTRID/HICCUP)

Hiccup felt as if he'd been locked in a box, tied to the bottom of an ocean.

Pressure surrounded him, and his breath only escaped as raspy, anxious breaths. There was so much going on at once, and the teenager felt completely out of control. Gripping his girlfriend's hand tightly, they walked to the arena which had been synonymous for death and destruction.

Hiccup's adventure to save Berk had turned on its head to say the least. The secrets he sought to protect and conceal were torn away one-by-one, and there was nothing he could do about it. First his abilities, then his wounds, and now his love.

Coupled with the looming threat of destruction, he was well and truly having trouble keeping his head above water.

"Babe, calm down" Katla soothed. Her fingers traced around his in comforting circles, feeling the anxiety almost radiate off of him.

"None of this was meant to happen" he whispered. "We were supposed to help them and leave. We've… how have we fucked up this badly"

"We'll get through this, I promise Dragon Boy"

"But she'll tell everyone about us. Snotlout said she was there with him" he said.

"Then we _leave_" she retorted. "These people don't deserve the effort you're going through to save them. The second we stop the Outcasts' attack we leave"

"And Astrid? She wants to duel you" he bit his lip.

"Lodin and Nina are off to get my armor from the boat. She won't know what hit her" Katla smiled rather menacingly. "She still hasn't healed from your fight, this won't be hard"

"I know you'll beat her, Katla" Hiccup laughed weakly. "But it's Astrid. The second she loses she'll tell everyone the truth. It's her way or no way"

Katla's face grew stony as the Kill Ring came into view. Vikings were already crowded around in anticipation of the fight to come. They both knew Astrid and whatever hells lay inside, just ready for them.

"No way it is, then" Katla said, cracking her knuckles.

Hiccup ignored the looks being cast his way as him and his lover advanced towards the arena. His demolition of Snotlout was far from private, and the word had spread quickly of what he'd done.

He wasn't surprised to see them no longer staring in shock, but instead disgust. Even fear.

Stoick, Gobber and Spitelout were already seated towards the front of the Kill Ring when Hiccup and Katla entered. Hiccup's father and Gobber both mirrored equal looks of disappointment and reluctance, primarily directed at the Shield-Maiden who ordered the fight in question. Spitelout, however, stared at Hiccup with a gaze that could only be described as murderous. The man's face was a sickly purple, and his eyes boggled in fury.

Hiccup had to suppress a grin.

"Everyone, settle down!" Stoick boomed. The usual cheer in his voice when announcing a fight was void, and he looked down into the ring with upmost displeasure.

Alone, in the center of the cold stone ring stood Astrid.

Her face was still slightly swollen from her fight with Hiccup, and her bangs flowed angrily onto her forehead. Unlike last time, her hands gripped tightly around an iron shield and her classic axe. A _real_ axe this time. The same one Hiccup made for her all those years ago. She looked towards the Chief, ignoring the scowl etched upon the man's face.

"As I'm sure ye all know, in ah matter of days Outcasts are expected to land on our shores and try to take what's ours" Stoick announced. The crowd hollered in angry enthusiasm, shaking their fists and cursing the rouge Viking tribe for their attempts to kill them.

"Now despite this, Astrid here feels the need 't ignore the danger, and grind our preparation to a stop with this duel" Stoick said with no small amount of disappointment. Astrid's lips thinned in concealed anger, but otherwise remained rigid. "As Vikings, duels are a part of our History. They must be carried out"

The crowd quickly began to cheer again. Imminent attack or not, they wanted some entertainment. They were Vikings, after all.

Hiccup and Katla walked into the ring, a mixed reaction greeting them. Those who were aware of the events earlier that day stared in concern, while the majority looked in confusion. Why did Astrid want to duel Katla?

Astrid's scowl deepened when she stared at Katla. Hiccup could see the way her hand tightened around the very real and very sharp weapon. It only occurred to Hiccup then just how seriously the girl was taking this prophecy.

"Astrid, don't do this" Hiccup reasoned, his face pleading. "You two don't need to fight. I thought your apology was genuine!"

"That was before, Hiccup" She snarled. "Before I learned about you two. Before I _watched_ you two" Astrid's face grew torn between rage and grief. "I _will_ fix this prophecy"

"What do you mean?" Hiccup's voice was weak.

"I'm not losing you to this 'coal black'" she growled, twirling her axe at Astrid. "If beating her will prove me to you, then so be it"

Hiccup watched, agape. Astrid was proving her love and worth by _killing_ his girlfriend?

He shook his head and was moments from retorting, then Katla stopped him.

"Babe, let me handle this. It's between us two, remember" she said gently. Her amber eyes hardened when they met Astrid's sapphire gaze. "Do you really want to do this?" she asked lowly.

"I've wanted to fight you since I met you" was her sneered reply.

"Very well"

Lodin and Nina stumbled through the main entrance. Both of them held a large sack and neither Hiccup nor Katla needed to guess what they held.

"We hope we got it all" Lodin panted, dropping the satchel at their feet and removing Katla's armor from it.

"Yeah, what he said" Nina gasped for air, clearly less fit than her boyfriend. The short girl tossed Katla her dual swords and she caught them with minimal effort. "So, think you can teach this bitch a second lesson?" she asked cheerfully.

"I can and I will" Katla answered bluntly. The girl breathed a sigh of relief as she held her armor in her hands. The week she'd been here felt like far too long without any combat training in her suit. "I just hope she's ready for it"

"From the look on your face, she won't be" Lodin snickered. "Has she told everyone about y'know… you two?"

"So far, no" Hiccup answered. "She wants to be with me from the sounds of it. She plans on proving it through beating Katla in some sort of duel"

"I bet my life the sore loser will tell everyone if Katla beats her" Nina muttered.

"Agreed" Katla said, sliding on her armor pieces and attaching them. "Hopefully I can beat her and stop her from talking"

"Good. Then all we have to worry about is Snotlout ratting you two out" Lodin said. "I doubt the others have enough of a grudge to say anything"

The crowd quietened to a brief silence as Katla finished her preparation, and faced Astrid with her suit on. The vicious purple spikes that adorned her shoulder plates, back and helmet glistened under the sun. The craftsmanship was undeniably perfect, and Katla bathed in it.

"This is the last time I ask, Viking" Katla warned, "Do you really wish to fight?"

"This is the last time I say, girl" Astrid mocked, twirling her sharpened weapon. "Yes"

"Good"

Katla brushed her jet black hair from her face and slid the helmet on, completing her vicious appearance. "I was hoping you would" her voice was distorted and deeply muffled. The lack of emotion made Hiccup shiver.

Katla looked to her boyfriend and companions. "You'd best get out of here" she said simply. The three didn't need any further encouragement. Picking up her discarded shoes and the empty sacks they quickly fled the arena.

She took a deep breath, and looked back to Astrid.

"Hiccup surprised me with his skills" Astrid warned. "Don't expect me to go down quite as easy this time, you bitch"

Katla could feel her anger coming off in waves, and was struck with a certain sense of pride. Hiccup was hers, not this insane girl's. Astrid lost her chance many years ago.

"Fighting me won't change anything, Astrid" she said calmly, but quiet enough that only they could hear it. "He and I love each other"

"We'll see about that, after I beat you" Astrid declared.

"Indeed we will" Katla shrugged. Katla reached to her back, where she had strapped her sword sheaths. In a single motion she drew both her gleaming black weapons, and waiting in a fighting stance.

"Dual swords is a terrible combination" Astrid grinned, twirling her axe in her hands.

"For a Viking? Yes" Katla admitted. "It required strength and skill. Lucky I am not a Viking" she smiled thinly.

"Let's get this over with!" Stoick called out across the arena. "This is a duel to settle ah rivalry between these two warriors, as is tha Viking tradition"

Astrid clanged her axe against the large shield in proud agreement. Katla stood motionless, awaiting the signal to fight.

"This will be a battle of submission, decided by tha challenger" Stoick said, gesturing to Astrid. "The first fighter 't call for mercy… or slain in battle, will be the defeated" The Chief stared gravely to Katla, expecting some sort of reaction for her life being at risk.

There was none. Instead, Katla gave her limbs one final stretch and made sure her brutal armor was ready.

"Fighters, are ye ready?" Stoick barked over the growing number of cheers.

"Aye, Chief"

"Yes, I am"

"Then without further delay, as Odin witnesses, let tha duel begin!" Stoick bellowed.

Katla cast one final glance out of the ring, and to Hiccup. He stood at the edge of the spectator stands alongside her two friends. The auburn haired teen gave a single nod of the head to her, as if accepting what she was about to do.

"I'll go easy. Relax" she mouthed up at him. He gave a small nod, and she returned to look at Astrid.

Gobber sounded the horn, and the fight began.

Katla was grateful for the helmet's padding around her ears, the noise of hundreds of Vikings was nothing short of deafening. She forgot all about her boyfriend and surroundings, and drew her focus to the one woman charging at her.

_She was quick!_

Katla should have expected it. Astrid was thin by Viking standards, and was almost certain she fought the poor Dragons through dodging them as opposed to simple brutality. The Shield-Maiden screamed towards her at breakneck speeds – even with a heavy iron shield and rather crude battle wear. Katla knew her two strengths within the first moment, her complex fighting style and her strength.

Astrid reached for her belt, and Katla saw the glint of a second blade at the Viking's waist. Slashing in an arc, her Nightshade Steel blade severed a throwing knife hurled by Astrid. The crowd gasped at both the Viking's unconventional attack, and Katla's incredible reaction timing.

Astrid leapt the final yards between the two of them, and lashed out with a sweeping strike with her axe. Katla ducked back in a reverse tumble, and before Astrid could launch a second attack she swung a powerful kick to the Shield-Maiden's thigh. The kick buckled Astrid, and her second swing of the axe missed hopelessly.

"Go Astrid!"

"Aye, give it to 'er!"

Katla twirled her two blades playfully and brought them down on Astrid's head. With a huff of anger, Astrid weaved her head clear of the strike and tried to slam her shield into Katla's gut. The raven haired beauty grinned, expecting it to occur.

Knowing Astrid's lack of balance caused little power, she eagerly shoved back against the shield, letting her armor negate any and all damage. The crowd gasped as Astrid stumbled backwards, recovering poorly with a reverse tumble and an animal-like snarl.

Katla jumped in the air and launched a powerful kick to Astrid. The Viking stumbled further as the power knocked her shield furiously.

"I thought you said you'd last in a fight" Katla noted, the smugness evident. Astrid growled at her. She should have listened to Hiccup: his friends really did know how to fight.

"You don't deserve him!" Astrid seethed.

Katla's blades blurred as she spun them in an almost artistic fashion. The gleaming black weapons flowed like water as she juggled them in the air, through her hands and behind her back. She snapped into a fighting stance, knees bent and the weapons ready to fight once more.

"Don't you dare pretend to know a thing about me or him" Katla hissed. Holding both her blades in a single hand she reached for her belt and mimicked Astrid, throwing a vicious blade in her direction. Astrid ducked behind her shield and the dagger wedged itself deeply between the wooden and iron seams.

Taking advantage of the surprise, Katla did a rapid forward tumble to close the distance between them. With a Dragon-like growl she plunged both her Nightshade Steel blades far into the shield Astrid hid behind. Astrid gasped in shock as the tips of two blades came within an inch of her skull.

"Gyyyah!"

Katla wrenched the blade with all her might, and _tore_ the shield from Astrid's grasp. She kicked the shield off of her weapons like she was an infant bored of a toy, and rendered Astrid with only an axe to defend herself with. Again, the crowd gasped in shock. Even Astrid's eyes grew with disbelief.

She did a quick reverse tumble to give more distance and eyed her once-shield. "How did you…?" She demanded.

"What? You think these are normal blades?" Katla asked, spinning the gleaming swords in her hands. "No, these are a little different. That armor of yours won't do anything to protect you"

She looked at her shield in tatters on the floor. For once she didn't doubt Katla's words.

Astrid shook away any doubt in her head and launched herself at Katla, making the most of her speed advantage. She had to finish this.

Astrid lunged forward with a kick to Katla's chest, and the moment her opponent raised her swords in defense she slashed down with her axe. Katla swore at the tactic, parrying the axe with one hand and being knocked back by the kick.

Katla only took a moment to realize how she could beat Astrid, remembering her boyfriend. Weapons raised, she edged backwards from the enraged Viking. Astrid lunged forward for a second slash, and Katla met the powerful swing with one of her own.

Her Nightshade Steel sword cleaved her beloved axe head in two.

There were few Vikings unaware of the sheer importance the weapon had. The Vikings of Berk were no different from other tribes in that they swapped their tools for the shiniest or sharpest on offer. Astrid's was special. Since Hiccup had made her the weapon well over a decade ago, she'd grown out of it and kept it nonetheless: a way or remembering his death.

The now silent Kill Ring echoed with the sound of her axe parts bouncing harmlessly against the stone floor. For several moments there was dead silence. No cheering, not even for Astrid.

"It's over, Astrid" Katla said, loud enough that everyone could hear. "You're unarmed and without a shield now" She could have added that she was far from giving her full effort, but instead satisfied for a dark glare.

Katla's stare could have melted stone, and Astrid knew exactly why. The gleam in her eyes almost invited the Shield-Maiden to cry out the real reason she called this duel before all of Berk: the secret relationship between Katla and Hiccup.

"If you tell anyone what you saw, your pride will be the least damaged thing about you" Katla warned, voice dangerously low. "Because _Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned_"

The Vikings who watched all had equal looks of confusion, but nobody dared to question.

"This isn't over. If you think I'll just give up like that, you're dead wrong" Astrid snarled. "I'll never-"

"_WAIT!_"

The conversation ended, and the attention of every Viking shifted from the dueling pair, to Stoick.

Hiccup's face, previously torn between exhilaration and fear of his lover's fight, changed to one more shocked than most. He knew his father would never stop a fight unless it was serious.

"Silence, all of yeh!" he snarled with shocking menace, standing from his chair and casting a gaze out of the Kill Ring.

"Stoick, wha's wrong?" Gobber piped up, only to be hushed like all the others.

Hiccup shut his eyes and tried to drown out the sound of his heart furiously beating. Off in the distance, he could hear the sound of war horns.

"Outcasts" he whispered.
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(HICCUP)

Panic surged through the Vikings; each and every one of them. All it took was the sound of the war horn to forget all about the battle in the Kill Ring, and turn their attention to the ocean that engulfed Berk. Hiccup could manage a squint; looking out over the murky and raging ocean, a single ship headed straight to Berk. Hiccup recognized it as Mulch and Bucket's 'warning ship', and he sent a small prayer to the gods that they chose to take watch in the middle of the day.

Hiccup looked further out to sea. He couldn't see the Outcasts. He didn't need to, he knew they were close.

"_Battle stations, now men!"_ Stoick's roar seemed to cut through the chaos like a fresh blade, and snapped the Vikings into battle mode.

Down in the ring, Katla and Astrid had long since forgotten about their duel. Katla forced the main gates open herself and wasted no time making her way to her friends, while Astrid limped around the arena, picking up parts of her axe in the biggest hurry she could manage.

"Hiccup!"

The voice was only just audible over the Vikings stampeding their way to collect their weapons. Hiccup whipped his head to face Katla, just as she ran up towards him. His girlfriend cradled her helmet in her arms and her sweaty face instead wore a triumphant grin.

"How'd I do? Go easy enough on her?" She asked.

"Katla, now really isn't the best time" Hiccup shook his head, failing horribly at hiding his own smile. "You two will have to finish that later, we deal with these Outcasts now"

"Agreed," in a flash Katla's joking demeanor turned serious, and she eagerly twirled a blade in her free hand. "They deserve payback for hurting you" she nodded furiously.

"My dad is going to want us on the front lines and I agree, we'll be the most help there" Hiccup said.

"Does that count us?"

Joining in on the conversation, the couple in question approached Hiccup and Katla. They tried to ignore the Vikings barging past them out of the Kill Ring, and had to strain their voices to be heard.

"You two need to find yourselves a bow each" Katla demanded. "Remember how we practiced, back in the forests after Helgafjall?"

"Damn right we do" Lodin nodded. "Nina and I will cover you two"

"We'll stop you idiots dying from a distance" Nina grinned. The short brunette's eyes lit up and she bit her lip in reluctance. "What's the plan for the Dragons?"

"Oh Odin, Nina's right" Katla gasped. "What will the Dragons do during this?"

"Toothless lived on Berk with me for a time, years ago. He knows the Village is loud naturally, and won't get suspicious even if a battle happens"

"But what if we need help?"

Hiccup clutched his head, the options and quickly building decisions swirling within him at a nauseating rate. "We'll just have to pray we don't need their help" he breathed. "Look, exposing them to Berk will be terrible, and I doubt we'll be allowed to live"

"We follow you Hiccup, as always" Lodin said. "If you don't think we'll need the Dragon's help, so be it"

"So what's the plan then?" Nina asked.

"I'm the fastest runner, and Katla is already in her armor" Lodin stated, casting a wary eye to their boat by the docks. "We'll collect all the gear needed for this fight"

Hiccup nodded. "Nina and I will help with any last battle preparations, Odin knows how unprepared we all are"

"Good idea" Katla said, "Meet at your dad's house, Hiccup. Lodin, keep up" with no more than a nod of understanding Hiccup's girlfriend and his friend took off through the dwindling crowd, ducking and weaving past the lumbering Vikings.

"Hiccup" Nina cleared her throat. "Is it normal to seriously want these Outcasts dead?" she pulled the sweetest smile and the auburn teen have a throaty chuckle.

"Normally I would condone such thoughts, but I'm not one to talk" he grinned. "We'll teach them all a lesson"

"Good. Now let's get to your old man's shack. Something tells me these Hooligans are in for a show" Nina smirked, grabbing his calloused hand and breaking into a jog.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/NINA)

If Hiccup thought he'd seen Berk in chaos, the events unfolding before him seemingly defined the word.

This wasn't like a raid in the slightest, he realized. There was no hollering with mad battle craze, nor were weapons being swung in every which direction. It had been decades since another Village was brazen enough to attack another – what with the Dragons being enough trouble as is – and the uncertainty was finally beginning to show.

The Vikings, for once, seemed to put aside any primeval urge to conflict and worked like a horde of ants. The brutish weapons that once aimed to the sky at preposterous angles were being moved and directed to the shoreline, while countless other Vikings took up bows, spears and ranged weapons for once. If it wasn't clear enough to Hiccup at this point, he was now certain this would be no ordinary fight.

Approaching Stoick's home, it was obvious to Hiccup and Nina that the place had become the hub of last-minute preparation. The Chief had a handful of the village's more experienced Vikings – Spitelout amongst them – and was gesturing animatedly in directions while he talked. The pair of teenagers caught the final parts of the conversation as they approached.

" – Astrid'll defend the elderly and young in the Mead Hall with her life, Spitelout, as will tha other teens. Yer auntie will be fine, ah promise"

Hiccup cared little for what Stoick was telling his uncle, as well as manners. "Dad!" he shouted, waving his hand about as he ran up to the group, Nina in tow.

"Hiccup! There ya are" Stoick exclaimed, a grin warped by well-deserved nerves came across his face, but otherwise no sign that the man being worried presented itself. Stoick cast a quick glance over the boy's shoulder, and raised an eyebrow. "Where's tha other two of ye friends?"

"They're getting our gear" Nina answered between gulps of air. "We're just here for any last orders" she said with a mock salute. Hiccup rolled his eyes at the gesture.

"Yer gear?"

"We have armor, and weapons" Hiccup said uncomfortably. He knew what was coming next.

Stoick have a sigh and laid a hand on his son's shoulder. "Look Hiccup. I told ye back in our house, and ill tell yeh again. I tried to change for ye, to not ask so many questions and hover over yer just because of Valka's death" his tone grew noticeably weak at the mentioning of his wife, but he wasn't deterred. "But all this is too much, even for meh. Yer scar, the fighting and all sortsa changes I can't just accept without an explanation"

Stoick's gaze softened, and he gave a single squeeze of his son's shoulder. "Will ye tell me what happened, when this is over?"

Hiccup forgot all about the imminent threat of battle. He forgot about Spitelout's murderous look towards him, and Nina's questioning glance on his back. _Oh, how he wanted to tell the truth_. Hiccup had been through so much, and he agreed that his father deserved to be told, despite not wanting that when they arrived.

But he knew he couldn't.

Only now could he notice the shift in motives that his mind was experiencing, all because of his father's _care?_ Hiccup could still remember the determination to keep his secrets when he arrived at Berk, so that when he eventually left again there would be minimal backlash. He recalled only a few days ago, swearing to himself to keep his secrets because he now decided his Village would promptly kill him if they found out.

But now, Hiccup no longer cared for leaving, and frankly there was nothing his Village could do that was any worse that what he had gone through.

No, he refused to tell Stoick now because he risked losing the respect and… _love_, of the man he'd tried to make proud since he was born. He'd rather die, in fact.

Spitelout regained Stoick's attention before Hiccup's distinct silence answered the question for him. "Stoick, there they are!" the Jorgenson thrust a finger out over the Village. Sure enough, Hiccup and Stoick found themselves staring at a rapidly advancing fleet of boats, no more than a few miles away.

The Chief gave an almost savage grin, as the infamous Viking battle urge at last kicked in. "Let's give em a warm welcome then" he bellowed. "Alrigh' men, ye know the drill. Help finish the last few preparations and gather all tha not archers by the docks. Hiccup, ah want you down there too"

Hiccup nodded, swallowing his fear with a thick gulp. "Yessir" he said.

"Good, let's move"

The group of Vikings split, each barking heavily accented orders to the tribesmen hurrying about. Hiccup took only two paces before a meaty hand found itself gripping his shoulder and throwing him to the dirt. The teenager grunted in shock, and looked up to find Spitelout sneering down at him.

"Ah haven't forgotten what ye did to my son, bastard" he snarled, placing a thick boot down on his chest. With the roars of Vikings all about the Village, and such a venomous tone, Hiccup could have sworn he was staring up at a Roman Legate. Red hot fury swirled within his body, and Hiccup matched the hateful expression.

"Ah don't know what ma Son said to ye, but yer bloody well hiding something. That's why ye silenced him, didn't ye?" Spitelout pressed further – literally – and Hiccup felt his ribs strain painfully.

"Get the fuck off of him. _Now_"

Spitelout's threats were silenced by a bright silver blade meeting his throat. Nina stood behind the Jorgenson patriarch, a mere slice from ending the loathing Viking for good. "You have two seconds, Viking" Nina growled, pressing the blade down on his throat. "Get off him"

The man complied. Hiccup let out a shallow gasp as the boot was lifted from his chest and the burly Viking stormed off. "Ye and all your friends better watch yer backs" he hissed, "Odin is ma witness, I'll see to it you pay for ma son's wounds"

"Y'know, for getting beaten up so often I figured you would kinda be expecting this sort of thing" Nina chuckled, sheathing her dagger and offering Hiccup a hand up.

"You're picking up Lodin's sense of humor," Hiccup noted dryly, taking her hand and standing up with a wince. "Please don't"

Nina laughed brightly, as if Hiccup's life wasn't in danger moments before. "Nah, I know you love it"

Hiccup rolled his eyes.

The pair looked down the hill which Stoick's hut was situated on, and collectively sighed in relief to see both Katla and Lodin trudging towards them. The two of them both carried large baskets, similar to the ones they would feed their Dragons out of.

"Thor above that was a trek" Lodin wheezed, laying the basket at their feet.

"The Vikings running about didn't help" Katla grinned, "I think I pushed one in the water by accident"

Nina cast a quick eye down the road, and noticed Spitelout still walking away. "Damn, it wasn't him" she cursed.

"Anyway, we've grabbed as much as we could" Katla said to Hiccup. "You glaive and armor are all here, and a handful of arrows for Lodin and Nina"

"Great work you two," Hiccup gave his girlfriend a peck on the cheek, before hoisting the gear onto his shoulder and pointing to Stoick's front door, "C'mon, let's get ready for this"

"No kiss for me?" Lodin said indignantly.

"Quit it"

The group of four wasted no time in both decency and neatness, stripping off to their bare garments and helping each other with the straps as soon as the door was closed. The hole in the second floor wall was still there from the fight against Snotlout, and outside the sounds were quickly changing from unprepared panic to pre-battle exhilaration. Hiccup let out a sigh. Vikings were still Vikings after all.

"So what's the plan, boss?"

Hiccup turned to Lodin, who was stringing his bow experimentally at the fireplace. He was protected with little more than thick leather gloves, and a chest piece that would stop perhaps one swing from an axe. He was light on his feet, and liked to keep it that way.

"My dad will be calling the shots down at the docks, where the battle should mostly take place" Hiccup answered, tightening his Nightshade Steel gauntlets around his wrist. "Ah, feels good to be back in this gear again" he admitted with a grin.

"Yeah, I know what Stoick'll be doing" Lodin rolled his eyes, "but what do _you_ want us to do. You're the leader of our little Wolf Pack, remember?"

"Damn right" Nina grinned, fiddling with her daggers. "I'll ask what Lodin just did again, _what's the plan boss?_"

Hiccup felt a mixture of bottom clenching terror and swelling pride flood his system. Long ago he'd finally accepted that he was not as useless as he thought he was, and was capable of having friends who actually respected him. But the thought that there were people willing to follow him? To look up to him and trust him?

He was far from getting over that. The very thought still made him grin like a fool.

Hiccup laughed weakly, bending down and picking up his beloved glaive. He spun the weapon about like a battle staff, and with several sharp clicks the jet black weapon extended to full length; the serrated blade gleaming against the glow of the fireplace.

"My plan?" he raised an eyebrow. "Send them back to the hellhole they came from, and ensure they never enslave that bloody queen"

Katla's face broke out into a triumphant smile. "There's my Dragon Boy" she giggled.

Hiccup completed his full set of armor, sliding on the sleek metal helmet that made him look more Night Fury than man. Sounds muffled out, and the teenager was surrounded by the sound of his own labored breathing and his heart beating like a war drum. Much like the Vikings, his own excitement was building for the battle to come.

"Hang on" Nina spoke up, shutting her eyes and holding a hand to her ear. "Can you three hear that?"

"Yeah, what is it?" Lodin asked, scrunching his face in confusion. Hiccup and Katla exchanged a shrug.

"What do you hear?" Katla said.

Hiccup was midway through sliding his helmet off when he heard from the hole on the second floor: a faint but noticeable change in the Vikings outside. What was once building hollers and battle cries had changed to screams of terror and panic. Even stranger, however, was the unfamiliar rumbling sound that grew with every passing second.

Hiccup remembered the last raid he witnessed on Berk, nearly four years ago. The screeching of Dragons; the bellowing of orders. _The hissing sound as a catapult's projectile hurtled through the air._

Nina frowned. "It kind of sounds like a-"

"_GET DOWN!_" Hiccup yelled, before the deafening sound of wood cracking rattled his brain, and he was thrown backwards.

o~0~O~0~o

(HICCUP/KATLA/LODIN/NINA)

"…'Iccup!"

Hiccup, for what at least _felt_ like a flash in time, lost all senses. His eyes were blurred beyond any form of sight, and his hearing had become engulfed in a strange ringing. Sluggishly, he tried to lift his head and blink away the numbness.

What had happened?

Feeling returned, and what came seconds after was pain. He groaned loudly, and panic steadily grew as he tasted blood in his mouth. Hiccup could feel himself surrounded by an all manner of objects, many of which sharp and easily deadly if his armor hadn't saved him.

"Hiccup! Thank the gods" he heard Katla gasp.

Hiccup freed his hands from the clutter that surrounded him and lifted his helmet off. Furiously shaking his head like a stunned Dragon, Hiccup opened his eyes and let the full extent of the situation take hold.

Stoick's hut was in ruins.

Spears of shattered wood surrounded Hiccup, covering the majority of his body. Stones, rubble and dust splattered the vast hole that was once the very home he lived in. Aside from the ruins of a fireplace and the wall or two, simply nothing remained.

Hiccup felt hands wrap around his shoulders, and before he could stammer a response he was hoisted shakily to his feet. "You're all right Hiccup, hang in there" he heard Lodin say.

"Wha- what happened?" he gasped, stumbling over the countless pieces of clutter on the floor. He stared at the piles of wall, ceiling and furniture in search of his helmet and glaive.

Instead he quickly caught sight of an enormous boulder, embedded deep in the ground towards the back of the house. Following the trail of destruction it had left, even in his bewildered state he could see what had happened.

"The Outcasts want to keep Berk intact for supplies, but that didn't stop them taking out the Chief's hut" Katla explained furiously. She pulled him into a hug, not caring about the spikes on her armor. "For a moment I thought I lost you" she whimpered, burying her helmet in his shoulder.

Hiccup managed a wheeze that could be classified as a laugh. "It'll take more than a catapulted boulder to take me down, babe"

"That was a cheap shot" Nina snarled, tightening her grip on her dagger. "Trying to take out the Chief in his own home before the fight even began"

"Nina, we'll get our revenge, trust me" Katla growled. She looked to Hiccup, her expression softening even through her spiked helmet. "Are you good to fight, Hiccup?" she asked.

Hiccup nodded, noticing Loding was holding his helmet and weapon. "Yeah. Good to go" he mumbled.

"The Village is getting hammered out there, we need to act fast" Lodin blurted.

"What?" Hiccup stumbled out of the ruins and back outdoors. The enemy ships which were once quickly advancing on the docks were now surrounding the entire coastline.

Many ships had landed on Berk's docks, and the sounds of weapons clashing rang out in the air.

"Oh gods" Hiccp gasped. Thoughts of his once-home in ruins completely abandoned him, and he snatched his gear from Lodin. Spitting out the last of the blood in his mouth, he slid on his helmet. "Let's go, now!" he yelled.

o~0~O~0~o

(ASTRID/HICCUP)

It was a hellish pit, down by the docks.

To Astrid, it felt like a lifetime ago, when Gobber came bounding up the hill to where she stood guard at the Meade Hall. With blood splattering the blacksmith's helmet and a look of rare horror on his face, he breathlessly ordered the teenagers to give support to the fighters at the docks.

While Astrid felt like that had been a lifetime ago, she knew it had been less than fifteen minutes.

The Outcast attack had taken them completely by surprise, and she knew that was partly due to her. Whilst the Village should have been preparing for the oncoming battle, her ever growing obsession with one particular boy had escalated to profound levels. By calling a duel to prove her love, she'd seemingly grinded all war preparation to a halt. And having grown up among Tuffnut and Snotlout, she knew how hard it was to regain a Viking's attention, regardless of importance.

Astrid's body heaved desperately for air, her armor never feeling quite as heavy as it did in that moment. Looking further ahead to where she'd been fighting just moments ago, she could see the Outcasts pushing the line of defenses further and further back. Only a couple dozen more yards and they would be fully clear of the docks and free to reign terror on the whole Village. The sheer _number_ of Outcasts stunned her. Astrid believed Hiccup when he announced a full fleet was heading to Berk, but never could she have expected thirty boats, filled to the brim with troops.

And that wasn't the only thing she noticed during the fight…

Many of those fighting for the Outcasts were in fact Berserkers. Dagur's men! Whether or not Hiccup had forgotten to mention such an enormous detail, she did not know. But she was sure that the two tribes fighting together was linked to the suspicious migration of Berserker boats, many months ago. An alliance had been formed, undoubtedly.

"How's it going, gal?"

Astrid stood to full height, taking a deep breath and trying to ignore the searing pain in all her limbs. A particularly insane Ruffnut met her gaze, holding the sharp end of a broken spear in one hand. It was lightly dipped in blood, indicating Astrid wasn't the only teen to have killed on the battlefield.

"This is war, I guess" Astrid mumbled. She couldn't fake confidence, no matter how determined.

"Chin up, sis. There are still Outcasts who need their asses kicked over there" Ruffnut thrust her spear to where the Berkians held the line of resistance against the unyielding Outcasts. "What would Stoick say if he caught you taking a break on tha job?"

Astrid snickered. "You're right, Ruff"

"You know I am, girl. Now get your weapon and let's make Snotlout wish he was conscious to see this!" Ruffnut gave a rather savage grin, and ran back to the enormous crowd of battling Vikings, hollering madly.

Astrid reached to ground and picked up her weapon. Her new one. The Shield-Maiden really did try her hardest to forget what had happened earlier that day – how that bitch destroyed her beloved axe like it held no significance at all. This new axe was infinitely less attuned to her fighting style, and incredibly off balance. Then again, in the situation she was in, beggars cannot be choosers.

Astrid held her head up high, and took her first step back into the pit or fire and adrenaline that was the battlefield.

Only to be gently pushed to the side.

"s'cuse me, Astrid" a raspy voice cut her train of thought like a knife. Astrid recognized that voice anywhere, but her eyes simply couldn't match it to the person she looked at. On second thought, it wasn't a person.

Hiccup was dressed head to toe in his ever immaculate battle and flying suit. It was one of the first times he'd worn away from complete darkness, and in the evening sunlight it bent the light around it, appearing like it was on _fire_. His helmet was sleek and sharp enough to kill, and only when she saw those bright green eyes hidden behind a pair of dark slits was she certain that the figure was him.

"Hiccup" she gasped.

"I'd love to chat, but now isn't the time" he responded. She'd never heard him like this. Yes, she'd heard him angry, but this was something else. Even under the helmet she could feel his fury writhing like an enraged beast. It send shivers down her spine.

"Now!" Hiccup bellowed, rushing forward and past Astrid. The Shield Maiden briefly noticed Katla was by his side, armed with the same two swords that severed her axe.

She was moments from asking where their other two colleagues were, as well as why he barked an order, but the question answered itself. A series of arrows hailed down from above the docks, landing deep in the exposed heads and necks of Outcasts with pinpoint precision. Looking up, she noticed the blonde teenager – Lodin, she was fairly sure – working the bow like a demon from Hel, while the shorter girl with a horrible vocabulary handed him arrows from a quiver with mechanical efficiency.

They were a team, Astrid realized. They always had been.

One by one, the Outcasts at the front lines had been dealt with. When the first line of attack had been swiftly finished, Hiccup and Katla pushed through the crowd of Berkians. They were ready.

A much needed pause in the battle rippled throughout both rivaling parties. The Outcasts stood in brief shock of having their front line so quickly killed, while the Village was well and truly confused as to who they were looking at.

"Ah was wonderin'… where ye went off to. That fancy armor could only be tha work of ma son"

Hiccup turned to the left, and grinned thinly at the sight of his father. The Chief was soaked in a mix of sweat and blood, with him hammer chipped from the sheer number of hits he'd no doubt been dishing out.

And yet he had the proudest smile Hiccup had ever seen. This had been Stoick's dream for more years than he could count. His own blood, leading from the front lines in a furious battle, following in his footsteps. For a time frozen moment, Hiccup felt pride swell up within him to a bursting point.

"Had a little home invasion by some rock" Hiccup remarked, popping the joints in his neck with a twist of his head. "But like that'll stop me missing out on the fun"

Stoick have a throaty chuckle. "Oh, I know now, son"

It had taken so many years to earn his father's respect. But in the heat of the moment, with the fate of an entire Village moments away from being decided, Hiccup thought it was all worth it.

"Ha ha! _Son?"_

Hiccup froze, and the pleasure within him died a terrible death.

The enemy side, no more than twenty yards away, backed up several paces as if a command was given through their thoughts. Pushing through the crowd the same way Hiccup and Katla did, a single Outcast walked out on his own.

It was Savage. And he wore a malicious smirk that put Snotlout's to utter shame.

"Hold yer formation, boys" Savage barked, having adopted all the fierce leadership qualities of his commander, Alvin. "Ah think our mission just got a whole lot more interestin'"

Many of the Outcasts laughed darkly, and Hiccup felt his skin ripple with goosebumps.

"So this is yer son aye, Stoick?" Savage asked, prodding his finger against the tip of his sword experimentally. "Now, ain't that funny"

"What are yer on about, ye bastard" Stoick growled. "Ye think you can just invade our Village for no reason, and kill our people? Yer a bloody disgrace to Vikings everywhere!" he declared. The Berkians hollered uproariously in agreement, waving their bloodied weapons like a barbaric mob.

Savage simply threw his head back and laughed.

"Oh trust meh old man, we have our reasons!" Savage smirked. "Berk is only ah single step in a much larger plan. Soon enough, all Vikings everywhere will bow to us"

Stoick had no idea what the plan was, but his stomach dropped at the very idea of that kind of domination.

"And if ye want to talk about disgraces, ah think yer looking at the wrong person…"

Hiccup flinched as Savage cast his teasing stare at him. His grip on the glaive tightened to knuckle breaking levels.

"Yeh know, I was warned ye might come try to stop us from attacking, _Hiccup Haddock_" Savage taunted. "Oh wait kiddo, ah'm confused. Is it Hiccup, or _Fjalar?_ The Deciever, aye?" the Outcast chuckled humorously, matched by snickering from the followers behind him.

Out of the corner of Hiccup's eye, he noticed Lodin and Nina frantically searching for more arrows. They were empty, and like himself, they were powerless to stop Savage talking. Charging out on his own, Hiccup knew he had no chance of survival.

"Hiccu', what's he talkin about" Stoick whispered.

Hiccup didn't reply. His voice never reached him, and he couldn't feel his limbs. Shock took over.

"Oh, what's wrong Chief? Yer only son didn't tell yeh the truth about what he's been up 't?" Savage asked. "Tell me old man, how did yer son 'die'?"

"Shut your mouth, now!" Katla yelled furiously.

A man next to Savage raised his bow, and readied an arrow to fire straight at Hiccup's girlfriend. The Berkians took a step backward, raising their shields in defense.

"If ye speak again, He'll kill yeh" Savage said cheerfully. "Ah won't have ye ruin this moment, not when it's too good 't pass up!" he laughed mirthlessly.

"Ye do a lot of talking for someone who wants to kill ma Village" Stoick growled. "Either fight us, or leave"

"Ah will talk, and yeh will listen" Savage snapped. "Now, ah ask again ye old fool. How did ye think ye son 'die', or have ye forgotten already?"

Stoick looked to Hiccup. How he survived in the first place still remained on of Stoick's greatest questions. One he had the feeling was about to be answered. His son, who was staring at him in pride just moments before, now looked down at the floor and refused to meet his gaze.

"Tha Dragon Rider" Stoick answered, voice wavering in uncertainty.

Savage laughed in a manner than perfectly fit his name. "Oh but that's where ye wrong, dear Stoick. Ah met the Dragon Rider, and ah promise yeh that he did'nt even harm ye boy. _Poor Hiccup is ah liar_"

Over the tremendous sound of his own heart beat, Hiccup could faintly hear the sounds of everyone behind him gasping – including his own father. While Hiccup had never confirmed the Dragon Rider being the source of his disappearance, all of Berk simply assumed his lack of correcting it was a sign they were right.

"Yeh accuse my son or lying, Outcast?" Stoick roared. "Ma heir, my boy? For that alone ah would kill ya"

"But yeh won't, Stoick" Savage grinned. "Because ah'm telling the truth"

"What proof, yeh idiot" yelled Gobber from several yards in the crowd.

"It's simple" Savage said with a giggle. He raised his sword and pointed it at Hiccup.

"_Yer son is the Dragon Rider_"

There was no gasping. No yelling of outrage. Just a simple, disbelieving silence that multiplied the sound of the howling wind and the drop in temperature. Hiccup felt the gates of stability and comfort crash down upon him, as an icy sensation flooded through his body.

"Ah caught him on his cute little _Night Fury_ a couple weeks ago. He had a lovely book on how 't train all sorts of the beasts. He must be quite talented, ye should be _proud_ of his treachery, Stoick" Savage taunted even further.

Katla was the first to speak up, defending her lover. "T-That's not true!" She said desperately.

The bowman next to Savage smirked victoriously, and released his arrow at her.

Katla had no time to react, and all the Berkians could do was release a frantic gasp that broke the silence. Hiccup didn't even flinch.

His hand shot out in front of his lover's face. And with a sharp twanging sound, he caught the arrow just inches from the bridge of Katla's nose.

It mattered none who fought on what side – all their jaws dropped.

Hiccup steadied his breathing to an acceptable level, and shut out any thoughts of what his tribe might be feeling towards him. All he focused on was the Outcasts and Berserkers. Each and every one of them.

He'd earned his father's love, and Savage had effectively stripped him of it for good, along with his very life.

"Savage…" Hiccup said quietly. It was the first word he'd said in what felt like a lifetime, and only then did he notice how unbelievably dry his mouth was. He looked up from the ground he'd been staring at, and felt a barbaric rush of excitement course through him.

He'd kill them all, he realized.

"How's it feel to be a dead man?" Hiccup asked, tightening the grip on his gleaming glaive.

Before Savage could answer, him and Katla charged.
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Greetings all.

I'm forced to give you all my greatest thanks regarding your patience regarding my pretty lousy updating schedule. It's with a ton of regret that I have to tell you all that I've been undergoing some serious setbacks regarding this story. I would list them all, from broken computers to exam anxiety, but I think many of you have better things to do than listen to my whining.

This is just letting you all know that The Boy Behind The Mask is a story I'm currently putting on hiatus. Feel free to re-read that sentence more than once, and take note that I AM NOT QUITTING. I have some serious hindrances in life right now, and I would rather sacrifice quantity for quality and not just vomit words that will ruin my plot and lovely characters. I will not leave this unfinished, I promise. I love you all and would never treat you like that!

That being said, do not mistake this notification for a sign that I'm no longer writing at all. My second story is well on the track to being released on this sight. Unlike TBBTM, this new one will have 100,000 words pre-written when it's released, so delays become impossible! As well as this, it will be the highest quality story I have ever made. You will love it, and please consider it some sort of apology.
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